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Thk  foUowing  volume  contains  the  Editor's  gatheril 
daring  a  leisurely  excursion  through  a  most  pleasant  depart- 
ment of  English  lilentlure.  The  manifestation  of  female 
tslCDt  is  a  striking  characteristic  of  our  age,  and  a  very  inters 
milium  proof  of  its  moral  advancement.  Clever  and  even 
letrned  wocaen  had  appeared  in  the  course  of  the  last  cen- 
tury, and  a  few,  "  far  hetween,"  yet  earlier ;  but  ihey  were, 
wbrn  at  all  successful  as  wrilera,  rather  petted  by  the  gallantry 
of  their  contemporaries  because  of  their  gentler -sex,  than  ad- 
nitt(^d  to  die  hij^h  society  of  wits  for  their  actual  merits ;  not 
did  they,  scarcely  one  excepted,  deserve  greater  r.onsidera- 
boo.  The  last  hundred,  especially  the  last  fifty  years,  have 
demonstrated,  that  as  there  are  offices  necessary  to  the  elegant 
prrfrction  of  society,  which  can  be  discharged  only  by  the 
delicate  and  more  sensitive  faculties  of  woman,  so  her  grace- 
fill  tkU]  can  shed  charms  over  letters,  which  man  could  never 
diffuse.  In  all  pertninlng  to  the  affections,  which  constitute 
(lie  beiil  part  of  human  nature,  we  readily  confess  hu  supe- 
rinrity  ;  il  is,  therefore,  consistent  with  her  character  that 


("0 


1 


IT  PREFACE. 

genius  of  woman  should,  yield  peculiar  delight  when  its 
themes  are  love,  childhood,  the  softer  beauties  of  creation, 
the  joys  or  sorrows  of  the  heart,  domestic  life,  mercy,  reli- 
gion, and  the  instincts  of  justice.  Hence  her  excellence  in 
the  poetry  of  the  sensibilities.  There  are  instances  of  her 
boldly  entering  the  sphere  of  man,  and  asserting  strong  claims 
to  share  the  honours  of  his  sterner  engagements ;  but  the 
DacierSy  De  Staels^  and  Hannah  Mores^  are  variations  from 
the  rule  prescribed  by  a  wise  Providence.  The  much-vexed 
question  as  to  the  superiority  of  male  or  female  intellect,  is 
one  that  should  never  be  discussed,  because  the  premises  are 
so  different  that  it  can  never  be  settled.  As  well  might  we 
compare  the  vine,  with  its  curling  tendrils,  its  broad-leaved 
convolutions  and  delicious  clusters,  to  the  oak,  that  is  des- 
tined for  the  architrave  or  the  storm-daring  ship.  The  trees 
of  the  forest  go  down  before  the  tempest ;  the  vine  lives  on, 
to  cover  with  foliage  the  ruin  of  the  shaft  around  which  it 
twined.  We  are  pained  to  see  a  woman  toiling  in  the  sun 
or  the  cold ;  but  what  were  man's  labour  worth,  if  he  had  no 
home  where  woman  reigned  in  her  realm  of  affection  ?  Yet 
within  that  home  are  trials,  cares,  duties  and  difficulties,  to 
which  only  woman's  tact,  conscience  and  endurance  are 
equal.  Faith  is  the  highest  exercise  of  reason,  hope  the  best 
practice  of  faith ;  but  charity  is  the  greatest  of  the  three ; 
and  we  do  woman  honour  when  we  consider  charity,  in  its 
widest  sense,  as  peculiarly  her  attribute.  The  records  of 
literature  confirm  this  position. 

When  few  women  mingled  in  the  circle  of  authors,  the 
men,  however  mighty  their  powers,  were  often  coarse,  and 
their  female  associates  assimilated  to  the  general  fashion ;  but 
now,  when  they  meet  in  more  equal  numbers,  there  is  a  re- 
finement of  feeling  and  a  delicacy  of  expression  unknown  to 


rsEFACE. 

tie  pages  of  any  former  age.  What  the  elevation  of  woman 
bii  ioat  for  the  reform  of  social  manners,  her  educated  mind 
utioiDg  for  our  boo^. 

Nothing  shows  the  superiority  of  women  in  our  day  tv 
Iho*  ii  past  centuries,  more  than  a  comparison  of  their 
*ntiQgs,  For  ihis  reasot ,  specimens  will  be  given  of  iheii 
»Ei»,  froctt  the  earhest  known,  Juliana  Bemers,  down  to  the 
«S  iuues  from  tlie  British  press:  and  it  will  readily  be 
•tn  how  insignificaiit  even  "  the  matchless  Orinda"  is  by 
l^ade  of  those  least  distinguished  among  her  modern  sis- 
*"";  nor  has  care  been  omitted  to  preserve  something  from 
I™  pens  of  some  who  derived  celebrity  from  the  mention  of 
••"eif  names  by  the  better  authors  of  their  day,  as  the  Mrs. 
"ffiaiM  of  Dr.  Johnson,  or  the  LaciUla  of  Hannah  More ; 
■"*,  little  merit  as  tiieir  productions  may  have,  they  pos- 
**  in  interest  from  such  accidental  circumstances,  and 
*"«  to  »how  how  small  a  portion  of  talent  then  made  a  wo- 
lUn  mnarkable.  In  fact,  our  volume  aims  at  a  higher  merit 
Imii  that  which  belongs  to  a  mere  compilation  of  extracts, 
iiui  presenlB  a  history  of  female  English  poetry. 

ll  IK  painful  to  observe  how  many  of  the  writers,  sketches 

of  whose  lives  are  hereafter  given,  have  been  unhappy  in 

iDcir  domestic  histories.     In  what  way  shall  we  account  for 

imi     Statistical  analogy  will  not  suffer  a  belief  that  Provi- 

dcnnr  assigus  to  literary  women  worse  husbands  than  to  ihose 

I  of  any  other  class ;  yet,  certainly  a  far  greater  proportion  of 

I  fileraij  wives  have  asked  oar  sympathy  for  tlieir  sorrows. 

'  EVibaps  .Csop's  moral,  that  "  the  lions  have  no  painters," 

hat  BOQie  appliculion  here ;  ns  we  usually  get  but  one  side  of 

~  e  itoiy :  and  it  is  difficult  to  impeach  the  justice  of  com- 

9  breathed  fortli  in  eloquent  numbera.     There  are  also, 


I 


^_    bUints  breath 

L 


\1  PREFACE. 

doubtless,  many  cases  in  \i'hich  the  unhappiness  was  tne  ot> 
casion  of  making  the  authoress.  A  happy  >^ife  and  mother, 
cheerfully  busy  in  her  well  ordered  household,  has  little  leisure 
and  less  inclination  to  solicit  the  notice  of  the  world  beyond 
her  threshold,  leaving  us  ignorant  of  "  the  sweet  Sapplio  in.  a 
housewife  losty  Quintilian  says,  that  the  Gracchi  "  owed 
their  eloquence  as  much  as  their  birth  to  their  mother ;"  nor 
can  we  doubt  that  there  is  many  a  Cornelia  in  our  own  more 
fortunate  times,  who  can  point  to  her  sons  and  say,  "these 
are  my  books  ;"  for  few  mothers,  however  successful  in  its 
practice,  have  written  upon  the  theory  of  education,  while 
scores  of  unmarried  ladies  have  elaborated  tomes  to  prove  the 
truth  of  the  Scotch  proverb  :  "  Maidens'  bairns  are  a'  weel 
guided."  Servants  may  be  governed  with  kindly  discretion, 
and  family  tables  made  elegant  with  savoury  viands,  by  those 
who  have  never  written  essays  on  domestic  commonwealths, 
like  Miss  Sedgwick,  or  a  cookery  book,  like  Miss  Leslie. 
Besides,  the  harmony  of  married  life  depends  ver}'  much 
upon  a  due  proportion  of  character  in  the  husband  and  the 
wife.  A  man  is  ordinarily  satisfied  with  affectionate  gentle- 
ness from  his  chosen  partner,  and,  if  she  makes  him  happy, 
asks  no  more  ;  a  woman  seeks  for  similar  kindness,  but  also 
for  distinction  in  her  husband.  When,  therefore,  a  woman 
of  talent  finds  herself  linked  to  a  dull,  prosaic  mortal,  inca- 
pable of  appreciating  the  high-wrought  sentiments  which  fan 
the  fires  of  genius,  and  only  known  to  the  world  as  the  one 
whose  name  she  has  dignified  with  the  matronly  prefix,  it  is 
not.  difficult  to  guess  that  her  disgust  will  soon  be  manifested 
and  provoke  harshness  in  return,  until  each  sighs  for  a  quiet 
"  dinner  of  herbs  on  the  housetop."  This  tendency  may  be 
increased  by  exalted  ideas  of  a  husband's  devotion,  and  the 
paradisiacal  delights  of  wedded  love,  such  as  are  seldom 
found  except  in  some  sun-lighted  mamon  of  cloud.     ITie 
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gates  of  Eden  are  still  shut  against  our  Eves  and  Adams. 
Dinners  do  not  grow  ^'  spontaneous  on  umbrageous  trees/' 
nor  flower-beds  suffice  for  comfortable  couches ;  but  kitchens 
and  laundries  are  among  the  consequences  of  the  fall.  The 
Adam  who  has  been  toiling  all  day,  digging  the  illiberal  earth 
with  the  sweat  on  his  face,  is  but  too  apt,  at  evening,  to  crave 
a  refreshment  more  substantial  than  fruits  of  the  imagination ; 
and  though  his  Eve  be  a  tenth  muse,  if  she  be  nothing  less 
supernatural,  the  chances  are  that  they  may  both  taste  the 
bitter, **  fruit  of  the  knowledge  of  evil."  Poor  Phillis  Wheat- 
ley,  the  sable  poetess  of  Boston,  afler  supping  with  Horace 
at  his  Sabine  farm,  broke  her  heart  because  her  brute  of  a 
husband  insisted  upon  her  learning  more  domestic  accom- 
plishments ;  and  it  is,  doubtless,  true,  that  the  restlessness  of 
genius,  its  impatience  of  steady  rules,  its  morbid  sensitive- 
ness, have  unfitted  many  a  literary  woman  in  higher  life  for 
ihe  every  day  and  every  hour  exactions  of  home.  Flattery 
is  as  necessary  to  an  author  as  oil  to  a  lamp  ;  and  tlie  contrast 
between  the  brilliant  conversazione y  when  she  was  incensed 
with  applauses,  and  the  dullness  of  her  own  fireside,  is  a  se- 
vere trial  of  her  domestic  virtues.  Public  exhibition  of  any 
kind  rarely  fails  to  impair  the  feminineness,  w^hich  is  the  true 
cestus  of  woman's  power  over  man's  heart ;  and  it  w^ere  as 
easy  to  pass  through  a  furnace  seven  times  heated,  without 
harm,  as  through  an  acclaiming  crowd.  Some  there  are  who 
have  endured  the  ordeal  and  not  a  smell  of  fire  lingered  on 
their  garments ;  but  an  angel  was  with  them  in  the  flames. 
These  remarks  are  not  made  in  a  spirit  of  unfeeling  censure 
toward  those  gifted  women,  whose  trials  of  heart  have  been 
made  sadly  illustrious  by  their  talent ;  not  a  few  of  whom  de- 
serve, as  they  receive,  unqualified  sympathy  ;  but  it  is  hardly 
fair  to  make  their  remarkable  experience,  in  every  case,  the 
fault  only  of  their  husbands.     At  least  we  may  suspect  some 
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of  them  of  imprudence  in  their  choice,  or  of  mismanagemeol 
afterwards. 

It  is  certainly  remarkable  on  the  other  hand,  that,  when 
literary  women  have  been  united  to  men  of  similar  tastes  (as 
the  everlasting  Duchess  of  Newcastle,  delightful  Mary  Howitt, 
who  calls  her  husband  "  my  literary  associate  for  more  than 
a  quarter  of  a  century,  and  my  best  friend,"  and  she,  who 
changed  a  name  which  thousands  had  loved  her  by,  to  be  the 
gentle  nurse  of  Southey's  declining  years),  their  intellectual 
pursuits  only  served  to  enhance  the  charms  of  their  homes. 
Habits  of  authorship  cannot  in  themselves  be  unfavourable  to 
women's  healthfulness  of  body  or  mind,  as  the  extreme  old 
age  which  many  of  them,  especially  those  who  have  been 
unmarried  or  a  long  time  widows,  show  ;  for  example,  Miss 
Carter,  Mrs.  Grant,  Hannah  More,  the  "  octogenarian"  co- 
quette, Mrs.  Piozzi,  who  passed  the  mortal  limit  of  fourscore ; 
Miss  Edgeworth,  Miss  Porter,  and  Joanna  Baillie,  who  yet 
live.  The  moral  of  the  whole  is,  that  genius  is  not  necessa- 
rily incompatible  with  a  woman's  happiness,  particularly  if  it 
be  governed  by  common  sense. 

The  prominent  fault  of  female  poetical  writers  is  an  unwil- 
lingness to  apply  the  pruning-knife  and  the  pumice-stone. 
They  write  from  impulse,  and  rapidly  as  they  think.  The 
strange  faculty,  which  women  have,  of  reaching  conclusions 
(and,  in  the  main,  safe  conclusions)  without  the  slow  process 
of  reasoning  through  w*hich  men  have  to  pass ;  the  strong 
moral  instincts  with  which  their  nature  is  endowed,  far  above 
that  of  the  other  sex ;  their  keen  and  discerning  sensibility 
to  the  tender,  the  beautiful  and  the  luxuriant,  render  them 
averse  to  critical  restraints.  With  the  exception  of  Joanna 
Baillie  and  Mrs  Tighe,  scarcely  any  of  them  seem  to  have 


mrntti  their  pea.     As  the  line  came  first  to  the  brain,  s 
iniwnlien;  as  it  was  wrillen,  so  it  was  printed, 
Htmui's  melody  vras  as  much  improvisation  as  Miss  Lai 
«l«i"<;  Mrs.  BuUrr  disdains  to  chip  oil' her  roughest  cornei 
Vn.  KonoD  exults  in  the  swiftness  of  her  strength,  and  Mi 
Bmm  gjorin  in  btr  expedients  to  save  time,  though  they 
^  ibymed  wr  distorted  syllables.     A  due  degree  oi'  coude- 
■nwoD  to  take  loore  pains  would  have  gained  for  either  of 
Hw^  ladies  an  increase  of  exceliertce,  wiiich  even  their  geniui 
"lighf  coiti. 

Tlif  editor  has  purposely  omilk'd  selections  from  severd 
fi  liir  oldt-r  female  writers  of  rhyme,  and  more  of  [he  multiii 
Ituje  ill  (he  prL'Sent  age,  lakiDg  as  he  passed  along,  only  thoH 
of  rral  merit  or  atxidentnl  distinction,  to  show  the  progi 
of  frminiDe  talent ;  and  reserving  the  bulk  of  the  book  I 
Dore  copious  extracts  from  those  whose  writings  are  m( 
highly  appreciated  for  moral  and  poetical  excellence.  Thiuj 
*hile  a  due  regard  has  been  paid  to  antiquarian  curiosi^ 
our  book  presents  a  treaxuri/  of  well  ntgli  all  the  best  piecm 
/nm  tht  pem  of  the  BrUisk  feviale  poets ;  which  ' 
more  to  the  gcner^  taste.  The  number  of  women  writing 
occasionaily  fur  magazines  or  aimuals,  is  beyond  count,  aodi 
■a  inletesting  book  might  be  compiled  from  such  sources; 
bii)  ii  has  beim  judged  most  for  the  reader^s  benefit  tliat  wfl 
Aould  confine  ounelves  chiefly  to  the  list  of  those  whoa 
poems  have  been  published  or  collected  in  separate  voIud 
of  their  own. 

Id  tbc  selectioD  vf  (he  pieces,  the  first  object  has  been 
l^ve  fair  examples  of  each  writer's  peculiar  characteristics | 
and,  where  the  rtile  c^ould  be  followed  without  too  great  li 
Iwsp  iriiich  are  more  frequently  met  with  have  been 
I* 
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aside  foi  pieces  of  equal  merit  less  familiar  to  the  reader; 
and,  if  they  be  to  his  taste,  the  editor  will  congratulate  him- 
self on  his  own,  since  his  only  claim  for  thanks,  as  his  only 
merit,  is  having  furnished  the  string  which  binds  the  flowers 
together.  If  any  should  censure  him  as  being  too  lenient  in 
his  criticisms,  and  unsparing  in  his  praise,  his  only  excuse  is 
that  he  has  more  pleasure  in  giving  credit  than  in  detraction, 
and  gladly  suffered  the  chaff"  to  be  blown  away,  while  he 
secured  the  golden  grains.  Finding  fault  is  ever  an  unwel- 
come office,  but  especially  distasteful  to  an  Asr.encau  when  a 
lady  is  the  subject 
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BRITISH  FEMALE  POETS 


JULIANA  BERNERS. 

Damb  (or  Lady)  Julyans,  or  Juliana, 'Barnes  or  Berners,  is  the  first 
English  woman  to  whom  has  been  ascribed  any  English  rhyme.  Coro* 
vnon  report  gives  the  time  of  her  birth  near  the  close  of  the  14Ui 
century  at  Roding  Berners,  (or  Bernish  Roding,)  Dunmore,  Essex; 
and  makes  her  the  daughter  of  Sir  James  Berners,  though  more  accu- 
rate genealogists  pronounce  this  an  error.  She  was  the  Prioress  of 
Sopewell  Nunnery,  (near  St  Albans,)  Hertfordshire.  To  her  is  as- 
cribed the  authorship  of  the  celebrated  Book  of  St  Albans,  first  printed 
at  Westminster,  by  Wynkyn  de  Worde,  in  1486.  It  contained  three 
treatises:  On  Hawking;  Hunting;  and  Coat  Armour;  to  which  was 
added,  in  a  subsequent  edition,  another  on  Fishing  with  an  Angle,  most 
probably  by  another  hand,  as  it  difiers  much  in  style  and  temper. 
Bales  describes  her  as  "an  ingenious  virago,"  whose  personal  and 
mental  endowments  were  of  the  highest  character.  "Amongst  the 
many  solaces  of  human  life  she  held  the  sports  of  the  field  in  great  esti- 
mation, and  was  desirous  of  conveying  these  arts,  by  her  writings,  to 
the  youth,  as  the  first  elements  of  nobility."  It  may,  however,  be 
dcabted  whether  any  of  the  treatises  named  were  from  her  hand,  excopt 
the  Treatise  on  Hunting,  at  the  end  of  which  is  added :  HppUcft  tiame 
J|ulS<tns  33arne's  tioctifnt  fn  tier  33ottc  of  ^untfnQ.  Even  this  is  said 
to  be  only  a  versification  of  a  tract  on  the  subject  by  Sir  Tristram. 
The  piece  being  merely  rules  for  hunting  put  into  rhynfte,  it  cannot  be 
quoted  fi-om  els  poetry ;  and  an  extract  is  given  only  to  show  the  style 
and  language: 

«  (13) 
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BESTYS  OF  VENKRT. 


Where  so  ever  ye  fare  by  fryth  or  by  fell : 

My  dere  chylde  take  hede  how  Trystam  doo  you  tell. 

How  many  manere  bestys  of  venery  there  were : 

Lysten  to  your  dame  aiid  she  shall  you  lere. 

Four  manere  of  beslis  of  venere  there  are : 

The  fyrste  of  theym  is  the  harte :  the  seconde  is  the  hare : 

The  boore  is  one  of  tho :  the  wulfe  and  not  one  mo. 

BESTYS     OF     THE     CHACE. 

And  where  that  ye  come  in  playne  or  in  place : 
I  shall  you  tell  whyche  ben  bestys  of  en  chace : 
One  of  theym  is  the  bucke :  a  nother  is  the  doo : 
The  foxe  and  the  marteron :  and  the  wylde  roo : 
And  ye  shall  my  dere  chylde  other  bestys  all : 
Where  so  ye  theym  fynde  Rascall  ye  shall  them  call. 


The  following  song,  being  printed  with  the  rhymes  on  Hunting,  and 
aaeribed  to  Dame  Juliana,  may  be  hers : 

A  FAYTHFULLE  frcudc  wold  I  fayuc  finde, 

To  fynde  hym  there  he  myghte  be  founde; 
But  now  is  the  worlde  wext  so  unkynde, 

Y'  trenship  is  fall  to  the  grounde ; 
(Now  a  frende  I  have  founde) 

That  I  woU  nother  banne  ne  curse, 
But  of  all  frendes  in  felde  or  towne 

Ever,  gramercy,  myn  own  purse. 

My  purse  it  is  my  prevy  wyfe, 

This  songe  I  dare  boihe  synge  and  saye ; 

It  partyth  men  of  moche  stryfe, 

When  every  man  for  himselfe  shall  pay ; 

(As  I  ryde  in  riche  array) 

For  gold  &  sylver  men  woU  me  flouryssh  j 
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By  this  matere  I  dare  well  say, 
Ever  gramercy,  myn  owne  purse! 

As  I  ryde  wyth  golde  so  rede, 

And  have  to  doo  wyth  londys  lawe, 
Men  for  my  money  woU  make  me  spede, 

And  for  my  goodes  they  woll  me  knswe; 
More  and  less  to  me  woll  drawe 

Bothe  the  better  and  the  wnrse; 
By  this  matere  I  saye  in  sawe, 

Ever  gramercy  myn  owne  purse! 

It  fell  by  me  upon  a  tyme, 

(As  it  hath  doo  by  many  one  mo) 
My  horse,  my  nete,  my  shepe,  my  swyne. 

And  all  my  goodes  they  fell  me  fro; 
I  went  to  my  frendes  and  told  theym  so. 

And  home  a^^yne  they  badde  me  trusses 
I  sayd  agayn  whan  I  was  wo, 

Ever  gramercy  myn  owne  purse! 

Therefore  I  rede  you,  syres  all. 

So  assaye  your  frendes  or  ye  have  nede. 
For,  an  ye  oome  downe,  and  have  a  fall. 

Full  fewe  of  theym  for  you  woll  grede. 
Therefore  assaye  theym  everychone, 

Bothe  the  better  and  the  wurse. 
Our  Lorde  that  shope  both  sonne  and  mone, 

Sende  us  spendynge  in  our  purse! 


ANNE  BOLEYN. 

To  this  accomplibhed  and  unfortunate  lady,  whose  beauty  attracted 
the  fatal  notice,  but  could  not  fix  tlie  brutal  passion,  of  the  king,  who 
'* spared  not  man  in  his  wrath  nor  woman  in  his  lust,**  is  sofnetimefl 
ascribed  the  following  touching  poems;  though  neitncr  Mr*  Warton 
nor  Mr.  Ritson  think  justly. 


Defiled  is  my  name  full  sore, 

Through  cruel  spyte  and  false  report, 
That  I  may  saye  for  evermore 

Farewell,  my  joy!  adewe,  comfort! 
For  wrongfully  ye  judge  of  me 

Unto  my  fame  a  mortcdl  wounde; 
Say  what  ye  lyst,  it  will  not  be 

Te  seek  for  that  can  not  be  found. 


O  Death  !  rocke  me  on  sleepe, 

Bringe  me  on  quiet  reste; 
Let  passe  my  very  guiltlesse  goste 

Out  of  my  carefull  breste. 
Toll  on  the  passinge  bell, 
Ringe  out  the  doleful  knell, 
Let  the  sounde  my  dethe  tell, 

For  I  must  dye. 

There  is  no  remedy. 

For  now  I  dye. 


m 
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My  paynes  who  can  express? 

Alas!  they  are  so  stronge, 
My  dolor  will  not  sufier  strength 

My  lyfe  for  to  prolonge; 
Toll  on  the  passinge  bell,  &c. 

Alone,  in  prison  stronge, 

I  wayle  my  destenye; 
Wo  worth  this  cruel  hap  that  I 

Should  taste  this  misery e. 
Toll  on  the  passinge  bell,  &c. 

Farewell  my  pleasures  past, 

Welcum  my  present  payne! 
I  fele  my  torments  so  increse 

That  lyfe  cannot  remayne. 
Cease  now  the  passinge  bell, 
Rong  is  my  dolefull  knell 
For  the  sound  my  dethe  doth  tell; 

Death  doth  drawe  nye, 

Sound  my  end  dolefully; 

For  now  I  dye. 


^/V>M/V>M^V\^N/>^^tf^-WW^ 


CATHARINE   PARR, 

Thb  sixth  wife  of  Henry  VIIL^  was  an  accompliaotid  woman,  and  as 
we  learn  from  Strype,  wrote  and  publieihed  some  picas  psalms  in  imita- 
tion of  David ;  but  none  of  them  have  sufficient  merit  to  find  a  place 
in  any  compilation. 


B 


LADY  BERGAVENNY, 

Most  probably  (according  to  Park*s  addenda  to  Walpole^a  Royal  and 
Noble  Authors)  the  Jjady  Frances  Manners,  daughter  of  the  earl  of 
Rutland  and  wife  of  Henry,  Lord  Bergavenny.  She  was  the  authoress 
of  several  pieces  in  **  The  Monument  of  Matrons,"  &c.,  compiled  by 
Thomas  Bentley  (about)  1582 ;  and  of  "  Precious  Perles  of  perfect  God* 
liness,**  begun  by  her  and  finished  by  John  Philip.  At  the  end  of  the 
former  is  this  acrostic  on  her  own  name : 


F  ROM  sinfulness  preserre  me.  Lord, 

R  enew  my  spirit  in  my  hart-, 

A  nd  let  my  tongue  therewith  accord, 

U  ttering  all  goodness  for  his  part. 

No  thought  let  there  arise  in  me 

C  ontrairie  to  thy  precepts  ten; 

E  ver  let  me  most  mindful  be 

S  till  for  to  praise  thy  name,  Amen. 

A  8  of  my  soul,  so  of  my  bodie, 

B  e  thou  my  guider,  O  my  God! 

U  nto  thee  only  do  I  crie, 

R  emove  from  me  thy  furious  rod. 

G  raunt  that  my  head  may  still  devise 

A  11  things  that  pleasing  be  to  thee. 

U  nto  mine  ears,  and  to  mine  eies, 

E  ver  let  there  a  watch  set  bee, 

None  ill  that  they  may  heare  and  see; 

No  wicked  deede  let  my  hand  do, 

T  n  thy  good  paths  let  my  feet  go. 

(18) 


COUNTESS  OF  ARUNDEL. 


Anna,  sister  of  the  last  Lord  Dacre,  whose  husband,  Philip,  eir)  of 
Arundel,  died  in  the  Tower,  imprisoned  for  allc<,'ed  treason,  1509^ 
Lodge  ascribes  lo  her  tlie  lines  below ;  which  he  Kuppoeeij  were  writ- 
tea  un  the  occasion  ofher  lord's  death.  Mr.  jjodgc  characterises  them 
as  "in  the  bent  style  of  the  time  and  in  a  strain  or  unaffected  piety  and 
teoderoeNi  abounding  with  the  imperfect  beauties,  as  well  as  with 
the  strong  errors  of  an  untaught  poetical  fancy."  "They  appear  on 
llie  cover  of  a  letter  in  her  handwriting."  The  Counten  died  in  1S30, 
at  the  ag«  of  73. 


In  sad  and  asbie  weeds  I  sigh, 

1  grone,  \  pine,  I  moiirne; 
My  olen  yellow  reeds  1  all 

To  jeat  and  ebon  tume. 
My  wairie  eies  like  wjnirie  skyes 

My  furrowed  cheekes  o'erflowe; 
All  heaven  knowe  wliy,  men  moume  as  I, 

And  who  can  blame  my  woe  I 

In  sable  robes  of  night  my  dayes 

Of  joy  consumed  be ; 
My  sorrowe  sees  no  light;  my  lights 

Through  Borrowe  nothing  see; 
For  now  my  sonne  his  course  hath  ronne, 

And  from  his  spliere  doth  goe 
To  en.lles.s  bed  of  folded  lead, 

And  who  can  blame  my  woe ' 

My  flocke  1  now  forsake  that  soe 
My  shcepc  my  grir-f  may  knowe; 

The'lilies  loth  to  lake,  that  sjj.ce 
His  death   [iresuineil   to  growe ; 
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]  envie  aire  because  it  dare 
Still  breathe,  and  he  not  soe; 

Hate  earthe  that  doth  entombe  his  youth, 
And  who  can  blame  my  woe? 

Not  I,  poore  I  alone  —  (alone 

How  can  tliis  sorrowe  be?) 
Not  only  men  make  mone,  but  more 

Than  men  make  mone  with  me.  • 
The  gods  of  greenes,  the  mountain  queenes 

The  fairy  circled  rowc, 
The  Muses  nine,  and  powers  divine, 

Do  all  condole  my  woe. 


MARY,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS. 

This  beautiful  and  highly  accomplished  woman,  whose  feminine 
character  ill  fitted  her  for  the  tlirone  of  a  rude  nation  in  the  most  agi- 
tated period  of  its  history,  and  who  had  the  misfortune  to  live  among 
enemies  paid  to  slander  her,  while  none  dared  to  defend  her  against  a 
haughty,  powerful  rival,  that  united  to  a  woman's  jealousy  of  her  supe- 
rior charms,  the  sternest  policy  of  unscrupulous  ambition,  is  now  seldom 
named  without  melancholy  interest  and  a  wish  to  forget  her  faults  m 
the  trials  of  her  circumstances.  The  French  being  her  tongue  from 
infancy,  she  preferred  to  write  in  it;  and,  though  not  strictly  within  the 
plan  of  our  work,  we  subjoin  a  copy  of  verses  written  during  her  im- 
prisonment in  Fotheringay  Castle,  with  a  Latin  hymn,  the  musical 
cadence  of  which  has  been  greatly  admired,  **  composed  and  repeated*^ 
by  her  the  day  before  her  execution : 


Que  suis-Je,  helas !  et  de  quoi  sert  la  vie  ? 
J'en  suis  fors  qu'un  corps  prive  de  cueur ; 
Un  ombre  vayn,  un  object  de  malheiir, 
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Qui  n'a  plui  rien  que  <Ie  n)oiirir  en  vie. 
PIm  ne  me  porlez,  O  enemys,  d 'en vie. 
Qui  n'm  plus  I'esprit  a  la  grandeur : 
fw  consomme  d 'excessive  ilouleur, 
Voitre  ire  en  bref  de  voir  oasouvie, 
El  VCTWs  nmys  qui  in'aveE  lenu  chtre, 
Sou*niex-vou9  que  winB  ciieur,  el  sans  rant»y., 
)e  ne  scvurois  HUqun  Uon  wuvre  fatre. 
El  que  sua  bas  eiaiil  sMez  puiiie, 
J^e  ma  (wri  en  la  jule  ititinie. 


I  Aljs !  whai  omli  anJ  in  wliai  c^latt ? 

A  wreidicd  corse  bereaved  of  iis  henrt ; 
|4ii  nropiy  shadow,  lost  unforlunaie. 

To  die  IB  now  in  life  my  only  part. 
I'FoM  to  my  grwilncss !  lui  your  envy  rest, 
in  nw  no  Uuti-  for  gmndeur  now  is  found  { 
Cooiunied  by  gnef.  wiih  heavy  ills  opjiresseil, 

Toiir  wishes  and  desires  will  suoji  be  crowned. 
And  yog,  my  friends,  who  slill  tmvc  held  lue  dear, 
Briliink  yuu.  Uiul  when  health  and  heart  are  Hod, 
And  every  hupe  of  earthly  good  is  dead, 
T  is  lime  to  wish  our  sorrow  endeil  here ; 
And  Uiat  ifaie  punixhtnent  mi  rarlh  Is  given 
Thai  my  pun"  soot  may  rise  to  endless  bliss  in  bearen. 


O  DoMiNR  Ifpiis!  sp^ravi  in  ifi 
O  tmr.  mi  Jccu!  nuni^  libera  me. 

In  dam  ratenH,  in  misers  pcenA.  i]e;<idero  te; 

I^ngnL*ndo,  gemeiido,  ei  genu-lleclendor- 

Adoro,  itn{i]on>,  ul  libt^res  mc! 


i 
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TRANSLATION     B\     THE     EDITOR. 

My  God,  O  Jehovah,  I  have  trusted  in  thee ; 

0  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  now  rescue  thou  me  ? 

Like  fetters  of  iron  deep  griefs  me  environ, — thy  smile  let  me 
With  sighing,  and  crying,  at  thy  feet  lowly  lying, 

1  adore  thee,  implore  thee,  now  resc  le  tliou  me! 


V-\A»<i«%    ^       i^K^K 


QUEEN  ELIZABETH. 

Several  specimens  of  this  vain,  pedantic,  but  really  accomplished 
and  intellectual  woman's  poetical  efforts  have  reached  us.  The  follow- 
ing lines,  said  to  have  been  written  by  her  with  charcoal  on  a  shutter, 
while  a  prisoner  at  Woodstock,  are  given  by  Percy  from  Hentzner,  as 
emended  by  Walpole. 


O  Fortune  !  how  thy  restless  wavering  state 

Hath  fraught  with  cares  my  troubled  witt ! 
Witness  this  present  prisonn,  wither  fate 
Could  beare*  me  and  the  joys  I  quit. 
Thus  causedest  the  guillie  to  be  losed 
From  bandes  wherein  are  innocents  inclosed ; 
Causing  the  guiltles  to  be  straight  reserved. 
And  freeing  those  that  death  hath  well-deserved. 
But  by  her  envy  can  be  nothing  wroughte. 
So  God  send  to  my  foes  all  they  have  thoughte. 

Elizabeths,  Prisonner. 


*  ^^  Could  beare;"  —  an  ancient  idionn,  equivalent  to  *'did  bear,"  or 
t'hath  borne." — Percy. 
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In  Hart's  edition  of  "  Royal  and  Noble  Authors,"  we  have  a  lame 
wnion  by  her  of  the  XlVth  Psalm ;  and  an  inflated  translation  of  the 
dionu  in  the  second  act  of  Seneca's  Hercules  CEtseus.  Mr.  Ellis  gives. 
«  the  fclbwing,  preserved  by  Puttenham.  It  has  reference  to  some 
npp>^  coQspiracy  in  favour  of  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots. 


A     DITTY. 

The  doubt  of  future  foes  exiles  my  present  joy, 

And  wit  me  warns  to  shun  such  snares  as  threaten  mine  annoy. 

For  falsehood  now  doth  flow,  and  subject  faith  doth  ebb ; 

Which  would  not  be  if  reason  ruled,  or  wisdom  weaved  the  web. 

Bat  clouds  of  toys  untried  do  cloak  aspiring  minds, 

"hich  turn  to  rain  of  late  repent  by  course  of  changed  winds. 

The  top  of  hope  supposed,  the  root  of  ruth  will  be 

And  fruitless  all  their  grafled  guiles  as  shortly  ye  shall  see. 

Inen  dazzled  eyes  with  pride,  which  great  ambition  blinds, 
^hall  be  unsealed  by  worthy  wights,  whose  foresight  fortune  finds. 
The  daughter  of  de!)ate,  that  eke  discord  doth  sow, 
^hall  reap  no  gain  where  former  rule  hath  taught  still  peace  to 
grow. 

^f>  foreign  banished  wight  shall  anchor  in  this  port, 

^'Jr  realm  it  brooks  no  stranger's  force,  let  them  elsewhere  resort. 

0"r  rusty  sword  with  rest,  shall  first  his  edge  employ. 

To  pull  their  tops  that  seek  each  change  and  gape  for  joy. 


COUNTESS  OF  PEMBROKE, 

The  celebrated  sister  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  whose  patronage  of  learning 
riie  munificently  emulated  and  whose  literary  labours  she  often  shared. 
She  married,  1576,  Henry,  earl  of  Pembroke,  and  died  at  a  very  advanced 
age  in  1621.  Conjointly  with  her  brother  ^he  executed  a  metricaJ 
version  of  nearly  all  the  Psalms,  but  it  is  impossible  to  distinguish  theif 
separate  contributions.  The  version  is  by  no  means  smooth,  from  an  un- 
successful endeavour  to  be  literal.    Here  is  a  good  specimen : 


>/W>/\A/VAA/V» 


PSALM     LXllI. 

God,  the  God  where  all  my  forces  ly, 

How  doe  I  hunt  for  thee  with  early  haste  ? 
How  is  for  thee  my  spirit  thirsty  dry  ? 

How  gaspes  my  soul  for  thy  refreshing  taste  ? 

Witnesse  this  waterlcsse,  this  weary  waste ; 
Whence,  O  Lord,  that  I  again  transferrM  might  be 
Thy  glorious  might  in  sacred  place  to  see ! 

Then  on  thy  praise  would  I  my  lipps  employ, 
With  whose  kind  mercies  nothing  may  contend 

No,  not  this  life  itself,  whose  care  and  joy 
In  praying  voice  and  lifted  hands  should  end. 
This  to  my  soul  would  such  a  banquet  send, 

That  sweetly  fed,  my  mouthe  should  sing  thy  name 

In  gladdest  notes  contented  mirth  could  frame. 

And,  lo!  even  here  I  mind  thee  on  my  bed, 
And  interrupt  my  sleeps  with  nightly  thought, 

How  thou  hast  been  the  target  of  my  head, 

How  thy  winges  shadow  hath  my  safety  wrought; 
And  though  my  body  from  thy  view  be  broUf(ht, 

Yet  fixed  on  thee  my  loving  soule  remaines 

Whose  right  right  hand  from  falling  me  sustaines. 

CM) 


COOMTKSS    OF    pr.  MBHOKE. 

But  nifh  »3  seek  my  life  tu  ruinalc, 

Then  shall  ihe  canh  in  (Icrpi^ai  giilph  rereave; 

Fini  muni'ring  blade  shall  eiul  llieir  living  dale, 
And  then  their  flesh  to  lecth  of  loxes  leave. 
Aa  for  the  Ring,  the  King  shall  ilien  c 

Bifh  joy  in  God.  aod  all  ihai  God  odor 

When  lying  nMnithca  shall  stopped  lye  no 


A  noM  bir  example  nf  her  v^rsificslion  ib  IbuaJ  u 
rflbe  Infcdy  oTAoliiDy,  ae  will  be  seen  in  lliia 


LaMext  wc  our  mishaps, 

Drown  we  with  teara  our  woe ; 
For  lanieniable  happes 

Lsnienied  easy  growe; 
And  much  lesse  tomiciil  bring 
Than  when  they  first  did  spring. 


We  want  thai  wofull  song, 

Wlierewith  wood  muflii|iie'a  queen 
I>i>th  ease  her  woes  among 

Kresh  spriog-iime's  bushes  greene; 
On   pleasant  hmnche  alone 
Reviewing  a 


We  want  tliat  nioumrul  sound, 
That  prattling  I'rogne  makes, 

On  fields  of  Thmriiin  ground, 
Or  streames  of  Thratitui  kkea; 

To  i-mpt  her  breast  of  puin 

For  Iiys,  by  her  sltiine. 


LADY    ELIZABETH    CABEW. 

Though  Halcyons  do  still, 

fiewailing  Ceyx'  lot, 
The  seas  with  bickerings  fill, 

Which  his  dead  limmes  have  got. 
Not  even  other  grave 
Than  tombe  of  waves  to  have. 

And  though  tlie  bird  in  death, 
(That  most  Meander  loves) 

So  sweetly  sighes  his  breath 
When  death  his  fury  proves. 

As  almost  softs  his  heart, 

And  almost  blunts  liis  dart 

Tet  all  the  plaints  of  those. 
Nor  all  their  tearful  Harmes, 

Cannot  conceal  our  woes, 

Nor  serve  to  waile  the  harmes, 

In  soule  which  we,  poor  we. 

To  feel  enforced  be. 


LADY  ELIZABETH  CAREW, 

(WIFE  OF  SIR  HENRY  CAREW  OR  CAREY.) 

To  this  lady,  Langbaine,  with  others,  attributes  a  tragedy,  public 
1613 :  Mariam^  the  Fair  Queen  of  Jewry :  in  which  occurs  the  fbU 
ing  excellent  chorus : 

REVENGE     OF     INJURIES. 

The  fairest  action  of  our  human  life 
Is  scorning  to  revenge  an  injury ; 
For  who  forgives  without  a  further  strife, 
His  adversary's  heart  to  him  doth  tie. 
And  'tis  a  firmer  conquest  truly  said. 
To  win  the  heart,  than  overthrow  the  head. 


LADY      KLIZABETH      CAHEW, 

If  we  a  worthy  eneuiy  do  lind, 

Tn  )-iBl(l  to  worth  it  miiet  be  nobly  ijone ; 
But  if  of  tioser  iDelal  be  his  mini], 

In  bwe  reven^  there  is  no  honour  won. 

Fko  would  a  worthy  counge  overilirow, 

»  wonld  w-T«tle  with  a  worthless  fiie  ? 


ir  hearts  are  great,  and  cannot  yield ; 
e  they  cannot  yield,  it  proves  them  poor : 
Brcatliearta  are  laskM  beyond  their  power,  but  seld 
The  weakial  lion  will  the  loudest  roar. 
a  school  fur  certain  doth  this  same  aHow, 
ffi-heartedne**  doth  sometimee  teacJi  lo  bow. 


)oble  heart  dotJt  t«ach  a  virtuous  smrn. 
To  M-urn  to  owe  a  duty  overlong ; 
To  worn  to  be  for  bencSts  forborne ; 

To  Koni  to  hear  an  injury  in  mind ; 

To  Kom  ■  froe-bom  heart  slave-like  to  bind. 


BdI  if  for  wroii^  we  needs  revenge  must  hmt^ 
Then  he  our  vengeance  of  the  noblest  kind ; 
^  Do  xre  his  body  from  our  ftiry  save, 
_        And  let  uur  liate  prevail  against  our  inind  ? 
What  can  'gainst  liim  a  greater  vengeance  be, 
Tban  m^e  hia  foe  more  worthy  far  than  he  ? 

Ihd  Mariam  smni'd  i»  leave  n  due  unpaid, 
She  woidd  to  Herod  tiieu  have  paid  her  lovB,  J 
I  Awl  not  !ia»e  been  by  sullen  passion  sway'd. 
u  fix  her  thuujfhts  all  injury  above 

8  pride.     Ilud  Mariom  thus  been  proud, 
g  fainoas  life  in  her  had  lieen  allow'd. 


KATHARINE  PHILIPS, 

Davohter  of  Mr.  John  Fowler,  a  London  merchant,  was  born  in  1681, 

married,  at  the  an^e  ofl6,  to  James  Philips,  Esq.,  of  Cardigan,  and  died 
of  smallpox  in  1664.  She  was  much  admired  bj  the  men  of  talent 
cotemporary  with  her.  Jeremy  Taylor,  at  her  request,  wrote  and 
addressee]  to  her,  a  **  Discourse  on  Friendship.'*  She  seems  to  have 
formed  around  her  a  society  of  both  sexes,  each  of  whom  received  from 
her  a  classical  name,  as  Philoclea,  Lucasia,  Paloemon,  (Jer.  Taylor, 
thoufirh  it  was  also  applied  to  Mr.  Francis  Finch),  Silvander  (Sir  Ed. 
Deermg),  Antenor  (her  husband).  She  herself  assumed  that  of  Orinda. 
Her  poems  were  published  first  surreptitiously,  and  greatly  against  her 
will,  the  more  so  as  they  were  very  incorrectly  given;  though  she  says, 
that  "should  any  one  have  brought  me  those  copies  corrected  and 
amended,  and  a  thousand  pounds  to  have  bought  my  permission  for  their 
being  printed,  he  should  not  have  obtained  it**  A  more  accurate  and  full 
edition  was  published  after  her  death,  to  which  were  prefixed  commen- 
datory verses  from  several  distinguished  men :  as  the  Earl  of  Orrery, 
who  says : 

"  The  pencil  to  your  pen  must  yield  the  place, 
This  draws  the  soul,  where  that  but  draws  the  face ;" 

— the  Earl  of  Roscommon,  who  applied  to  her  an  imitation  of  Horace's 
Ode,  Integer  vittB,  &c.  ^  Cowley,  who  calls  her  poems  her  ••  im« 
mortal  progeny,**  in  whose 

"Birth  thou  no  one  touch  dost  find 
Of  th'  ancient  curse  of  womankind. 
Thou  bring'st  not  forth  with  pain, 
It  neither  travail  is  nor  labour  of  thy  brain ; 
So  easily  from  thee  they  come. 
And  there  is  so  much  room 
In  the  unexhausted  and  unfalhomed  womb ; 
That  like  the  Holland  Countess  thou  might'st  bear 
A  cliild  for  every  day  of  all  the  fertile  year ;'' 

(28) 


ntmn,  who,  spnaking  of  her  enrly  deatii,  ihIiIh: 
"Ooue,  while  our  expectaiioiis  Hew 
Ab  high  a  pitch  aa  she  has  doiic, 
Exhaled  lo  heaven  like  early  <lew, 
BtUfflM  the  Utile  shining  drops  are  flown, 
&*  ix  ilrowiy  world  perceived  that  manna  was  c< 


a.  prince, 


Tin  puulical  i^nius  of'  the  "  mslchlete  Orinda"  was  not  of  a  high 
v'n.Uioiigh  tlKniDilLng-  in  sntlllieljcal  conceits,  and  Bometimee  marked 
iHl  i)Bpuninatic  poinL      Her  moral  tune  is  always  elevated,  and 
llmmu  may  b«  aelocted  from  lier  coiiplet«  and  quatraina 
P  "Faisnnstitr,  like  hemldry,  is  hereby  known, 
Richest  when  plainest,  bravest  when  alone. 
'^Ht  who  comnuinds  himself  is  i 
Ttuui  he  who  nations  keep 
Who  yield  lo  all  that  does  tlieir  souls  convince, 
1  never  neetl  auoUier  law." 
«  on  CoiitroTenies  in  Keiigion,  she  has  these  lines: 
IkUGto.f  which  true  policy  tiefriends, 
DesipieJ  hy  God  lo  serve  Man's  holiest  ends, 
Is  by  that  old  Deceiver's  subtle  play 
Hade  the  chief  party  in  its  own  deejay, 
d  meets  ihni  Esglc's  destiny,  whose  breast 
It  the  smme  shaft  which  his  own  fenthers  drest." 

wdl  fe:neinber  the  same  thought  as  occurring  in  Byron'i 
'ItglMi  Buds  aut  Scotch  Reviewers,"  when  speaking  of  Kirka 
Wbtt't  Bielanchalj  death : 

"So  tha  struck  eagle,  elretched  upon  the  plun, 

Ko  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 
rTiewei)  his  own  feathers  on  the  fatal  darL, 
I  Aud  winged  the  shaft  thai  quivered  in  his  heart ; 
■Keen  were  his  [<angs,  but  keener  far  to  feel 
■  He  nuraed  the  pinion  which  impellnl  the  steel; 

e  ihe  aame  pluma^  iliat  had  warmed  his  n«9l, 
tank  the  la»i  life-drop  of  his  blee<!mg  brewL" 
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Waller,  nearly  cotemporancously  with  our  aulhoreM,  employs  tiie 
same  figure : 

TO    A    LADT    SINGING    ONE    OF    HIS   OWN    S0N08. 

"  Chloris,  yourself  you  so  excel, 

When  you  vouchsafe  to  breathe  my  thought, 
That,  like  a  spirit,  with  this  spell 
Of  my  own  teaching,  I  am  caught 

The  eaglets  fate  and  mine  are  one, 
Which  in  the  shaft  that  made  him  die, 

E«py'd  a  feather  of  his  own. 

Wherewith  he  wont  to  soar  so  high." 

The  original  is,  however,  in  ^schylus,  who  alludes  to  it  as  a  fiible  or 
proverb  in  common  use ;  for  the  Scholiast,  in  line  808  of  *^  The  Birds  ** 
of  Aristophanes,  preserves  a  fragment  of  a  lost  tragedy,  '*  The  Myrmi* 
dons,"  which  may  be  translated  thus : 

^  As  runs  the  moral  of  the  Libyan  fable : 
The  eagle,  woimded  by  a  bow-shot  arrow. 
Says,  as  he  sees  the  plumage  in  the  shaft, 
'  Alas !  the  fatal  feather  is  my  own !' " 

The  following  show  her  best  manner: 

ON     II.    COR.     V.     19. 

"God  was  in  CliriHt  reconciling  the  world  to  hluiself.** 

O  WHAT  a  desperate  load  of  sins  had  we, 
When  God  must  plot  for  our  felicity! 
When  God  must  beg  us  that  lie  may  forgive, 
And  dye  himself  before  mankind  could  live ! 
And  what  still  are  we,  when  our  King  in  vain 
Begs  his  lost  rebels  to  be  friends  again  ? 
What  floods  of  love  proceed  from  Heaven's  smile, 
Atoned  to  pardon  and  to  reconcile! 


KATHABIXR    PHILIPS. 

n«  liatli  a  Fothw's  not  o  tyrant's  joy. 
Shows  more  his  (lower  to  save  tliitn  to  destrojl 
Ditl  iherc  tea  ihousanJ  worlils  to  ruiu  fall,'! 
One  God  could  wve,  one  Clirut  redeem  them;! 
Be  siteot  then,  ye  narrow  souls,  [ake  lieei! 
LAt  yi)U  restrain  the  mercy  you  will  need. 
Bui,  O  iny  soul,  from  iliese  t>e  dinercnt ; 
Imitoitf  thnu  a  nobler  precedent ; 
As  GtKl  wiili  open  orma  tlie  world  docs  woe 
liCam  iliou  like  God  to  be  enlarged  loo; 
M  he  begs  thy  consent  to  purilun  thee, 
Learn  to  submit  unto  ilty  enemy; 
A>  he  stands  ready  Lliee  to  enleitain, 
fie  thou  as  forward  to  return  agaiii ; 
As  he  was  crucilied  for  and  by  thee, 
CniciUe  tliuu  what  cautied  his  a^ony; 
Anil  lik«  to  him  be  inortilied  to  sin, 
Dk  to  the  world  as  be  died  for  it  then. 


TO    HKS.    H.    i.    AT    PARTINO 

I  BATK  examined  and  so  find 

Of  ail  thai  CiTour  me, 
Thore'a  none  1  grieve  to  leave  hehii 

But  only,  only  thee. 
To  purl  with  thee  1  needs  must  die 
Could  prtiiig  sep'rute  thee  and  I. 

Our  changed  and  mingled  souls  are  gn 
1*0  such  BC(}uaintan<^e  now, 

Thai  if  each  would  resutiTe  their  on 
Alas!  we  know  uoi  how. 

We  hafe  each  otlior  so  engrosi. 

Thai  each  is  in  die  union  lost. 

By  my  own  temper  I  shall  guesa 
At  thy  leliciiy. 
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And  only  like  my  happiness 

Because  it  pleaseth  thee. 
Our  hearts  at  any  time  will  tell 
If  thou,  or  I,  be  sick  or  well. 

Thy  leiger  soul  in  me  shall  lie, 
And  all  my  thoughts  reveal; 

Then  back  again  with  mine  shall  Aj^ 
And  thence  to  me  shall  steal. 

Thus  still  to  one  another  tend; 

Such  is  the  sacred  name  of  Friend. 


THE     VIRGIN. 

The  things  that  make  a  vii^n  please^ 
She  that  seeks  will  find  them  these: 
—  A  beauty  not  to  art  in  debt, 
Rather  agreeable  than  great; 
An  eye  wherein  at  once  do  meet 
The  beams  of  kindness  and  of  wit; 
An  undissembled  innocence, 
Apt  not  to  give,  nor  take  offence ; 
A  conversation  at  once  free 
From  passion  and  from  subtlety; 
A  face  that 's  modest,  yet  serene, 
A  sober  and  yet  lively  mien; 
The  virtue  which  does  her  adorn, 
By  honour  guarded,  not  by  scorn ; 
With  such  wise  lowliness  indued. 
As  never  can  be  mean  or  rude; 
That  prudent  negligence  enrich, 
And  times  her  silence  and  her  speech; 
Whose  equal  mind  does  always  move 
Neither  a  foe  nor  slave  to  love; 
And  whose  religion  strong  and  plain, 
Not  superstitious  nor  profisme. 


^ 


AOAINST     rLajlSTIR& AN     O  D  I 

■TuBHB  *>  no  auch  iHiog  aa  pleasure  here- 

Tib  all  u  perfcci  cheat, 
Wfaicb  dues  bul  shine  and  disappear, 

Whcwe  chann  is  but  deceit; 
The  empi}'  bribe  of  yielding  souls, 
Which  drat  betrays  and  then  controls. 

Ti>  true,  it  looks  at  distance  fair; 

But  if  vie  do  approach. 
The  fruit  of  Sodom   will   impair, 

And  pensli  at  a  touch ; 
It  beinfF  than  in  Ikncy  less, 
And  we  expect  more  than  poesess. 

For  by  our  pleasures  we  are  cloyed 

And  so  desire  is  done ; 
Or  else,  like  rivers,  they  make  wide 

The  channel*'  where  ihey  run ; 
And  eiilier  way  true  bliss  destroys 
Making  us  narrow,  or  our  joys. 

We  co*«t  pleRsnne  easily, 

Bat  De'cr  true  bliss  possess; 
For  many  thihgs  must  make  it  be, 

Bill  one  may  make  it  less ; 
Nay,  were  our  state  as  we  could  choose  it 
T  would  be  consumed  by  fear  to  lose  it  ] 

What  art  thou,  then,  thou  winged  air, 
More  weak  and  swift  than  Imne! 

Whose  next  snccrssor  is  despnir. 
Ami  its  nt  ten  dan  I  shame. 

I'h'  esprrienced   prince  then   rea.«on   Imd, 

Who  said  of  Pl(nsure~-'lt  is  mail." 
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A     COUNTRY     LIFK. 


How  sacred  and  how  innocent 

A  country-life  appears, 
How  free  from  tumult,  discontent, 

From  flattery  or  fears! 

This  was  the  first  and  happiest  life 
When  man  enjoyed  himself, 

Till  pride  exchanged  peace  for  strife. 
And  happiness  for  pelf. 

'Twas  here  the  poets  were  inspired, 
Here  taught  the  multitude; 

The  brave  they  here  with  honour  fired, 
And  civilized  the  rude. 

That  golden  age  did  entertain 

No  passion  but  of  love: 
The  thoughts  of  ruling  and  of  gain 

Did  ne'er  their  fancies  move. 

Them  that  do  covet  only  rest, 

A  cottage  will  suffice: 
It  is  not  brave  to  be  possessed 

Of  earth,  but  to  despise. 

Opinion  is  the  rate  of  things. 

From  hence  our  peace  doth  flow; 

I  have  a  better  fate  than  kings. 
Because  I  think  it  so. 

When  all  the  stormy  world  doth  roar, 

How  unconcerned  am  I! 
I  cannot  fear  to  tumble  lower, 

Who  never  could  be  high. 
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Secure  in  these  unenvied  walls, 

I  think  not  on  the  state, 
And  pity  no  man's  ease  that  falls 
*     From  his  ambition's  height. 

Silence  and  innocence  are  safe; 

A  heart  that's  nobly  true, 
At  all  these  little  arts  can  laugh, 

That  do  the  world  subdue ! 

Besides  her  many  original  pieces,  she  translated  The  Pompey,  and 
fimractBof  The  Horace  of  Comeille;  which  were  publiahed  with  her 
poems  in  folio,  London,  1667. 
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DUCHESS  OF  NEWCASTLE, 

Of  the  noble  family  of  Lucas,  and  wife  of  William  Cavendish,  duke 
of  Newcastle.  Shortly  after  their  marriage,  the  triumph  of  the  Parlia- 
mentarians drove  them  abroad.  During  their  exile  (with  the  exception 
of  a  year  and  a  half  when  she  was  in  England)  the  noble  pair  solaced 
each  other  with  the  closest  connubial  friendship,  and  found  a  common 
employment  in  literary  labours,  which  were  continued  zealously  after 
the  restoration,  when  for  them  they  abandoned  the  court  and  lived  on 
their  estates  in  the  country.  Some  idea  may  be  formed  of  their  inde- 
iatigability  when  it  is  stated  that  they  filled  about  twelve  volumes  folio 
with  poems,  plays,  romances,  philosophical  observations,  history,  biog- 
raphy, &c.  Of  these  the  duchess  contributed  the  larger  part,  pouring 
forth  through  her  pen  whatever  came  into  her  head,  never  stopping  to 
review  her  thoughts  "lest  it  should  disturb  her  following  conceptions;" 
nay,  it  is  said  that  she  made  her  secretary  sleep  not  far  off  in  a  truckle- 
bed,  that  he  might  be  ready  to  get  up  and  write  any  sudden  thought  she 
should  conceive.  She  says  of  herself:  "  I  imagine  all  those  that  have 
read  my  former  books,  will  say  I  have  writ  enough,  unless  they  were 
better;  but  say  what  you  will,  it  pleaseth  mc,  and,  since  my  delights 
are  harmless,  /  will  satisfy  my  humour : 
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^  For  had  my  brain  as  many  fancies  in  ^t 
To  fill  the  world,  I  'd  put  them  all  in  print : 
No  matter  whether  they  be  well  or  ill  exprest, 
My  will  is  done,  and  that  please  woman  belt" 

The  Duke^s  best  known  and  best  work  (though  she  says  that  his  plays 
were  judged  to  be  equal  to  Ben  Jonson*s)  was  a  work  on  horsemanship. 
Walpole  (Lives  of  Royal  and  Noble  Authors)  is  unsparingly  satirical 
on  them  both  :  "Though  *  amorous  in  poetry  and  music,*  as  my  Lord 
Clarendon  says,  he  was  fitter  to  break  Pegasus  for  a  manage,  than  to 
mount  him  up  the  steps  of  Parnassus.  Of  all  the  riders  of  that  steed, 
perhaps  there  have  not  been  a  more  fontastic  couple  than  his  grace  and 
his  faithful  duchess,  who  was  never  off  her  pillion.'*  Certainly  nothing 
can  exceed  her  or  his  vanity,  except  the  flattery  they  bestowed  upon 
one  another.  Sir  Egerton  Brydges,  in  a  kindly  pre&ce  to  her  autobio- 
graphy, says,  that  **  her  powers,  with  the  aid  of  a  little  more  arrangement, 
of  something  more  of  scholastic  polish,  and  of  a  moderate  exertion  of 
maturer  judgment,  might  have  produced  writings  which  poster!^  would 
have  esteemed  both  for  their  instruction  and  amusement.  But  I  must 
confess  that  she  wanted  the  primary  qualities  of  genius. . .  She  had  not 
the  talent  of  seizing  **a  proper  selection  of  circumstances. . .  She  wanted 
taste.  She  knew  not  what  to  obtrude  and  what  to  leave  out.**  She 
died  in  1672. 

Her  merits  and  peculiarities  as  a  poetical  writer  may  be  seen  in  the 
following  extracts ;  the  first  from  **  The  Pastime  and  Recreation  of  the 
Queen  of  Fairies  in  Fairy-land,  the  centre  of  the  earth  :**  the  other  firam 
*•  Mirth  an  1  Melancholy." 

QUEEN     MAS. 

duEEN  Mab  and  all  her  company 

Dance  on  a  pleasant  mole  hill  high, 

To  small  straw  pipes  wherein  great  pleasure 

They  take  and  keep  time,  just  time  and  measure ; 

All  hand  in  hand,  around,  around. 

They  dance  upon  the  fairy-ground; 

And  when  she  leaves  her  dancing  hall 

She  doth  for  her  attendants  call, 

To  wait  upon  her  to  a  bower, 

Where  she  doth  sit  imder  a  flower^ 


To  shade  her  from  ihe  moonshuie  bright, 
\TlieTe  gnais  do  sing  for  her  delight; 
Tlie  whilsl  Uie  bal  dulli  Qy  about 
To  keep  in  order  all  tlie  rout. 
A  dewy  waring  leaf's  made  lit 
Tor  tJie  queen's  balli,  where  ahe  doth  e 
And  her  while  liinbd  in  hciiuty  «ho 
Like  a  new  fallen  ilakc  of  anow ; 
Her  nmida  do  put  her  pirments  on. 
Moile  of  lite  pure  light  from  the  sv 
Which  do  so  nuny  colours  lake, 
Aa  vorioiu  objects  shadows  loake. 


R  voice  is  low,  and  ^rea  a  hollow  sound ; 
es  ihe  light,  and  is  in  darkness  found ; 
with  blinking  lamps,  or  tapers  small, 
various  aliadovfs  make  against  the  wall, 
le  loves  nought  else  but  noise  which  discord  n 
Ttf  croaking  frogs  whose  dwelling  is  in  lakes ; 
k!l^  nvtm's  hoarse,  tlie  mandrake's  liollow  groan, 
Wjad  tihrieluiig  owls  which  Hy  i'  the  night  alone  \ 
■Tbe  lolling  bell,  which  for  the  dead  rings  o 
I A  miUi  where  rusliing  waters  run  about ; 
I  Tht  roaring  winds,  which  shake  the  cedars  tall,  1 
LPlough  up  the  acM,  and  beal  the  rocks  withal. 
fSoe  lores  u>  walk  in  the  still  moonshine  night,   < 
n  thick  dark  grove  she  takes  delight; 
b  boUow  caves,  thsiched  hoiist^a,  and  loi 

In  live,  and  there  atone  she  dwells. 

BER    DWBLt.  INO. 

[Ivwsu.  in  groves  that  gilt  are  with  the 
n  the  banks  by  which  clear  waters  r 
DDDinra  hot  down  in  a  shade  I  lie; 

My  music  is  tht  buzzing  of  •  fiy ; 
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1  walk  in  meadows,  where  grows  fresh  green  grass  ; 
In  fields,  where  com  is  high,  I  often  pass ; 
Walk  up  the  hills,  where  round  I  prospects  see, 
Some  brushy  woods,  and  some  all  champaigns  be ; 
Returning  back,  I  in  fresh  pastures  go. 
To  hear  how  sheep  do  bleat,  and  cows  do  low ; 
In  whiter  cold,  when  nipping  frosts  come  on, 
Then  I  do  live  in  a  small  house  alone ; 
Although  'tis  plain,  yet  cleanly  'tis  within, 
Like  to  a  soul  that's  pure,  and  clear  from  sin ; 
And  there  I  dwell  in  quiet  and  still  peace. 
Not  filled  with  cares  how  riches  to  increase ; 
I  wish  nor  seek  for  vain  and  fruitless  pleasures ; 
No  riches  are,  but  what  the  mind  intreasures. 
Thus  am  I  solitary,  live  alone. 
Yet  better  loved,  the  more  that  1  am  known ; 
And  though  my  face  ill-favoured  at  first  sight, 
After  acquaintance,  it  will  give  delight. 
Refuse  me  not,  for  I  shall  constant  be; 
Maintain  your  credit  and  your  dignity. 


ANNE,  MARCniONESS  OF  WHARTON, 

Daughter  of  Sir  Henry  Lee,  and  first  wife  of  Thomas,  earl  of 
Wharton,  wrote  a  number  of  poems  and  poetical  translationa  Wallet 
addressed  several  sets  of  complimentary  venses  to  her,  and  she  was  the 
Chloris  of  his  poems.  It  is  said  that  her  paraphrase  of  the  fifly-third 
chapter  of  Isaiah,  gave  him  the  idea  of  his  two  cantos  of  Divine  Poesy- 
She  died  in  1685.  The  following  graceful  song  of  Lady  Wharton's,  is 
preserved  in  Tooke's  Collection  of  Miscellaneous  Poems. 

How  hardly  I  concealed  my  tears  ? 

How  oft  did  I  complain, 
When  many  tedious  days,  my  fears 

Told  me  1  lov'd  in  vain? 
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But  now  my  joys  as  wild  are  grown, 

And  hard  to  be  concealed; 
Sorrow  may  make  a  silent  moan, 

But  joy  will  be  revealed. 

I  tell  it  to  the  bleating  flock, 

To  every  stream  and  tree, 
And  bless  the  hollow  murmuring  rock, 

For  echoing  back  to  me. 

Thus  you  may  see  with  how  much  joy 

We  want,  we  wish,  believe; 
'Tis  hard  each  passion  to  destroy, 

But  easy  to  deceive. 


ANNE   KILLIGREW, 

DAroHTER  of  a  clergyman,  and  maid  of  honour  to  tne  Duchess  of 
York,  was  a  young  lady  of  great  accomplishments,  piety,  and,  if  we  may 
trust  a  portrait  by  herself,  beauty.  She  added  to  unusual  learning 
much  talent  as  a  painter,  and,  according  to  her  admiring  contempo- 
raries, as  a  poetical  writer.  Wood  calls  her,  "  A  Grace  for  beauty,  and 
a  Muse  for  wit."  Dryden  wrote  an  Ode  on  her  death,  which  Dr.  John- 
son pronounces,  undoubtedly,  *♦  the  noblest  Ode  that  our  language  ever 
has  produced  ;'*  though  few  will  agree  with  him  in  such  rash  praise. 
She  died  in  16S5.  Notwithstanding  the  high  estimation  in  which  she 
was  held,  it  is  difficult  to  select  anything  from  the  volume  of  her  poems 
(publiidied  in  1686),  worth  transcribing.  The  following  lines  occur  in 
an  ode,  entitled : 

THE     DISCONTENT. 

Here  take  no  care,  take  here  no  care,  my  Muse, 
Nor  aught  of  art  or  labour  use, 

But  let  thy  lines  rude  and  unpolisht  go. 
Nor  equal  be  their  feet,  nor  murm'rous  let  them  flow. 


\ 
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The  niggeder  my  measures  run  when  read, 

They'll  livelier  paint  th'  imequal  paths  that  mortals  tread, 

Who  when  th'  are  tempted  by  the  smooth  ascents, 

Which  flattering  hope  presents, 
Brightly  they  climb,  and  great  things  undertake ; 

But  fatal  voyages,  alas!  they  make. 

But  O,  the  laurePd  fool  that  doats  on  fame, 
Whose  hope's  applause,  whose  fear's  to  want  a  name ; 
Who  can  accept  for  pay 
Of  what  he  does,  what  others  say ; 
Exposes  now  to  hostile  arms  his  breast, 
To  toylsome  study  then  betrays  his  rest. 

Now  to  his  soul  denies  a  just  content 

Then  forces  on  it  what  it  does  resent ; 

And  all  for  praise  of  fools ;  for  such  are  those 

Which  most  of  the  admiring  crowd  compose. 

O  famisht  soul  which  such  their  food  can  feed ! 
O  wretched  labour  crowned  with  such  a  meed ! 
Too  loud,  O  Fame !  thy  trumpet  is  too  shrill, 

To  will  a  mind  to  rest. 

Or  calm  a  stormy  breast, 
Which  asks  for  music  soft  and  still. 

'Twas  not  Amaleck's  vanquisht  cry, 

Nor  Israel's  shout  of  victory, 
That  could  in  Saul  the  rising  passion  lay ; 
'Twas  the  soft  strain  of  David's  lyre  the  evil  spirit  chased  away. 


ff 


ANNE,  COUNTESS  OF  WINCHELSEA, 

Daughter  of  Sir  Richard  Kingsmill,  and  wife  of  Henea^,  earl  of 
WincbeLiea,  publitihed  *' Miscellany  Poems  on  Several  Occasions,  writ- 
ten by  a  Lady,  London,  1713,  dvo;**  besides  which,  several  pieces  are 
extant  in  different  collections,  and  many  in  manuscript.  Pope  compli« 
mented  her  highly  in  some  verses,  to  which  she  made  a  graceful  reply. 
She  died  in  1720.  Her  fable  of  **The  Atheist  and  the  Acorn"  is  well 
known;  and  Wordsworth  says,  that  "excepting  (her)  Nocturnal 
Reverie,  and  a  passage  or  two  in  Pope*s  Windsor  forest,  the  poetry  of 
the  interesting  period  between  the  publication  of  '  Paradise  Lost,*  and 
*  The  Seasons,*  does  not  contain  a  single  new  image  of  external  nature. 
The  "  Nocturnal  Reverie,'*  though  it  shows  an  eye  for  nature,  is  tama 
The  following  is  the  most  pleasing  specimen  of  her  talent : 


LIFERS      PROGRESS. 

How  gaily  is  at  first  begun 

Our  life's  uncertain  race ! 
Whilst  yet  that  sprightly  morning  sun. 
With  which  we  just  set  out  to  run, 

Enlightens  all  the  place. 

How  S5iniliiig  the  world's  prospect  lies, 

How  tempting  to  go  through! 
Not  Canaan  to  the  prophet's  eyes, 
From  Pisgah,  with  a  sweet  surprise, 
Did  more  inviting  show. 

How  soft  the  first  ideas  prove 

Which  wander  through  our  minds ! 

How  full  the  joys,  how  free  the  love. 

Which  does  that  early  season  move, 

As  flowers  the  western  winds! 
4  •  Ml) 
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Our  sighs  are  then  but  vernal  air, 

But  April  drops  our  tears, 
Which  swiftly  passing,  all  grows  fair, 
Whilst  beauty  compensates  our  care. 

And  youth  each  vapour  clears. 


But  oh !  too  soon,  alas !  we  climb, 

Scarce  feeling  we  ascend 
The  gently-rising  hUl  of  Time, 
From  whence  with  grief  we  see  that  prime, 

And  all  its  sweetness,  end. 


The  die  now  cast,  our  station  known, 

Fond  expectation  past: 
Tlie  thorns  which  former  days  had  sown, 
To  crops  of  late  repentance  grown. 

Through  which  we  toU  at  last 


Whilst  every  care 's  a  driving  harm, 

That  helps  to  bear  us  down; 
Which  faded  smiles  no  more  can  charm, 
But  every  tear's  a  winter  storm, 
And  every  look 's  a  frown. 


MRS.  ELIZABETH  fiOWE 

Was  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Walter  Singer,  a  pious  and  educated  gen- 
tleman, who  suffered  imprisonment  for  non-conformity  at  Ilchester,  in 
Somersetshire,  where  he  afterwards  married,  and  the  subject  of  this 
notice  was  born,  September  11, 1674.  She  early  displayed  the  con- 
siderable talent  which  won  for  her  the  esteem  of  several  eminent  con- 
temporaries, and  a  popular  &me  at  one  time  quite  enviable.  She  began 
to  write  verses  at  twelve  years  of  age ;  when  little  more  than  eighteen 
she  produced  her  paraphrase  of  the  thirty-eighth  chapter  of  Job,  at  the 
request  of  Bishop  Ken,  who  thought  it  worthy  of  his  discriminating 
and  decisive  praise ;  and  in  1696,  several  of  her  poems  appeared  with 
the  name  of  Philomela^  a  title  given  her,  as  is  supposed,  by  her  admir- 
ing friends.  Uniting  some  beauty  to  her  various  accomplishments,  she 
bad  several  suitors  for  her  hand,  among  whom  was  the  poet  Prior,  who 
complimented  her  in  a  preface  to  his  poems.  She  remained  single 
until  the  year  1710,  when  she  married  Mr.  Thomas  Rowe,  a  gentle- 
man, thirteen  years  younger  than  herself!  of  fine,  cultivated  understand- 
ing. Their  union  was  very  happy  and  affectionate,  until  his  death  in 
1715,  after  which  she  lived  in  studious  retirement,  cultivating  religion 
and  letters.  She  died  in  1736.  Mrs.  Rowe  is  better  known  and  es- 
teemed as  a  moral  and  religious  prose  writer,  than  as  a  poetess.  Her 
letters  show  a  sufHciently  warm  imagination,  though  restrained  by  a 
strong  sense  of  virtue.  Her  Devout  Exercises  of  the  Heart  were  edited 
after  her  death  by  Dr.  Watts,  and  have  had  much  favour  from  their 
ardent  devotional  rapture.  Her  miscellaneous  works  in  prose  and  verse 
were  published  three  years  after  her  death  in  two  volumes,  to  which  were 
prefixed  a  number  of  commendatory  poems  by  different  hands,  among 
them  one  by  Dr.  Watls,  who  says  of  her  ** divine  poems:" 

"  In  vain  I  bid  my  tuneful  powers  unite ; 
My  soul  retired  and  not  my  tongue; 
I  was  all  car,  and  Philomela's  song 
Was  all  divine  delight." 
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The  fiiUowing  will  give  the  reader  a  fair  knowledge  of  her  manner 

ON     H  APPINE  S  S. 

Whatever  diff'rent  paths  mankind  pursue. 
Oh  Happiness!  'tis  thee  we  keep  in  view! 
T  is  thee  in  ev'ry  action  we  intend, 
The  noblest  motive,  and  superior  end! 
Thou  dost  the  scarcely  finished  soul  incline; 
Its  first  desire,  and  conscious  thought,  is  thine; 
Our  infant  breasts  are  swayed  by  thee  alone. 
When  pride  and  jealousy  are  yet  unknown. 
Through  life's  obscure  and  wild  variety. 
Our  steadfast  wishes  never  start  from  thee. 
Thou  art  of  all  our  waking  thoughts  the  theme ; 
We  court  thee  too  in  every  nightly  dream : 
Th'  immortal  flame  with  equal  ardour  glows. 
Nor  one  short  moment's  intermission  knows : 
Whether  to  courts  or  temples  we  repair. 
With  restless  zeal  we  search  thee  everywhere : 
Whether  the  roads  that  to  perdition  lead. 
Or  those  which  guide  us  to  the  stars,  we  tread. 
Thine  is  the  hope,  th'  inestimable  prize, 
The  glorious  mark  on  which  we  fix  our  eyes ! 

Thy  charms  th'  enamoured  libertine  entice 
Through  all  the  wild  destructive  paths  of  vice. 
Th'  advent'rous  man  refines  on  sin,  and  makes. 
In  search  of  thee,  to  hell  new  beaten  tracks ; 
Enchanting  pleasure  dances  in  his  sight. 
And  tempts  him  forward  by  a  treach'rous  light. 
But  while  thy  flatt'ring  smiles  his  thoughts  inflame, 
Thou  provest  to  him  a  mere  fantastic  name, 
A  fair  delusion,  and  a  pleasing  cheat, 
A  gaudy  vision,  and  a  soft  deceit; 
Which  while  the  wretch  pursues  with  eager  pace, 
And  seems  to  overtake  thee  in  the  race. 


MBS.     ELIZ 


1  BETH     RO 


.n  airy  phuitom  mocks  liis  doa 
in  tlie  sportii 


His  a. 


shsile  wuuld  foil 


9  fondest  h 
The  dinppoinuncnt  heightens  yet  his  rage, 
And  tempts  him  witli  fresli  ardour  to  engage; 
SuFcesslefls,  Iml  ijnwrairied  in  the  strife, 
He  atiU  pursues  iliee  to  die  verge  of  life; 
Willi  life  euinpt^Ued  hiB  dotage  to  resign. 
The  Lul  ileepairing  sigh  he  hreathca  is  thine. 

The  pioUH  man  directs  his  vows  to  the^  i 
And  proTca  thy  toost  pathetic  volar)'. 
Virtue  itself,  even  virtue  he  regards ; 
But  aa  ihy  bvour  the  fatigue  rewards. 
To  silent  shades,  and  solitude  obscure, 
Far  from  the  world  thou  dost  his  steps  allure ; 
But  there  he  lives  retired,  a  glorious  epicui 
And  gladly  quits  llie  fleeixng  Joys  of  sense,  J 
In  search  of  bliss  more  lasting  and  intenae.J 
Not  such  as  the  fond  lover's  heart  beguile* 
Whew,  without  nrx,  his  yielding  mistress  si 
Not  such  as  nils  tlie  youlliful  hero's  mind^l 
Whwi  wrcaihs  of  victory  his  temples  bindifl 
Ifii  tlioaghi«  a  nobler  luxury  would  prove^^ 
Such  na  the  blessed  imnioflals  know  abova^ 
A  spark  divine  like  theirs  his  breast 
Enjiiymenis  all  divine  like  theirs  be  clalina, 
Linnitioiif  and  unbounded  in  his  aims, 
Tu  pleosun^'s  sacrt^il  spring  his  soul  aspires, 
I  There  only  hopm  to  quench  his  infinite  desirti 
Not  envious  hell  tlie  passion  can  suppress,  \ 
rirnl  by  lliy  name,  alluring  Happines 
tTmlannml  he.  maintains  the  gen'rous  strife,  1 
And  utrugstes  fur  tliee  to  the  rlose  of  life^J 
Then  jnvful  clasps  iliee  in  his  dyini;  a 
Antl  yields  bi*  breath,  possessed  i-f  all  thy  ctl 
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ODE     TO     LOYE. 

Assist  my  doubtful  muse,  propitious  Lore, 
Let  all  my  soul  the  sacred  impulse  prove: 
For  thine 's  a  holy  unpolluted  flame, 
Howe'er  the  libertines  profane  thy  name; 
Howc'er  with  impious  cant,  hypocrisy 
And  senseless  superstition  blemish  thee 
The  pure  result  of  sober  Teason  thou ; 
Thy  laws  the  strictest  honour  must  allow; 

Thy  laws  each  vicious  thought  control: 
From  thee  devotion  takes  its  flaming  wings: 

Thou  giv'st  the  noblest  motion  to  the  soul, 
And  govem'st  all  its  springs. 
To  great  attempts  thou  gen'rous  minds  dost  move. 
And  only  such  are  privileged  to  love; 
Th'  heroic  race,  the  brightest  names  of  old. 
Were  all  thy  glorious  votaries  enrolled. 

Without  thee,  human  life 
A  tedious  round  of  circling  cares  would  tbe, 

A  cursed  fatigue,  continual  strife. 
And  tiresome  vanity. 

Thy  charms  our  restless  griefs  control. 
And  calm  the  stormy 'motions  of  the  soul: 

Before  thee  pride  and  enmity, 

With  all  infernal  passions,  fly. 

And  couldst  thou  in  the  realms  below 
But  once  display  thy  beauteous  face. 

The  damned  a  short  redress  might  know, 

And  ev'ry  terror  fly  the  place.  * 

From  thee  one  bright  unclouded  smile 

Woidd  all  the  torments  there  beguile; 
Thy  smiles  th'  eternal  tempests  could  assuage^ 

And  make  the  damned  forget  their  rage; 

The  sulph'rous  waves  would  cease  to  roar, 
And  calmly  glide  along  the  silent  shore. 


Ko  libW  Venus  ga»e  tiiee  birtli 
Cypma  yet  tlie  goddees  was  not  named, 
lilalin.  nor  t>t  Paplios  lamed ; 
j-el  was  reigned  from  fiiarniag  eeaa  to  ri»e; 
no  seas  uppe'jredt  or  founiams  Ilowed : 
Nuc  yet  diBtinguuhed  in  the  skies, 
Her  radiant  ptanol  glowed. 
fiut  ihuu  wast  long  ere  motion  sprung  ita  race. 
Ere  chaos,  and  imTneaaiiroble  space 

ligned  their  melesa  rights  to  elemental  pl&ce; 
Before  the  sparkling  lamps  on  high 
Tere  kindled  up,  and  hung  around  the  sky! 
;  sun  led  on  the  circling  hours, 
vital  seeds  produced  their  active  powers; 
the  first  intelligences  strung 
golden  harps,  and  soil  preludiums  sung 
^o  Love,  ihe  uiglity  cause  whetice  ilieir  existence  s] 
Ttr  ineffiible  Divi.viiv, 

jwii  reseiublauce  meets  in  th«. 
By  ihu  iliy  glorious  lineage  thou  dust  prove 
Thy  high  descent;  for  QOD  liimself  is  Love. 


Tux  glorious  armies  of  the  sky 
To  ihee,  Almighty  King, 

Trititnplumt  anthems  consecrate. 
And  lialtelujoha  sing. 


Bui  etill  their  most  exalted  Highla 
Fall  vastly  short  of  tliee : 

How  distant  then  must  human  praise 
From  thy  perfections  be  I 
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Tet  how,  my  God,  shall  I  refrain. 
When  to  my  ravished  sense 

Each  creature  everywhere  aromid 
Displays  thy  excellence! 

The  active  lights  that  shine  ahove, 
In  their  eternal  dance. 

Reveal  their  skilful  Maker's  praise 
With  silent  elegance. 

The  blushes  of  the  mom  confess 
That  thou  art  still  more  fair. 

When  in  the  East  its  beams  revive, 
To  gild  the  fields  of  air. 

The  fragrant,  the  refreshing  breeze 
Of  ev'ry  flow'ry  bloom 

In  balmy  whispers  own,  from  Tliee 
Their  pleasing  odours  come. 

The  singing  birds,  the  warbling  winds^ 
And  waters  murm'ring  fall 

To  praise  the  first  Almighty  Cause 
With  difl^'rent  voices  c^ill. 

Thy  num'rous  works  exalt  thee  thus. 
And  shall  I  silent  be? 

No;  rather  let  me  cease  to  breathe, 
Than  cease  from  praising  Thee! 


iXN'EUOWARD, VISCOUNTESS  IRWIN, 

DuMtSB  or  tha  Etttl  uf  Carlkle,  aiii)  inarrieJ  first  lo  Visccunt 
twin.  illMWMd  to  Colonttl  Diiuglaa.  Khe  died  in  17S0.  She  uTote, 
"Wif  uUier  iwciiu^  ■  spiritfiil  defence  of  her  sex  in  answer  lo  Pope's 
Omtiitn  ef  Womrn,  which  Dunoouibe  praistiit  in  ha  Femmeait; 

*ir  geaerom  miiiib  one  peeress  more  deinanils 
A  pauSal  iribute  from  all  fcniale  Kmiils ) 
Odo,  wbo,  (o  ehielil  them  from  the  wur^t  ol'  fues, 
In  their  jusl  cause  daili  Pope  himself  o|ipi>se. 
Thwr  own  dark  forms  Deceit  Btiii  Envy  weiir, 
By  Irwin  toueheil  with  Truth ^a  celestial  npetir; 
By  her  disarmed,  yu  witlings,  now  give  o'er 
Toar  empty  sneers,  and  shock  the  sex  no  more ! 
"niiis  hold  Camilla,  when  the  Trojan  chief 
Altaek«<l  her  country,  flew  to  its  relief; 
Beneath  her  lance  the  bravest  warriors  bled, 
And  fev  dismayed  the  host  which  great  .£neas  led.'* 


viity  lines  will  not  U 


ceplable: 


Br  riutom  doomed  to  fullvi  slotlt,  and  ease, 

No  wonder  Pope  such  female  iriflera  sees; 

Nor  would  the  Mtirist  confess  the  truth* 

Nothing  so  like  as  male  and  female  youtli ; 

Nothing  so  like  bs  tniin  and  woman  old. 

Their  joys,  tlieir  woes,  their  hates,  if  truly  luld ; 

Though  diflerrni  acts  seem  diflerent  sexes'  growth, 

Tb  the  same  principle  impels  iliem  both. 

— -View  daring  man,  strong  with  nmbiiiou's  lira; 

The  coDij'hiig  hero  or  the  youiliful  squire. 

By  didErent  d<?«is  a.«i)ire  to  denihlcss  lame, 

On»  nutabers  man,  tlie  other  numbers  game 
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— View  a  fair  nymph,  blessed  with  superior  charms, 

Whose  tempting  form  the  coldest  bosom  warms ; 

No  eastern  monarch  more  despotic  reigns 

Than  this  fair  tyrant  of  the  Cyprian  plains. 

Whether  a  crown  or  bauble  we  desire, 

Whether  to  learning  or  to  dress  aspire. 

Whether  we  wait  with  joy  the  trumpet's  call, 

Or  wish  to  shine  the  fairest  at  a  ball; 

In  either  sex  the  appetite's  the  same. 

For  love  of  power  is  still  the  love  of  fame. 

—  Women  must  in  a  narrow  orbit  move, 

But  power  alike  both  males  and  females  love. 

What  makes  tlie  difierenc^hen,  you  may  inquire, 

Between  the  hero  and  the  rural  squire  ? 

Between  the  maid  bred  up  with  courtly  care. 

Or  she  who  earns  by  toil  her  daily  fare  ? 

Their  power  is  stinted,  but  not  so  their  will. 

Ambitious  thoughts  the  humblest  cottage  fill ; 

For  as  they  can  they  push  their  little  fame, 

And  try  to  leave  behind  a  deathless  name. 

In  education  all  the  difference  lies; 

Woman,  if  taught,  would  be  as  learned  and  wise 

As  haughty  man,  inspired  by  arts  and  rules ; 

Where  Go3  makes  one,  nature  makes  many  fools ; 

And  though  nugalixes  are  daily  found. 

Flattering  nugators  equally  abound. 

Such  heads  are  toy-shops  filled  with  trifling  ware, 

And  can  each  folly  with  each  female  share. 

A  female  mind  like  a  rude  fallow  lies. 

No  seeds  are  sown,  but  weeds  spontaneous  rise. 

As  well  might  we  expect  in  winter  spring. 

As  land  un tilled  a  fruitful  crop  should  bring. 

As 'well  we  might  expect  Peruvian  ore 

We  should  possess,  yet  dig  not  for  the  store. 

Culture  improves  all  fruits,  all  sorts  we  find, 

Wit,  judgment,  sense,  fruits  of  the  human  mind. 


Oa  femnle  youth,  leA  lo  weak  woman''B  rare, 

«bI«I  by  niBlom.  FoUy'a  fniilful  heir; 

Tu!tJ  tliai  tlieir  charms  a  monarrh  may  enslave; 

Tluii  twiiuly,  like  the  gods,  can  kill  or  save ; 

Taiifhl  liip  arcana,  the  mysterious  arts, 

Bt  nmtiusli,  iIkm  to  catch  unwary  hearts ; 

Or,  wealthy  horn,  taught  to  lisp  French  or  dance, 

Theif  morels  left,  Lucretius-like,  to  clmnce; 

Unused  to  books,  nor  virtue  taught  tu  prize, 

Whoae  mind  a  satTige  waste,  unpeopled  lies, 

WTiich  to  supply,  trifles  fill  up  the  void. 

And  idly  busy  to  no  end  empioyed-, 

Can  these  resist,  when  soothing  pleasure  wooes  ? 

Freserre  tlieir  virtue,  when  ttieir  fame  they  lose  ? 

Can  they  on  other  themes  converse  or  write, 

Than  wlial  they  hear  all  day,  or  dream  all  nigiit? 


FBANCES  THYNNE,  DUCHESS  OF  SOMERSET. 

IVh  mUe  Wy,  "  wlm  had,"  ays  Walpole,  "  as  much  taste  for  the 

VFiUoiliirDthen  umoiaAj  about  her  awn," might  liavc obtained  feme 

"Wtalmls,  had  nol  her  retiring  dispositiun  and  afTectionale  piety 

U  bir  Id  prefer  [he  society  of  well-chueen  friends,  Uy  the  applause  of 

^  iwU.     Her  stlainmnnts  were  considerable,  which  she  employed  in 

l^weful  education  of  liH  children,  the  cbar^of  whom,  and  devoted 

LDCe  by  llie  sick-bed  uThor  husband,  nccnpied  llicbest  part  of  her 

tUr    She  was  limi).  however,  of  literary  enctety,  ns  is  shown  by  licr 

timUiip  far  Ur«.  Rowa,  (she  was  the  authoress  of  the  letter  si^neil 

C»Brs,  in  Mrm,  R.*s  eoneclion)-,  Thomson,  whom  she  kindly  patron- 

(who  il«<dicsted  to  her  the  first  edition  of  his  spring) ;  Dr.  Watts, 

(Mudn)icitcdlnberhisMi<ccnaH«nij  Thoughliin  PrntraniS  t'lfM): 

ihiiiMlaDa.  (who  addressed  to  her  his  ode  on  Rami  FJfe'""^)- 

iki  in  VSiA.     Nn  collection  of  her  poems  hot  been  iiibcIg,  though 
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a  number  are  preserved  in  Bingley's  *'  Correspondence  of  the  Coun 
uf  Pom  fret**  with  our  authoress.  The  specimens  given  are  fount 
Dr.  Watt8*s  Miscellanies,  ascribed  to  Eusebia. 

A      RURAL     MEDITATION. 

Here  in  the  tuneful  groves  and  fiowery  fields, 
Nature  a  thousand  various  beauties  yields : 
The  daisy  and  tall  covirsllp  we  behold 
Arrayed  in  snowy  white,  or  freckled  gold, 
The  verdant  prospect  cherishes  our  sight, 
Aflording  joy  unmixed,  and  calm  delight; 
The  forest-walks  and  venerable  shade, 
Wide-spreading  lawns,.bright  rills,  and  silent  glade, 
With  a  religious  awe  our  souls  inspire, 
And  to  the  heavens  our  raptured  thoughts  aspire, 
To  him  who  sits  in  majesty  on  high, 
AVho  tum'd  the  starry  arches  of  the  sky ; 
Whose  word  ordained  the  silver  Thames  to  flow, 
Raised  all  the  hills,  and  laid  the  valleys  low ; 
Who  taught  the  nightingale  in  shades  to  sing, 
And  bid  the  sky-lark  warble  on  the  wing ; 
Makes  the  young  steer,  obedient,  till  the  land, 
And  lowing  heifers  own  the  milker's  hand ; 
Calms  the  rough  sea,  and  stills  the  raging  wind. 
And  rules  the  passions  of  the  human  mind. 

A      MIDNIGHT     HYMN. 

To  thee,  all  glorious,  ever-blessed  power, 
I  consecrate  this  silent  midnight  hour, 
While  solemn  darkness  covers  o'er  the  sky. 
And  all  things  wrapp'd  in  gentle  slumbers  lie ; 
Unwearied  let  me  praise  thy  holy  name. 
And  ev'ry  thought  with  gratitude  inflame. 
For  the  rich  mercies  which  thy  hands  impart. 
Health  to  my  flesh,  and  comfort  to  my  heart 
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Dotay  my  prayers  before  thy  Ihroiic  arise, 

An  humble  but  accepted  sacrilice ! 

And  wbeii  ibou  bIhJi  my  weary  eyelids  close, 

And  to  my  body  grant  a  sufl  repose, 

Btiy  my  ethereal  Guardian  kinilty  spread 

H«  wings,  and  from  ihe  tempter  screen  niy  liead! 

Gnat  of  eclesliol  light  some  piercing  beams, 

To  bless  my  sleep  and  sanctity  my  dreamH. 
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ffacft  («int,  and  sinking  to  the  shades  of  death, 
I  ga^  with  pain  for  et-'ry  lah'ring  hreaih, 
0  may  my  soul  by  some  blest  forctodte  know 
That  she 's  deliver'd  ii^m  elenml  woe ! 
Hay  hope  in  Christ  dispel  each  gloomy  fear, 
hod  ttiuughis  like  lliese  my  drooping  spirits  cl 
Klial  ttio'  my  sins  are  of  a  crimson  slain. 
My  Savionr'M  blood  can  wash  me  white  again  : 
TIio'  numerona  as  tiie  twinkling  stars  they  lie, 
Or  Muids  along  tlie  nuu^  of  the  sea ; 
Or  «a  smooth  piibble«  on  some  beachy  shore, 
"Die  mercies  of  ih'  Almighty  siill  are  more : 
Be  loulu  upon  my  soul  with  pitying  eyes. 
Sen  «n  my  fears,  and  listens  to  my  cries  : 
H*  knows  the  fiailly  of  eacli  hunntn  breaal, 
What  pasxions  our  unguarded  hearts  molest. 
And  for  the  sake  of  his  dear  dying  Son, 
Will  pardon  all  tlie  ills  liiat  I  have  done. 
ArmM  wiili  au  bright  a  hope,  I  shall  not  fear 
To  wee  my  dt'nili  hourly  approach  more  near ; 
Bui  my  faith  sirengih'ning  as  niy  life  decavs, 
Hy  dyiitg  breath  shall  mount  to  heav'n  in  praise. 


THE  COUNTESS  OF  PEMBROKE, 

Named  in  the  foregoing  sketch,  was  alao  fond  of  rhyme,  bnt  deserves 
mention  more  from  her  munificent  gift  of  the  Arundelian  marbles  to  the 
University  of  Oxford.  She  died  in  1761.  None  of  her  venes  within 
our  reach,  are  worth  room  on  our  page. 


LADY  MARY  WORTLEY  MONTAGU. 

Thoitoh  celebrated  more  for  the  bold  wit  and  extreme  cleverness  of 
her  letters,  chiefly  from  Constantinople,  where  she  accompanied  her 
husband  in  his  embassy,  and  from  Italy,  where  she  afterwards  resided 
for  the  benefit  of  her  health,  Lady  Mary  followed  the  fashion  of  the  day 
in  writing  verses.  Tiiese,  though  exhibiting  the  marked  characteristics 
of  her  prose,  had  little  poetical  merit;  while  some  of  them  were  grossly 
offensive,  from  their  unrestrained  coarseness.  During  her  residence  at 
Twickenham,  171S,  she  became  very  intimate  with  her  former  corre- 
spondent. Pope ;  but  thoy  soon  quarrelled,  and  the  irascible  little  poet, 
enraged  by  her  contenipt  of  his  amorous  declarations,  covertly  lampooned 
her  and  Lord  Ilervey,  in  his  imitation  of  the  first  satire  of  the  second  book 
of  Horace,  to  which  she  replied  with  great  spirit  and  severity.  To 
Lady  Alary  is  due  the  high  credit  of  introducing  into  England  the 
Turkish  practice  of  inoculation  for  the  small-pox,  after  having  had  t^e 
courage  to  try  the  experiment  upon  her  own  infant  son.  Her  letters 
were  first  published  surreptitiously  in  17G3;  but  in  1803  they  appeared 
with  her  other  writings,  under  the  sanction  of  her  grandson.  Lord  Bute, 
in  five  volumes;  and  in  1H37  her  great-grandson,  Jx)rd  WharnclifTe, 
edited  her  whole  works,  with  additional  letters  and  facts.  She  was  the 
eldest  daughter  of  Evelyn  Pierrepont,  earl,  afterwards  duke  of  Kingston ; 
horn  at  Thoresby,  Nottinghamshire,  in  1090,  married  to  Mr.  Edward 
VV^ortlcy  Montagu  in  1712,  and  died  in  1702. 

HER    ESTIMATE     OF     LOVE. 
(FROM    AN     EPISTI.E    TO    THE    EARL    OF    BURLINOTON.) 

*  •  •  •  • 

Thus  on  the  sands  of  Afric's  burning  plains 
However  deeply  made,  no  impress  long  remains ; 
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The  alif  iileet  InT  can  leave  its  uupreu  there, 

The  atrungMl  rumi  i«  •cailcred  by  ifie  air; 

So  yiHAing  the  warm  temper  of  your  Diind, 

So  touched  by  every  eye,  »o  lOMed  by  ereiy  wind^ 

Ohf  how  unlike  Uio  ileav'n  my  soul  design'dl 

Dnaeeti,  nnhcttitl,  the  throng  aroiuid  me  move ; 

Sat  wieliing  praise,  iiiseitsifale  of  love ; 

Na  wbtupers  BuTteiii  uor  no  beauties  (ire; 

CbKt4MS  I  ace  the  clance.  and  coldly  hear  tlie  lyre. 

—So  ntimVous  herds  are  driven  o''eT  tlie  rock ; 

Ka  finnt  is  left  of  nil  iJie  puHsing  (lock; 

So  dflga  tlie  wind  around  ihc  solid  xione; 

So  ratnlv  beat  the  waves  with  fniiili^sa  moan. 

TcdioDS  the  toil  and  great  the  workman's  eare, 

Wlio  daiTs  attiinpl  to  fix  impressions  there : 

Bui  ahonld  some  swain,  more  akilful  than  die  test 

En^ve  his  uutie  upon  this  marble  hreust, 

Not  rolling  afo*  could  defiire  lliat  name, 

"nmnigh  nil  the  storms  of  life  'tis  still  the  same; 

Though  letigili  of  years  with  moss  may  shade  the  ground, 

Dwp;  tbuugfa  u»iM>cn,  remaiiiB  the  secret  wound. 


Tittut  is  just  such  an  image  of  b'li  pen, 
A»  tbou  thyceir  art  of  the  sons  of  men : 
Wbrrr  our  own  «))eries  in  burlesque  we  trace, 
A  sign-po-it  likeness  of  the  himian  race ; 
That  ■■  at  oneo  rcsemhlnnee  and  disgrace. 

If  V  haj>  lhoni»,  they  all  on  roues  grow, 
Tlune  like  nido  thiilles  and  mean  btamblps  sho» 
With  this  rxcrption.  that,  though  rank  ibe  soil, 
Wm>iIs  as  ilii'V  are.  ihey  :^eiii  produced  by  tod. 
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Satire  should,  like  a  polished  razor  keen, 
Wound  with  a  touch  that's  scarcely  felt  or  seen  ; 
Thine  is  an  oyster-knife,  that  hacks  and  hews : 

•  •  •  • 

^is  the  gross  lust  of  hate,  that  still  annoys 
Without  distinction  as  gross  lust  enjoys : 
Neither  to  folly  nor  to  vice  confined, 
The  object  of  thy  spleen  is  human  kind : 
It  preys  on  all  who  yield,  or  who  resist^ 
To  thee  'tis  provocation  to  exist. 

•  •  •  • 

Not  even  youth  and  beauty  can  control 

The  universal  rancour  of  thy  soul; 

Charms  that  might  soften  superstition's  rage, 

Might  humble  pride,  and  thaw  the  ice  of  age. 

But  how  should'st  thou  by  beauty's  force  be  moved^ 

No  more  for  loving  made  than  to  be  loved  ? 

It  was  the  equity  of  righteous  Heaven 

That  such  a  soul  to  such  a  form  was  given ; 

And  shows  the  uniformity  of  fate, 

That  one  so  odious  should  be  bom  to  hate. 

— When  God  created  thee,  one  would  believe 

He  said  the  same  as  to  the  snake  of  Eve : 

"To  human  race  antipathy  declare, 

'Twixt  them  and  thee  be  everlasting  war." 

But  oh !  the  sequel  of  the  sentence  dread. 

And  whilst  you  bruise  their  heel,  beware  your  Jiead. 

Nor  think  thy  weakness  shall  be  thy  defence 

The  female  scold's  protection  in  offence. 

Sure  't  is  as  fair  to  beat  who  cannot  fight 

As  't  is  to  libel  those  who  cannot  write ; 

And  if  thou  draw'st  thy  pen  against  the  law. 

Others  a  cudgel  or  a  rod  may  draw. 

If  none  with  vengeance  yet  thy  crimes  pursue, 

Or  give  thy  manifold  afi[ronts  their  due ; 
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If  limbs  imbrol^eii,  skin  without  a  stain, 
Unwhipt,  unblanketed,  unkicked,  unslain, 
That  wretched  little  carcase  you  retain, 
The  reason  is,  not  tha^he  world  wants  eyes, 
But  thouM  so  mean,  they  see  and  they  despise. 
When  fretted  porcupine,  with  rancorous  will 
From  mounted  back  shoots  many  a  harmless  quill. 
Cool  the  spectators  stand,  and  all  the  while 
Upon  the  angry  little  monster  smile: 
Thus  't  is  with  thee ; — while,  impotently  safe. 
You  strike  unwounding,  we  unhurt  can  laugh. 
Who  but  must  laugh,  this  bully  when  he  sees, 
A  puny  insect  shivering  at  a  breeze  ? 
Or  over-match'd  by  every  blast  of  wind. 
Insulting  and  provoking  all  mankind. 

•  •  t  •  • 

Like  the  first,  hold  assassin's,  be  thy  lot. 
Ne'er  be  ihy  guilt  forgiven  or  forgot; 
But  as  thou  hat'st,  be  hated  by  mankind, 
And  with  the  emblem  of  thy  crooked  mind 
Marked  on  thy  back,  like  Cain,  by  God's  own  hand, 
Wander  like  him  accursed  through  llie  land. 

LINES    WRITTEN    SHORTLY    AFTER    HER    MARRIAGE. 

While  thirst  of  praise,  and  vain  desire  of  fame 
In  every  age  is  every  woman's  aim ; 
With  courtship  pleased,  of  silly  trifles  proud. 
Fond  of  a  train  and  happy  in  a  crowd ; 
On  each  proud  fop  bestowing  some  kind  glance. 
Each  conquest  owing  to  some  loose  advance ; 
While  vain  coquets  affect  to  be  pursued, 
And  think  they  're  virtuous,  if  not  grossly  lewd : 
Let  this  great  maxim  be  my  virtue's  guide : 
In  part  she  is  to  blame  who  has  been  trled^ 
He  comes  too  near^  who  comes  to  be  denied. 
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EXPERIENCE      LATE. 

Wisdom,  slow  product  of  laborious  years, 
The  only  fruit  that  life's  cold  winter  bears: 
Thy  sacred  seeds  in  vain  in  pouth  we  lay, 
By  the  fierce  storm  of  passion  torn  away. 

Should  some  remain  in  a  rich  generous  soil, 
'  They  long  lie  hid,  and  must  be  raisM  with  toil ; 
Faintly  they  struggle  with  inclement  skies. 
No  sooner  bom  than  the  poor  planter  dies. 


V\/^'^N/S^^^»»^^^^^i^i^^^^^^V<i 


ANNA  CHAMBER,  COUNTESS  TEMPLE. 

Who  died  1777,  was  complimented  by  Walpole  in  an  editioa  of 
Poems,  printed  at  Strawberry  Hill,  1764 ;  but  scarcely  deserves 
praise  he  gives  of  having  found  "  Sappho*s  lyre/*  though  some  of 
verses  are  quite  Lesbian  in  freedom.     The  following  is  the  best  sp 
men  of  her  wit  I  can  find  in  the  book : 

TO     THE     DUCHESS     OF     LEEDS, 
WHO,   BEING   ILL,    DESIRED    JL   COPY   OF   MY    VERSES  TO   CURB 

Ph(£bus,  'tis  said,  in  ancient  times, 
In  physic  dealt  as  well  as  rhymes; 
Two  sciences  in  one  could  blend, 
Which  on  each  other  must  depend; 
Like  him,  to  touch  the  human  heart, 
But  modem  quacks  have  lost  the  art. 
And  reach  of  life  the  sacred  seat; 
They  know  not  how  its  pulses  beat. 
Yet  take  their  fee  and  write  their  bill. 
In  barb'rous  prose  resolved  to  kill. 

—  But  I,  who  long  to  save  the  life 
Of  the  best  mother,  friend,  and  wife. 
Send  to  your  grace  this  mighty  spell, 

—  And  now  I  hope  you  're  mighty  welL 
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DiNma  of  ■  dissenting  prcseher  nl  Brougliton,  in  Hampshire, 
I  ^BofawitliTopUd/.CborlM  WwIey.Cowper  and  Newton,  in  that  very 
t&tit  tinneb  urixHiiputiliuni  tiie  ilevotiunal  lyric.  Slje  al^o  initJe  in 
freolfciil  iDCsion  of  llie  Pmlms,  which  for  litemlnene,  smonlhness,  and 
•nnplioj  fowei,  may  almost  compare  with  tlial  of  Dr.  Watts.  None 
to  Uigw  who  }oif «  ulti^mpteii  a  similar  task,  can  ap|ircciat«!  tlie  talent 
*blcl)ib(  You  displayed.  Hot  compoaitioiu  were,  with  few  exceptions, 
»il  "nttjy  derutioiML  She  died  ahout  1779,  and  her  poenw  were  coi- 
led ihortly  after  and  published  in  two  volumes.  We  give  the  first 
ft  I  'iwofbermoet  popular  hymria,that  the  pious  ni»y  know  to  whom  lliey 

.    IK  uiiltb(«d  far  the  languaga  eo  often  employed  by  them  in  their  ofier- 
apd'jtniBe.ajtBume  or  all  of  lliem  are  to  be  found  in  the  Hymn-booka 

I    ■funflChnstian  denominations: 

'Uriiwhcnmy rapliuiidlhoiightgnrveya;"  "TheSaviourl  Owhat 
"•"*■  ehamia!"  "Ye  wretched,  hungry,  slarving  pour:"  "Great 
•"i!  In  thee  my  ev'nmg  aong ;"  "  Coiue,  weary  souls  with  ains  dis- 
'■'^;"  "JeauB,  the  spring  of  joys  divine;"  "  Thou  only  sov'reign  of  my 
^;"  "  Patbet  nf  mercies,  in  thy  word ;"  "  Dear  l*rd,  and  shall  thy 
"f*™!*!;"  "  Deep  are  the  woands  which  sin  hath  made;"  "He  li»ea, 
'"'pMt  Rcde)>iunr  lives  1"  "Ami  will  the  Lord  thus  coDdeaceod!" 
'nailu. awake  the  sacred  song;"  "Should  fiiniine  in  the  mourning 
"H;'  "Ve  humble  souls,  approach  your  God;"  "When  blooming 
.*"<Uiif  BialcbiKl  away :"  "  O  Thou  wlioee  tender  mercy  hears !"  "Ah! 
•''tcl'»d,vje,utigratefijl  heart!"  "And  is  the  Gospel  peace  and  love!" 
"^rofiige  of  iny  weary  aouH"  "Wlien  death  appears  before  my 
■1*1;"  -The  Saviour  ealU,  let  ev'ry  ear;"  "Thou  only  source  of  true 

I  wliilu;"  "JcMu,  III  tliy  transporting  name;"  ",\nJ  did  Oia  holy  and 
trnptLV  -To  Jwua  our  exalted  Lunl;"  "Jpsus.  what  itlinll  I  do  to 
~*  "Wh«fo  ia  rny  God!  dons  he  retire T"  "Uoine  ye  that  lova 
no;"  "  How  helpicM  guilty  nature  lies !"  "yeglillar- 
V%ltf  Milht  adieu !"  &c. 

'Uuy of  these,  though  miacrvbl;  mutilated  by  premmptuoua hands, 
«hitbh»dihiiimprrtinence  to  alter  what  tliey  never  could  have  written. 
*<UMrv*  to  luaktf  good  our  assertion  of  Mis.  Steok's  iiierils  as  one 
I'lauri  sweetest  singers.     We  uddutieatk-nf,'tli,  which  will  coniiiare 
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&vourably  with  the  hymn  in  the  Spectator  (generally  ascribed  to  Addu 
but  which,  as  the  editor  believes,  has  been  shown  in  the  pre&ce  to  ^ 
drew  Marveirs  works  to  be  his) :  **  When  all  thy  mercies^  O  my  Go 

A     MORNING     UTMN. 

Lord  of  my  life,  O  may  thy  praise 

Employ  my  noblest  powers, 
Whose  goodness  lengthens  out  my  dayi^ 

And  fills  the  circling  hours. 

Preserved  by  thy  almighty  arm, 

I  pass'd  the  shades  of  night. 
Serene  and  safe  from  ev'ry  harm, 

And  see  returning  light 

While  many  spent  the  night  in  sighs,  * 

And  restless  pain  and  woes ; 
In  gentle  sleep,  I  closed  my  eyes, 

And  undisturbed  repose. 

When  sleep,  death's  semblance,  o'er  me  spread. 

And  I  unconscious  lay. 
Thy  watchful  care  was  round  my  bed. 

To  guard  me  till  the  day. 

O  let  tlie  same  almighty  care 

My  waking  hours  attend; 
Prom  ev'ry  danger,  ev'ry  snare, 

My  heedless  steps  defend. 

Smile  on  my  minutes  as  they  roll, 

And  guide  my  future  days; 
And  let  thy  goodness  fill  my  soul 

With  gratitude  and  praise. 

RE  SIGNATION. 

Why  breathes  my  anxious  heart  the  frequent  sigh? 
Why  from  my  weak  eye  drops  the  ready  tear  ? 
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li  it  to  mark  how  present  blessings  fly? 
b  it  that  griefs  to  come  awake  my  fear? 

O  may  I  still  with  thankful  heart  enjoy 
The  various  giAs  indulgent  heaven  bestows; 
Nor  let  ungrateful  diffidence  destroy 
The  present  good  with  fear  of  future  woes. 

Nor  let  me  curibus  ask,  if  dark  or  fair 
My  future  hours,  but  in  the  hand  divine 
With  full  affiance  leave  my  every  care; 
Be  humble  Hope  and  Resignation  mine. 

Celestial  guests,  your  smile  can  cheer  the  heart, 
When  melancholy  spreads  her  deepening  gloom ; 
O  come,  your  animating  power  impart, 

And  bid  sweet  flowers  amid  the  desert  bloom. 

•  •  *  *  # 

Be  earth's  quick  changing  scenes  or  dark  or  fairy 
On  God's  kind  arm,  O  let  my  soul  recline; 
Be  heaven-bom  Hope,  (blest  antidote  of  care !) 
And  humble  cheerful  Resignation  mine 

TO    MY    WATCH. 

Little  monitor,  by  thee 
Let  me  learn  what  I  should  be; 
Learn  the  round  of  life  to  All, 
Useful  and  progressive  still. 
Thou  canst  gentle  hints  impart 
How  to  regulate  the  heart; 
When  I  wind  thee  up  at  night, 
Mark  each  fault  and  set  thee  right, 
Let  me  search  my  bosom  too. 
And  my  daily  thoughts  review; 
Mark  the  movements  of  my  mind^ 
Nor  be  easy  till  I  find 
Latent  errors  brought  to  view, 
Till  all  be  regular  and  true. 


ANNA  WILLIAMS, 

Dauohtbr  of  a  surgeon  in  Wales,  born  1706.  Her  fiither  mi 
himself  in  a  vain  endeavour  to  discover  the  longitude  by  magnet 
and  afterwards  became  a  pensioner  %^  the  Charter  House.  ' 
daughter  devoted  herself  to  his  care,  and  helped  out  tlieir  scanty  m< 
by  her  needle  and  her  pen,  though  deprived  of  her  sight  by  a  cata 
in  1746.  Her  virtuous  piety  won  for  her  the  esteem  of  Dr.  Johi 
and  his  wife,  and  they  received  her  as  an  inmate  of  their  home  v. 
her  death  in  1783.  Garrick  gave  her  a  benefit  amounting  to  dSt 
and  under  the  patronage  of  Johnson  she  published  MiscellanieM  in  p 
and  verse^  176.5,  to  which  Dr.  Johnson  and  several  other  friends  • 
tributed,  and  the  sale  of  the  work  yielded  her  jClOO.  Her  verses 
rather  pleasing,  and,  in  sentiment,  correspond  with  her  character, 
is  not  easy  to  distinguish  her  pieces  from  others  in  the  miacellan 
and  what  we  give  is  at  a  venture. 

SONNET 

TO    A     LADY    OF    INDTSCREBT    VIKTUB. 

While  you,  fair  Anna,  innocently  gay? 

And  free  and  open,  all  reserve  disdain, 
Wherever  Fancy  leads  securely  stray. 

And  conscious  of  no  ill  can  fear  no  stain,  • 

Let  calm  Discretion  guide  with  steady  rein. 
Let  early  Caution  twitch  your  gentle  ear ; 

She  '11  tell  you  Censure  lays  her  wily  train 
To  blast  those  beauties  which  too  bright  appear. 
Ah  me !  I  see  the  monster  lurking  near, 

I  know  her  haggard  eye  and  pois'nous  tongue ; 
She  scans  your  actions  with  malignant  leer. 

Eager  to  wrest  and  represent  them  wrong ; 
Yet  shall  your  conduct,  circumspect  and  clear, 

Nor  baleful  touch,  nor  fangs  envenomed,  fear. 

(02; 
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Vhix  Delia  slriki^s  tlie  trembling  string, 
tflie  channs  our  lisi'miig  ears; 

Bui  when  she  joins  her  voice  lo  sing, 
She  emulates  the  spheres. 

The  feathered  songsters  round  her  Uuong, 
Anii  catch  tlie  soothing  notes; 

To  imitate  her  matchless  song, 
They  strain  their  litlle  throats. 

The  constant  rooumrul-cooing  doves, 

Altentire  to  her  strain, 
All  mindful  of  iheir  tender  loves, 

By  Ibl'ning  sooth  their  pain. 

Soil  were  the  notes  by  Orpheus  played, 
Which  once  recalle<I  his  bride; 

Bui  bad  he  sung  like  thee,  Fair  maid, 
The  nymph  hnd  scarcely  died. 


ELIZABETH  CARTER. 

HtWWiai  vf  Uie  Rev.  Dr.  Cwler,  wm  bom  at  Deal,  in  1717. 
*  M  known  by  her  elegant  IranaUtion  oT  Epictetus,  whose  « 
""b^  edited,  with  a  prt^&cc  and  notes  displaying  such  e 
Mllni  IS  to  win  her  great  (naise  from  the  learned.  Her  Poemi  on 
^f's'  Oceatien*  were  published  in  176S,  with  commendHtions  Ironi 
l**  Lnllobm  and  Bntli,  She  coutribuled  No».  44  and  1(10  of  the 
■«>ll«T.    She  WIS  never  married,  and  died  at  the  advanced  age  of  89, 


Thk  Solilari-  bird  of  niphl 
Thro'  the  pale  shades  now  wings  his  flight. 
And  quiia  the  time-shook  tower, 
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Where  sheltered  from  the  blaze  of  daj, 
In  philosophic  gloom  he  lay, 
Beneath  his  ivy  bower. 

With  joy  I  hear  the  solemn  sound, 
Which  midnight  echoes  waft  aromid, 

And  sighing  gales  repeat: 
Fav'rite  of  Pallas  I  1  attend, 
And,  faithful  to  thy  summons,  bend 

And  bend  at  Wisdom's  awful  seat. 

She  loves  the  cool,  the  silent  eve. 
Where  no  false  shows  of  life  deceive, 

Beneath  the  lunar  ray : 
Here  Folly  drops  each  vain  disguise, 
Nor  sports  her  gaily-coloured  dyes. 

As  in  the  glare  of  day. 

O  Pallas !  queen  of  ev'ry  art 

"That  glads  the  sense  or  mends  the  heart,'* 

Blest  source  of  purer  joys ; 
In  ev'ry  form  of  beauty  bright. 
That  captivates  the  mental  sight 

With  pleasure  and  surprise; 

To  thy  unspotted  shrine  I  bow. 
Assist  thy  modest  suppliant's  vow. 

That  breathes  no  wild  desires: 
But,  taught  by  thy  unerring  rules 
To  shun  the  fruitless  wish  of  fools. 

To  nobler  views  aspires. 

Not  Fortune's  gem.  Ambition's  plume, 
Nor  Cytherea's  fading  bloom, 

Be  objects  of  my  prayer; 
Let  av'rice,  vanity,  and  pride, 
These  glitt'ring  envied  toys  divide, 

The  dull  rewards  of  care. 
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To  me  tliy  beltn  gifis  impart, 
Eorh  mural  beauty  or  die  bean, 

By  HtuUioiis  thuught  refined : 
Ftir  wealth,  llie  sinileH  of  gbd  coutcDt 
For    pow'r    iw  ampleat,  best  extent, 

An  empire  o'er  my  mind. 

When  Fortune  drops  her  gny  pantde, 
When  Pltaaure'e  Uttutiient  roses  &de, 

Aaii  wither  in  ihe  tomb, 
Unch&nged  is  thy  imniorial  prize, 
Thy  ever-venlani  laurels  rise 

In  undccaying  bloom. 

By  thee  protected,  1  defy 

The  coxcomb's  sneer,  the  stupid  lie 

Of  ignorance  and  spite; 
Alike  rontemn  (he  leaden  fool, 
And  rII  the  pointed  ridicule 

Of  uHdisceming  wit. 
From  envy,  hurry,  noise,  and  slriTe, 
The  dull  imperiinence  of  life, 

In  ihy  retreat  1  rest; 
Pursue  ihee  to  thy  peocernl  groves, 
Where  Plato's  sncred  spirit  roves. 

In  all  thy  gmcea  drest. 

n*  bid  Ilyssus'  tuneful  alream 
Convey  the  philosophic  theme 

Of  perfect,  fair,  and  good : 
Attentive  Athens  caught  the  sound, 
And  all  her  list'ning  sons  around 

In  awful  tilence  stood. 

Reclaimed,  her  wild  liceiiiious  youth 
Confeaa'd  the  potent  voice  of  truth, 
And  fell  iui  just  control  ■ 
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The  passionsf  ceased  their  loud  alannsi 
And  virtue^s  soft  persuasive  charais 
O'er  all  their  senses  stole. 

Thy  breath  inspires  the  poet's  song, 
The  patriot's  free  unbiassed  tongue, 

The  hero's  gen'rous  strife: 
Thine  art  retirement's   silent  joys, 
And  all  the  sweet  endearing  ties 

Of  still,  domestic  life, 

No  more  to  fabled  names  confined 
To  thee,  supreme,  all  perfect  mind. 

My  thoughts  direct  their  flight: 
Wisdom's  thy  gift,  and  all  her  force 
From  thee  derived,  unchanging  source 

Of  intellectual  light! 

O  send  her  sure,  her  steady  ray 
To  regulate  my  doubtful  way, 

Thro'  life's  perplexing  road; 
The  mists  of  error  to  control; 
And  thro'  its  gloom  direct  my  soul 

To  happiness  and  good! 

A    NIGHT     PIECE. 

While  night  in  solemn  shade  invests  the  pole^ 
And  calm  reflection  soothes  the  pensive  soul, 
While  reason  undisturbed  asserts  her  sway. 
And  life's  deceitful  colours  fade  away; 
To  thee!  all-conscious  Presence!  1  devote 
This  peaceful  interval  of  sober  thought: 
Here  all  my  better  faculties  confine; 
And  be  this  hour  of  sacred  silence  thine! 
If,  by  the  day's  illusive  scenes  misled, 
My  erring  soul  from  virtue's  path  has  strayed; 
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Snared  by  example,  or  hy  passion  wanned, 
Some  false  cidight  my  giddy  sense  Uas  clianBed; 
My  calmer  ihougiits  the  wretched  choice  reprove, 
And  my  best  hopes  are  ceniered  in  thy  love. 
Dcpiivf^d  of  this  can  life  one  joy  aSbrd  ? 
Ili  Dlinost  boast  a  min  unmeaning  word. 

But,  ah  t  how  ofi  luy  lawless  passions  rove, 
And  break  ihoec  awful  precepts  I  approve! 
Puraue  the  fatal  impulse  I  abhor, 
And  violate  ilie  virtue  [  adore ! 
Ofi  when  thy  better  Spirit's  ^lardiun  care 
Wtmed  my  fond  soul  to  shun  the  templing  snare. 
My  stubborn  will  hia  gentle  aid  repressed, 
And  checked  the  rising  goodness  in  my  breast ; 
Mad  with  vain  hopes,  or  urged  by  false  desires. 
Stilled  his  soft  voice,  and  qnenched  his  sacred  6re«. 

With  grief  oppressed,  and  prostrate  in  the  dust, 
Shouldst  thou  condemn,  I  own  thy  sentence  just. 
Bot,  oh  !  thy   softer  tides  let  me  claim, 
And  pleail  my  cause  by  Mercy's  gentle  name. 
Mercy!  ilial  wipes  ihe  penitential  tear, 
And  dissipates  the  horrora  of  de^^pair; 
From  righteous  justice  steals  the  vengeful  hour, 
Soflens  tlie  dr«nUful  nttribiile  of  power. 
Disarms  the  wrath  of  an  offended  God, 
And  deals  my  purdon  in  a  Saviour's  blood ! 

All  powerfnl  Grace,  exert  thy  gentle  sway, 
And  tench  my  rebel  passions  to  obey  ; 
Le«t  lurking  Folly,  with  insidious  an, 
Regain  my  volatile  inconstant  heart ! 
Shall  every  high  resolve  Devotion  frames 
Be  only  lifeless  sounds  and  specious  names  ? 
Oh  rRlber^  while  thy  hopes  and  feara  control, 
h  Uitii  atill  hour,  each  motion  of  my  soul, 
fteajtw  its  safely  by  a  sudden  doom, 
And  be  the  soft  reireal  of  sleep  my  tomb! 
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Calm  let  me  slumber  in  that  dark  repose, 
Till  the  last  mora  ita  acient  beam  discltMe: 
Then,  when  ihe  ^reat  orchnn^l's  potent  sound 
Shall  echo  through  creation's  ample  round, 
Waked  from  the  sleep  of  death,  with  joy  survey 
The  opening  eplendours  of  eternal  daj. 
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Let  coward  Guill,  with  pallid  Fear, 

To  shell'ring  caverns  fly, 
And  justly  dread  the  vengeful  fate 

That  thunders  through  the  sky. 

Protected  by  that  hand,  whose  law 
The  threai'ning  storms  obey, 

Intrepid  virtue  smiles  secure, 
Aa  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

In  the  thick  cloud's  tremendous  gloomy 

The  lightning's  lurid  glare, 
It  views  the  same  ali^racious  Power 

That  breathes  the  vernal  air. 

Thro'  Nature's  ever-varying  scene, 

By  dilTerent  ways  pursued, 
The  one  eternal  end  of  Heaven 

Is  universal  good : 

With  like  beneficent  eflect 

O'er  Haming  iiher  glows, 
As  when  it  times  the  hnnet'a  voice, 

Or  blushes  in  the  rose. 

By  reason  ■  taught  to  scorn  those  feare 

That  vulgar  minds  molest, 
Let  no  fantastic  terrors  break 

My  dear  Narcissus'  rest. 
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Tby  life  may  nil  ihe  leiid'resl  care 

Of  Providence  ilefctid ; 
And  delegated  migels  round 

Their  guardian  wings  extend  ! 

WJien  ihro'  creation's  vast  expanse 
The  last  dread  ihundcra  roll, 

Uolune  the  concord  of  ihe  sphere, 
And  sliolie  the  risiag  bouI  ; 

Unmoved  miy'at  tlion  the  final  slorn 

Of  jarring  worlds  survey, 
That  nahers  in  the  gUd  serene 

Of  everlasting  day! 


MRS.    GREVILLE, 

t^'*«K  nmiflen  name  was  Fnniiy  M'Cartiiey),  wife  of  Fulke  Gre- 
"Wp  «uthof  of  MaiimM,  CKaraettri,  tie.,  1731).  wrote,  about  1753,  her 
^ff/ar  ladiffmnct,  which  wna  very  popular,  and  provoked  Bevend 

**'''  tpticd,  the  best  being  by  the  Countess  of  C ,  suppoeed 

'"''Iwbclla.  Counteea  of  Carlisle,  who  died  1793.  Mrs.  Crewe  was 
tWdiBjIiier  of  Mrs.  GMvdle;  and  her  secnnd  son,  Captain  Wdliam 
'^'ti  Graville.  died  at  Dover  in  1837,  aged  87,  from  which  we  Lnfei 
""Wnnrriage  wt«  anlecedeot  to  1749. 


OfT  I've  implored  ihe  gods  in  vain, 

And  ptHyed  till  I've  been  weary; 
For  onc«  I'll  try  my  wish  to  gain 

or  Ob«ron  die  Fairy. 
Sveet  &ify  l>ejng,  wanton  spnie. 

That  lurU'st  in  woods  unseen, 
And  oh  by  Cynthia's  silver  light 

Tripp'at  gaily  o'er  ilie  green  j 
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If  e'er  thy  pitying  hetLrC  waa  moved, 

As  ancient  slonea  leU, 
And  for  ih'  Atheuiim  nmid  who  loved 

Thou  fought'st  a  woadrtiua  spell; 

Oh  deign  once  more  t'  exert  thy  pow'rl 

llaply  some  herb  or  tree, 
Sov'reign  as  juice  of  western  flower, 

Conceals  a  balm  for  me. 

I  ask  no  kind  return  of  love, 
No  tempting  cliarm  to  please ; 

Far  from  tlie  heart  those  gifta  remove 
That  siglis  for  peace  and  ease : 

Nor  peace  nor  ease  the  heart  can  knoir, 

Which,  like  tlie  needle  true, 

Turns  at  the  touch  of  joy  or  woe, 

But,  turning,  trembles  too. 

Far  as  distress  the  soul  can  wound, 

'T  is  pain  m  each  degree : 
Tis  bliss  but  to  a  certain  bound; 

Beyond,  Is  agony. 

Take  then  this  treacherous  sense  of  minSf 
Which  dooms  me  still  to  smart; 

Which  pleasure  can  to  pain  refine, 
To  pains  new  pangs  impart. 

Oh  haste  to  shed  the  sacred  balm  t 
My  shattered  nerves  new  string; 

And  for  my  guest,  sprenely  calm, 
The  nyrapli  InJilForence  bring. 
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At  her  approach,  see  Hope,  see  Fear. 

See  Expectation  fly; 
And  Disappointment  in  the  rear, 

That  blasts  the  promised  joy. 

The  tear  which  pity  taught  to  flow 

The  eye  shall  then  disown; 
The  heart  that  melts  for  others'  woe 

Shall  then  scarce  feel  its  own. 

The  wounds  which  now  each  moment  bleed. 

Each  moment  then  shall  close; 
And  tranquil  days  shall  still  succeed 

To  nights  of  calm  repose. 

0  fairy  elf!  but  grant  me  this, 

This  one  kind  comfort  send; 
And  so  may  never-fading  bliss 

Thy  flowery  paths  attend! 

So  may  the  glow-worm's  glimmering  light 

Thy  tiny  footsteps  lead 
To  some  new  region  of  delight. 

Unknown  to  mortal  tread : 

And  be  thy  acorn  goblet  filled 

With  heaven's  ambrosial  dew; 
From  sweetest,  freshest,  flowers  distilled, 

That  shed  fresh  sweets  for  you! 

And  what  of  life  remains  for  me 

I'll  pass  in  sober  ease; 
Half-pleased,  contented  will  I  be^ 

Content  but  half  to  please 
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Without  preamble,  to  my  friend 
These  hasty  lines  I  'm  bid  to  send, 

Or  give,  if  1  am  able: 
I  dare  not  hesitate  to  say, 
Tho'  I  have  trembled  all  the  day — 

It  looks  so  like  a  fable. 

Last  night's  adventure  is  my  theme ; 
And  should  it  strike  you  as  a  dream, 

Tet  soon  its  high  import 
Must  make  you  own  the  matter  such* 
So  delicate,  it  were  too  much 

To  be  composed  in  sport. 

The  moon  did  shine  serenely  bright, 
And  ev'ry  star  did  deck  the  night, 
,      While  Zephyr  fanned  the  trees; 
No  more  assailed  my  mind's  repose, 
Save  that  yon  stream,  which  murmuring  flows, 
Did  echo  to  the  breeze. 

Enrapt  in  solemn  thoughts  I  sate, 
Revolving  o'er  the  turns  of  fate, 

Yet  void  of  hope  or  fear ; 
When,  lo!  behold  an  airy  throng. 
With  lightest  steps,  and  jocund  song, 

Surprised  my  eye  and  ear. 

A  form  superior 'to  the  rest 
His  little  voice  to  me  addressed. 
And  gently  thus  began : 
^  I  've  heard  strange  things  from  one  of  you. 
Pray  tell  me  if  you  think  'tis  true; 
Explain  it  if  you  can. 
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^  Such  incense  has  perfumed  my  throne ! 
Such  eloquence  my  heart  has  won! 

I  think  I  guess  the  hand: 
I  know  her  wit  and  beauty  too, 
But  why  she  sends  a  prayer  so  new 
I  cannot  understand. 

^  To  light  some  flames,  and  some  revive, 
To  keep  some  others  just  alive, 

Full  oft  I  am  implored; 
But,  with  peculiar  power  to  please, 
To  supplicate  for  nought  .but  ease ! 

Tis  odd,  upon  my  word! 

"Tell  her,  with  fruitless  care  I've  fought; 
And  though  my  realms,  with  wonders  fraiijrht; 

In  remedies  abound,        # 
No  grain  of  cold  indifference 
Was  ever  yet  allied  to  sense 
In  all  my  fairy  round. 

'^The  regions  of  the  sky  I'd  trace, 
I'd  ransack  every  earthly  place, 

Each  leaf,  each  herb,  each  flower, 
To  mitigate  the  pangs  of  fear. 
Dispel  the  clouds  of  black  despair, 

Or  lull  the  restless  hour. 

''I  would  be  generous  as  I'm  just; 
But  I  obey,  as  others  must,* 

Those  laws  which  fate  has  made. 
My  tiny  kingdom  how  defend. 
And  what  might  be  the  horrid  end. 
Should  man  my  state  invade  ? 
7 
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'Tuould   put  your  niiud   into  a  rag^e. 
And  ^^u(•h  unequal  war  to  wage 

Suits  not  my  regal  duty ! 
1  dare  not  change  a  first  decree* 
She  ^8  doomed  to  please,  nor  can  be  free 

Such  is  the  lot  of  Beauty!" 

This  said,  he  darted  o'er  the  plain, 
And  after  followed  all  his  train 

No  glimpse  of  him  I  find : 
But  sure  I  am,  the  little  sprite 
These  words,  before  he  took  his  flight, 

Imprinted  on  my  mind. 
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LADY  ANNE  BARNARD. 

Wb  name  this  lady,  because  she  was  the  writer  of  Auld  Hofnn  Ormf, 
a  ballad  whose  natural  pathos  and  simple  truth  it  is  impossible  not  to 
feel.  She  wrote  it  in  1771,  but,  though  it  soon  acquired  the  popularity 
which  it  will  ever  retain,  the  secret  of  its  authorship  was  not  discovered 
jntil  she  herself  made  it  known  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  fifly  years  after- 
wards. She  caught  the  touching  melody  from  the  lips  of  a  Scotch 
farm-maiden,  who  sang  it,  as  but  too  many  of  the  old  Scotch  airs  were 
set,  to  words  far  too  "  high  kilted"  for  polite  ears.  She  tells  us,  how- 
ever, that  a  shrewd  critic  pronounced  it  not  to  be  a  composition  of  one 
in  humble  life,  from  an  expression  in  the  second  verse: 

"To  mak  the  croun  a  pund;" 

Cot  an  old  Scotch  pound  is  but  twenty  pence !  and  at  that  time  only  the 
higher  classes  spoke  familiarly  of  the  pound  sterling.  Lady  Barnard 
sniit  to  Sir  Walter  two  continuations  of  the  ballad,  but,  as  the  reader 
will  readily  imagine  from  the  completeness  of  the  first  part,  they  could 
not  be  otherwise  than  failures.  She  was  the  daughter  of  the  Earl  ot 
Balcarras,  bom  1750,  married  Sir  Andrew  Barnard,  librarian  to  George 
III.,  in  1793,  and  died  1825. 
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AULD     ROBIN     ORAT. 

When  the  sheep  are  in  the  fauld,  and  the  kye  at  liame, 
And  a'  the  warld  to  sleep  are  gane; 
The  waes  o'  my  heart  fa'  in  showers  frae  my  ee, 
When  my  gudeman  lies  sound  by  me. 

Young  Jamie  loo'd  me  weel,  and  socht  me  for  his  bride ; 
But  saTing  a  croun,  he  had  naething  ebe  beside : 
To  mak  that  croun  a  pund,  young  Jamie  gaed  to  sea ; 
And  the  croun  and  the  pund  were  baith  for  me. 

He  hadna  been  awa'  a  week  but  only  twa, 

VHien  my  mother  she  fell  sick,  and  the  cow  was  stown  awa'; 

My  father  brak  his  arm,  and  young  Jamie  at  the  sea, 

And  auld  Robin  Gray  cam'  a-courtin'  me. 

My  father  couldna  work,  and  my  mother  couldna  spin ; 
I  toiled  day  and  nicht,  but  their  bread  1  couldna  win ; 
Auld  Rob  maintained  them  baith,  and,  wi'  tears  in  his  ee, 
Said,  Jennie,  for  their  sakes,  Oh,  marry  me ! 

My  heart  it  said  nay,  for  1  looked  for  Jamie  back ; 
But  the  wind  it  blew  high,  and  the  ship  it  was  a  wreck  : 
The  ship  it  was  a  wreck  —  why  didna  Jamie  dee  ? 
Or  why  do  I  live  to  say,  Wae  's  me  ? 

My  father  argued  sair :  my  mother  didna  speak ; 
But  she  lookit  in  my  face  till  my  heart  was  like  to  break : 
Sae  they  gied  him  my  hand,  though  my  heart  was  in  he  sea ; 
And  auld  Robin  Gray  was  gudeman  to  me. 

I  hadna  been  a  wife  a  week  but  only  four, 
When,  sifting  sae  mournfully  at  the  door, 
I  saw  my  Jamie's  wraith,  for  1  couldna  think  it  he, 
Till  he  said,  I  '*in  come  back  for  to  marry  thee. 
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Oh,  sail  did  we  greet,  and  muckle  did  we  say ; 
We  took  but  ae  kiss,  and  we  tore  ourselves  away : 
1  wish  1  were  dead !  but  I  'm  no  like  to  dee ; 
And  why  do  I  live  to  say,  Wae  's  me  ? 

T  gang  like  a  ghaist,  and  T  care  na  to  spin ; 
I  dauma  think  on  Jamie,  for  that  wad  be  a  sin ; 
But  1  Ml  do  my  best  a  gude  wife  to  be. 
For  auld  Robin  Gray  is  kind  unta  me. 

We  are  led,  from  quoting  Auld  Robin  Gray^  to  insert  two  deservedly 
fiivourite  songs  to  the  tune  and  in  imitation  of  the  old  Scotch  ballad : 
The  Flowers  of  the  Forest.  The  first  written  on  the  battle  of  CoUo* 
den  by 

MISS  JANE   ELLIOT, 

sister  to  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  of  Minto ;  and  the  second  by  Miss  Alicia 
Rutherford  of  Fermillie,  afterwards 

MRS.  COCKBURN, 

wife  of  Mr.  Patrick  Cockbum,  Advocate,  of  Edinburgh.  She  died  ir 
1794.  The  occasion  of  the  verses  was  the  pecuniary  ruin  of  many  of 
her  firiends  by  some  unfortunate  speculations. 

L 

THE     FLOWERS     OF     THE     FOREST. 

I  'vE  heard  the  lilting  at  our  yowe-milking. 

Lasses  a-lilting  before  the  dawn  of  day ; 
But  now  they  are  moaning  on  ilka  green  loaning  — 

The  Flowers  of  the  Forest  are  a'  wede  away. 

At  buchts,  in  the  morning,  nae  blythe  lads  are  scoming. 

The  lasses  are  lonely,  and  dowie,  and  wae ; 
Nae  daf!in%  nae  gabbin^,  but  sighing  and  sabbing, 

nk  ane  lifts  her  leglen  and  hies  her  away. 
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[■  hum,  at  dw  shenring,  nae  voutbs  now  are  jeering, 
Tile  iMUiilslfra  are  lyart,  ami  rankled,  and  irray ; 

ti  kit,  or  St  pieftching.  nae  wooing,  n&e  (leeching  — 
The  doui«r«  of  the  Formal  are  a'  v/edr  away. 

ill  *'m,  tx  the  gloaming,  nae  swonkies  are  roaming, 
Tteul  Etarka  wi'  the  Ibbs<»  at  bogle  to  play ; 

BiU  illi  ane  eiis  drearie,  lamenting  her  dearie — 
Tbi'  Flowers  or  the  Forest  are  a'  wede  awav- 

Dtlruid  wae  for  the  order,  sent  our  lailit  (o  the  Border! 

Tk  Etigli*h,  for  »nce,  by  guile  wnn  the  day; 
Tht  Tlowen  of  the  ForcsL,  ttiat  fouclit  aye  tlie  foremofti 

Tbe  prime  o'  our  land,  are  eautd  in  the  clay. 

'« hear  nae  mair  lilting  al  our  yowe-milking, 
WotncQ  and  liaims  are  hitortless  and  wae ; 

S^g  and  inoaoing  on  ilka  green  loaning — 
The  Flowers  of  the  Fore|I  are  a'  wede  away 

n. 


I've  seen  the  smiling 

Of  Fortune  beguiling; 
IVr  fell  rfl  its  favours,  and  found  its  decay : 

Sweet  was  its  blessing, 

Kind  its  careasing ; 
Bui  BOW  'tis  fled — fled  &i  away. 

I'Wt.  i(r«n  the  forut 

.Adorned  the  foremost 
ffttti  Howera  of  thi!  fairest  most  plensanl  and  gay ; 

.Sot  bnnnio  was  tlictr  blooming ! 

Thirir  scsnt  the  nir  perfuming  I 
But  now  they  ure  witliered  and  weeded  away. 
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I've  seen  the  morning 

With  gold  the  hills  adorning, 

And  loud  tempest  storming  before  the  mid-day. 
I've  seen  Tweed's  silver  streams, 
Shining  in  the  sunny  beams, 

Grow  drumly  and  dark  as  he  rowed  on  his  way. 

Oh,  fickle  Fortune, 

Why  this  cruel  sporting? 
Oh,  why  still  perplex  us,  poor  sons  of  a  day  ? 

Nae  mair  your  smiles  can  cheer  me, 

Nae  mair  your  frowns  can  fear  me ; 
For  the  Flowers  of  the  Forest  are  a'  wede  away. 


^^^W^^^t^i^k^^^^^M^^VW^^^^'^ 


MRS.  ANNE  HUNTER, 

SuTKR  of  Sir  Everard  Home,  and  widow  of  the  celebrated  anatomiil 
John  Hunter.  She  was  born  in  1742,  and  died  in  1821.  She  enjoyed 
the  intimate  friendship  of  Mrs.  Carter,  and  wrote  delightfully,  especiallj 
songs,  some  of  which  were  set  to  music  by  Haydn :  a  volume  of  her 
verses  was  published  in  1802. 

SONG.  ^ 

The  season  comes  when  first  we  met, 

But  you  return  no  more; 
Why  cannot  I  the  days  forget. 

Which  time  C4in  ne'er  restore? 
O  days  too  sweet,  too  bright  to  last. 
Are  you  indeed  for  ever  past  ? 

The  fleeting  shadows  of  delight. 

In  memory  I  trace; 
In  fancy  stop  their  rapid  flight. 


HUNTER. 


And  all  ihe  pasl  replace: 
Bal,  all !  1  wake  Ui  endless  woes, 
AnJ  tears  the  laiiing  visions  close.' 


O  tanefiti  roiee !  1  ami  deplore 

Thouc  Bccenta  wliich,  though  heard  no  mc 

Still  Tibnite  on  my  heart; 
In  «cho'!t  cave  I  long  lo  dwell, 
Aad  still  would  hear  the  sad  forewell. 

When  wc  were  doomed  to  part. 

Bright  eyes,  O  thnl  the  task  were  mine 
To  gUtttd  the  liquid  tires  that  shine, 

And  nmnil  your  orbits  play ; 
To  watch  them  wiih  a  vestal's  care, 
And  feed  will)  smiles  »  light  so  fair, 

That  it  may  ne'er  decay ! 


Tst  *an  sets  in  night,  and  the  stars  shun  the  day, 
Bui  glory  remains  when  their  lights  fade  away. 
Begin,  you  tonnentors !  your  threats  are  in  vain, 
For  the  son  of  Alknomook  will  never  complain. 

Remember  the  arrows  he  shot  froni  his  bow, 
Remember  your  chiefs  by  his  hatchet  laid  low. 
Why  n>  k)ow  ?     Tlo  ynu  wait  till  I  shrink  from  the  pain  I 
Ho;  ths4hn  of  Alknomook  shall  never  complain. 

RemrnibfT  the  wood  where  in  ambush  we  lay, 
Anil  the  scalps  which  wc  bore  from  your  nation  away. 
Now  the  diinie  rise*  fast ;  yon  exiill  in  my  pain ; 
Bui  the  !..m  of  Alkntniiook  iftn  never  conipluiii. 
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I  go  to  the  land  where  my  father  is  gone, 
His  ghost  shall  rejoice  in  the  fame  of  his  son : 
Death  comes,  like  a  friend,  to  relieve  me  from  pain ; 
And  thy  son,  O  Alknomook !  has  scorned  to  complain. 

THE     LOT    OfVhOUSANDS. 

Whkn  hope  lies  dead  within  the  heart, 
By  secret  sorrow  close  concealed. 

We  shrink  lest  looks  or  words  impart 
What  must  not  be  revealed. 

Tis  hard  to  smile  when  one  would  weep; 

To  speak  when  one  would  silent  be; 
To  wake  when  one  would  wish  to  sleep, 

And  wake  to  agony. 

Yet  such  the  lot  by  thousands  cast 
Who  wander  in  this  world  of  care. 

And  bend  beneath  the  bitter  blast, 
To  save  them  from  despair. 

But  Nature  waits  her  guests  to  greet, 
Where  disappointment  cannot  come; 

And  time  guides  with  unerring  feet 
The  weary  wanderers  home. 


SUSANNA  BLAMIBE, 

A  nwn  of  Cumberland  (1747),  who  resided  some  years  with  her 
■tefi  the  wife  of  CoL  Graham  of  Duchraj  in  Perthshire,  where  she 
^tncted  a  ^reat  fondness  for  the  Scotch  music  and  dialect  Some 
^beraoQgsare  unsurpassed  in  pathos  and  rhythmical  beauty.  She 
^  wrote  in  the  dialect  of  her  native  country.  Miss  Blamire  was 
■^^  mirried,  and  died  in  1794.  Her  poetical  works  were  published, 
^  •  biogriphy  by  Mr.  Patrick  Maxwell,  in  1842. 

WHAT   AILS    THIS    HBART   o'   Mllfl? 

What  ails  this  heart  o'  mine? 

What  ails  this  watery  ee? 
What  gars  me  a'  turn  pale  as  death 

When  I  take  leave  o'  thee? 
When  thou  art  far  awa', 

Thou  'It  dearer  grow  to  me ; 
But  change  o'  place  and  change  o'  folk 

May  gar  thy  fancy  jee. 

When  I  gae  out  at  e'en, 

Or  walk  at  morning  air, 
Ilk  rustling  bush  will  seem  to  say 

I  used  to  meet  thee  there. 
Then  I'll  sit  down  and  cry. 

And  live  aneath  the  tree. 
And  when  a  leaf  fa's  i'  my  lap, 

I'll  ca't  a  word  frae  thee. 

I  '11  hie  me  to  the  bower 

That  thou  wi'  roses  tied, 
And  where  wi'  mony  a  blushing  bud 

I  strove  myself  to  hide. 
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I'll  doat  on  ilka  spot 

Where  I  ha'e  been  wi'  thee; 

And  ca'  to  mind  some  kindly  word 
By  ilka  bum  and  tree. 

THE     SILLER    CROUN. 

And  ye  sail  walk  in  silk  attire. 

And  siller  hae  to  spare, 
Gin  ye '11  consent  to  be  his  bride, 

Nor  think  o'  Donald  mair. 

O  wha  wad  buy  a  silken  goun 
Wi'  a  poor  broken  heart? 

Or  what's  to  me  a  siller  croun 
Gin  frae  my  love  I  part? 

The  mind,  whose  every  wish  is  pure. 

Far  dearer  is  to  me : 
And  ere  I'm  forced  to  break  my  faith, 

I'll  lay  me  down  an'  dee. 

For  I  hae  pledged  my  virgin  troth 
Brave  Donald's  fate  to  share; 

An'  he  has  gi'en  to  me  hks  heart, 
Wi'  a'  its  virtues  rare. 

His  gentle  manners  wan  my  heart, 
He  gralefu'  took  ihe  gift; 

Could  I  but  think  to  seek  it  back, 
It  wad  be  waur  than  theft 

The  longest  life  can  ne'er  repay 
The  love  he  bears  tp  me; 

And  ere  I'm  forced  to  break  my  troth, 
I'll  lay  jne  down  an'  dee. 


Ois  liring  wortli  conlJ  win  niy  hearL, 
Ye  would  line  speak  in  vain ; 

But  in  the  ditrksame  i^ve  il's  laid, 
Never  lo  rise  again. 

My  waefu'  heart  lies  low  wi'  his, 
Whoac  tiran  was  only  niine; 

And  O!  wlint  a  heart  was  that  lo  love! 
Bui  I  maun  na  repine. 

Tet  O!  gin  heaven  in  mercy  soon 
Would  grant  the  boon   I  crave. 

Am]  take  the  life,  now  naething  worth, 
Since  Jamie's  in  the  grave. 

And,  see,  hia^pille  spirit  cornea 

To  speed  me  on  my  way. 
Surprised,  nnc  doubt,  1  still  am  here — 

8«ir  wondering  at  my  aiay. 

1  come,  I  come,  my  Jamie  dearj 
And  O!  wi*  what  good  niU 

I  follow  wheresoe'er  ye  lead ! 
Te  canna  lead  lo  ill. 

— She  said;  and  soon  a  deadly  pale 
Her  faded  cheek  possessed; 

Her  waefu'  heart  forgot  lo  beal, — 
Her  s 


Aom   RaBiit  roxBBs 


And  aold  Robin  Forbes  hes  gien  tern  a  dance, 
I  pal  on  my  ■prckets  lo  are  them  iiw  pnince; 
I  Ihont  n^  the  [!a)-!>  when  ]  was  bitl  lirieen, 
And  ikipp'd  wi^  the  b«'«(  upon  Furbes's  green. 
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or  aw  things  that  is  I  think  thout  is  meast  queer. 
It  brings  that  that's  by-i)ast  and  sets  it  down  here ; 
I  see  Willy  as  plain  as  I  dui  this  bit  leace, 
When  he  tuik  his  cwoat  lappet  and  deeghted  his  face. 

The  lasses  aw  wondered  what  Willy  cud  see 

In  yen  that  was  dark  and  hard  featured  leyke  me ; 

And  they  wondered  ay  mair  when  they  talked  o'  my  wit. 

And  slily  telt  Willy  that  cud'nt  be  it 

But  Willy  he  laughed,  and  he  meade  me  his  weyfe, 

And  whea  was  mair  happy  thro'  aw  his  long  le3rfe  ? 

It 's  e'en  my  great  comfort,  now  Willy  b  geane, 

That  he  oflfen  said — nea  pleace  was  leyke  his  awn  heame! 

I  mind  when  I  carried  my  wark  to  yon  steyle, 

Where  Willy  was  deyken,  the  t|^  to  beguile. 

He  wad  fling  me  a  daisy  to  put  i'  my  breast, 

And  I  hammered  my  noddle  to  mek  out  a  jest 

But  merry  or  grave,  Willy  often  wad  tell 

There  was  none  o'  the  leave  that  was  leyke  my  awn  sel ; 

And  he  spak  what  he  thout,  for  I  'd  hardly  a  plack 

When  we  married,  and  nobbet  ae  gown  to  my  back. 

When  the  clock  had  struck  eight  I  expected  him  heame, 

And  wheyles  went  to  meet  him  as  far  as  Dumleane ; 

Of  aw  hours  it  telt,  eight  was  dearest  to  me, 

But  now  when  it  streykes  there's  a  tear  i'  my  ee. 

O  Willy!  dear  Willy!  it  never  can  be 

That  age,  time,  or  death,  can  divide  thee  and  me ! 

For  that  spot  on  earth  that 's  aye  dearest  to  me^ 

Is  the  turf  that  has  covered  my  Willie  frae  me. 


MBS.   MAEY   ROBINSON, 

Toiogliterirf  ■□  American  sea-ciptain  iiainei  Darby,  waa  born 
Ifrilal,  175^  She  raccived  her  etrly  education  nl  the  echool  liieii 
>iifb  in  thil  city  by  Min  Hannah  More  and  her  auteis.  Her  mar- 
>  fineen.  vilh  Mr.  Robiiuon,  wu  the  occaeion  or  man;  niia- 
■'Imm.  Uia  debta  llirowing  him  inl«  prison,  a  Jitat  penalty  for  his 
*<"M  Mlnia^wicrt.  elie  went  upon  the  stage,  Ibr  which  ehe  had  long 
Mi>  u  uicluulioii,  to  gnia  a.  support.  Her  persiiml  clurnia  and 
kW  (^ncd  fiir  her  a  brilliant  career,  when  the  formed  a  criminal 
IUbu^  «itii  tbc  Prince  of  Wales,  who  soon  abandoned  her.  The 
at  coune  of  her  life  waa  one  of  ahame,  rendered  the  more 
aljr  by  the  exhibitioci  of  mental  powers,  which  would  have 
■hnriBlUeoT  rirtue.  She  died  at  Paris  in  1800.  She  published 
N,  t  ranuiee,  w«enl  smaller  prose  pieces,  and  two  volumes 
■faacfUaneQUB  poems.  Tberc  were  in  her  day  many  admirersof  her 
*i'i^*{l,  thoagh  tliey  have  since  sunk  into  comparative  forgetluluess, 
OljMly.  as  they  are  ml  characterized  by  menl  Bufficient  to  warrant 
Tbe  lulliiwing  apccinten  will  be  lecngnised  as  having  fiir- 
tvo  mmge,  popular  with  the  grandmothen  of  the   present 


BotTNtiina  billow,  cease  thy  molion, 
Beu-  tnc  nut  so  swiftly  o'er; 

Cnae  ihy  roaring,  foaming  ocewi, 
I  will  tempt  thy  nge  no  toore. 

Ah !  within  my  liasom  beating, 
Varying  passions  wildly  reign ; 

Ijocf  witii  pure  reunlmeni  meeting, 
Thr^^  try  turns  with  joy  and  pain. 
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Joy^  that  far  from  foes  I  wander 

Where  their  taunts  can  reach  no  more ; 

Pain^  that  woman's  heart  grows  fonder, 
When  her  dream  of  hliss  is  o'er. 

Love,  hy  fickle  fortune  banished, 
Spumed  by  hope,  indignant  flies: 

Yet  when  love  and  hope  are  vanished, 
Restless  memory  never  dies. 

Far  I  go,  where  fate  may  lead  me, 
Far  across  the  troubled  deep; 

Where  no  stranger's  ear  shall  heed  me. 
Where  no  eye  for  me  shall  weep. 

Proud  has  been  my  fatal  passion. 
Proud  my  injured  heart  shall  be ! 

While  each  thought,  each  inclination) 
Still  shall  prove  me  worthy  thee, 

m 

Not  one  sigh  shall  tell  my  story ; 

Not  one  tear  my  cheek  shall  stain ; 
Silent  grief  shall  be  my  glory, 

Grief  that  stoops  not  to  complain. 

Let  the  bosom  prone  to  ranging, 
Still  by  ranging  seek  a  cure; 

Mine  disdains  the  thought  of  changin 
Proudly  destined  to  endure. 

Tet  ere  far  from  all  I  treasure, 
•  •  •  •  •  ere  I  bid  adieu; 

Ere  my  days  of  pain  and  measure. 
Take  the  song  that's  still  thy 
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Yet  believe  no  servile  passions 
Seek  to  charm  thy  vagrant  mind ; 

Well  I  know  thy  inclinations 
Wavering  as  the  passing  wind. 

I  have  loved  thee,  dearly  loved  thee^ 
Through  an  age  of  worldly  woe; 

How  ungrateful  I  have  proved  thee, 
Let  my  mournful  exile  show. 

Power  and  splendour  could  not  charm  me, 
I  no  joy  in  wealth  could  see; 

Nor  could  threats  nor  fears  alarm  me, 
Save  the  fear  of  losing  thee  ! 

When  the  storms  of  fortune  pressed  thee, 
I  have  wept  to  see  thee  weep; 

When  relentless  cares  disturbed  thee, 
I  have  lulled  those  cares  to  sleep. 

When  with  thee,  what  ills  could  harm  me ! 

Thou  could'st  every  pang  assuage; 
But  when  absent,  what  could  charm  me ! 

Every  moment  seemed  an  age. 

Fare  thee  well !  ungrateful  rover ! 

Welcome  Gallia^s  hostile  shore: 
Now  the  breezes  waft  me  over, 

Now  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 


MRS.  CHARLOTTE  SMITH 

Wab  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Turner  of  Surrey,  and  bom  1749.  She  Icirt 
her  mother  early,  which  misfortune  was  but  poorly  supplied  by  an  ex- 
pensive, though  careless  education.  She  was  extremely  precocioiia, 
displaying  from  childhood  the  talents  which  made  her  afterwards  one 
of  the  more  graceful  ornaments  of  English  literature  towards  the  dose 
of  the  last  century.  On  her  father's  proposing  to  marry  again,  she  was 
induced  by  her  friends  to  accept  the  hand  of  Mr.  Smith,  a  young  West 
India  merchant  of  flattering  fortunes,  which  she  did  at  the  age  of 
15,  her  bridegroom  being  only  21.  Partly  through  extrevagance  and 
commercial  reverses,  Mr.  Smith's  afl^iirs  became  greatly  embarrassed, 
and  he  was  not  only  reduced  to  poverty,  but  so  pursued  by  vexatious 
law  claims,  that  he  was  forced  to  reside  abroad,  after  sufiering  im- 
prisonment, the  wife  sharing  with  affectionate  devotion  her  husband's 
confinement  and  exile.  Her  self-sacrificing  fidelity  was  not  appreciated 
or  returned,  and  in  1777  she  was  compelled  to  separate  from  Mr.  Smith 
and  devote  herself  to  the  support  of  her  children,  as  she  had  for  a  long 
time  supported  him  and  thom  by  her  literary  productions.  She  died  io 
1806.  She  wrote  with  great  facility,  but  at  the  same  time  with  ele- 
gance,  as  her  numerous  productions,  both  in  prose  and  poetry,  show. 
Her  principal  prose  writings  were  novels:  Romance  of  Real  Life] 
Emmeline^  which  she  completed  in  eight  months  and  published  1786: 
the  next  year  Ethelinde,  and  in  1791,  Celestina ;  this  was  followed  b} 
Desmond,  in  which  she  so  much  favoured  the  principles  of  the  French 
revolution  as  to  lose  much  public  credit,  to  regain  which  she  portrayec 
substantial  English  life  in  her  Old  Manor  House.  She  received  the 
praises  of  Cow  per  and  Hayley,  both  of  whom  knew  her,  and,  mon 
recently,  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  who  has  said  of  her :  "  While  we  allovi 
nigh  praise  to  the  swoet  and  sad  effusions  of  her  muse,  we  cannot  admi 
tliat  by  tiicm  alone  she  could  ever  have  risen  to  the  height  of  eminence 
which  we  are  disposed  to  claim  for  her  as  authoress  of  her  prose  narra 
tives." 

Her  poetical  compositions  are  distinguished  by  an  easy  grace.  A  swee 
melancholy,  never  morbid  though  settled,  but  chastened  by  a  hopefu 

•  (88) 
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piety,  dieds  a  touching  chann  over  her  verses.  She  bad  a  keen  per- 
ceptioo  of  natural  beauty,  and  her  descriptions  of  rural  scenery  or  cul- 
tivated gardens  are  ever  true  and  full  of  sentiment  Some  of  her  son- 
nets are  among  the  best  of  the  second  class  in  our  language,  and  a 
vdume  of  them,  we  are  told,  **  passed  through  eleven  editicMis,  besides 
being  translated  into  French  and  Italian.*' 

We  have  given  a  longer  sketch  of  this  interesting  lady  than  of  some 
others,  because  her  writings,  though  marked  with  elegance,  judgment, 
and  natural  beauty,  have  fiillen  into  such  undeserved  neglect,  that  they 
are  rarely  found  except  in  libraries  of  collectors.  The  subjoined  ex« 
tracts  will  justify  our  criticisms. 

SONNETS. 

TO    THE    MOON. 

Que  Elf  of  the  sflver  bow !  by  thy  pale  beam, 

Alone  and  pensive,  I  delight  to  stray, 
And  watch  thy  shadow  trembling  in  .the  stream. 

Or  mark  the  floating  clouds  that  cross  thy  way. 
And  while  I  gaze,  thy  mild  and  placid  light 

Sheds  a  soft  calm  upon  my  troubled  breast ; 
And  oft  I  think,  fair  planet  of  the  night ! 

That  in  thy  orb  the  wretched  may  have  rest ; 
The  sufferers  of  the  earth  perhaps  may  go. 

Released  by  death,  to  thy  benignant  sphere ; 
And  the  sad  children  of  despair  and  woe 

Forget,  in  thee,  their  cup  of  sorrow  here. 
O !  that  1  soon  may  reach  thy  world  serene. 
Poor  wearied  pilgrim  —  in  this  toiling  scene ! 

THE     DEPARTURE     OF     THE     NIGHTINGALE 

Sweet  poet  of  the  woods  —  a  long  adieu ! 

Farewell,  soft  minstrel  of  the  early  year! 
Ah !  H  will  be  long  ere  thou  shalt  sing  anew. 

And  pour  thy  music  on  the  '  night's  dull  ear.' 

Whether  on  spring  thy  wandering  flights  await, 

Or  whether  silent  in  our  groves  you  dwell, 
8* 
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The  pensive  muse  shall  own  thee  for  her  mate, 
And  still  protect  the  song  she  loves  so  well. 

With  cautious  step  the  love-lorn  youth  shall  glide 
Thro'  the  lone  brake  that  shades  thy  mossy  nest, 

And  shepherd  girls  from  eyes  profane  shall  hide 
The  gentle  bird,  who  sings  of  pity  best : 

For  still  thy  voice  shall  soft  affections  move, 

And  still  be  dear  to  sorrow,  and  to  love ! 

THE     CLOSE     OF     SPRING. 


The  garlands  fade  that  Spring  so  lately  jove. 

Each  simple  flower  which  she  had  flBed  in  dew, 
Anemouies,  that  spangled  every  grove. 

The  primrose  wan,  and  hare-bell  mildly  blue. 
No  more  shall  violets  linger  in  the  dell. 

Or  purple  orchis  variegate  the  plain, 
Till  Spring  again  shall  call  forth  every  bell. 

And  dress  with  humid  hands  her  wreaths  again. — 
Ah !  poor  humanity !  so  frail,  so  fair, 

Are  the  fond  visions  of  thy  early  day. 
Till  tyrant  passion  and  corrosive  care 

Bid  all  thy  fairy  colours  fade  away! 
Another  May  new  buds  and  flowers  shall  bring; 
Ah !  why  has  happiness  —  no  second  Spring  ? 

SHOULD  THE  LONE  WANDERER. 

Should  the  lone  wanderer,  fainting  on  his  way. 

Rest  for  a  moment  of  the  sultry  hours. 
And  though  his  path  through  thorns  and  roughness  la^ 

Pluck  the  wild  rose,  or  woodbine's  gadding  flowers ; 
Weaving  gay  wreaths,  beneath  some,  sheltering  tree. 

The  sense  of  sorrow  he  awhile  may  lose ; 
So  have  I  sought  thy  flowers,  fair  Poesy  f 

So  charmed  my  way  with  Friendship  and  the  Muse. 


not  datkrr  uow  grows  life's  unhappy  dav^ 
Dark  wiili  new  rlooJs  of  evil  yei  lo  come ; 

Hsr  pencil  tiickening  Fancy  tlirosve  away, 
An6  weary  hope  rerlinps  upon  (he  luinb ; 

Afwl  poiiiU  my  wishes  to  iliaC  tranquil  shore, 

Where  ibe  pnle  spectre  C&re  pursues  no  more. 


1  u>vB  thpf,  iDoumfuI  sober-suited  night. 

Whim  the  faint  moon,  yet  lingering  iii  her  wane, 
Aod  vnled  in  clouds,  with  pale  uncertain  light 

Hmn^  o'er  the  watere  of  the  restless  main. 
In  Jeep  deprraeron  sunk,  th'  enfeebled  mind 

Will  to  the  deaf,  cold  elements  complain. 

Am]  t^ll  th' embosomed  grief,  however  vain. 
To  ssUen  surgm  and  the  viewless  wind; 
Thou^  nn  repose  on  thy  dark  breast  I  find, 

I  itill  enjoy  thet',  cht^erie»s  as  thou  art; 

For  in  thy  quiet  gloom  ih'  exliausted  heart 
\t  calm,  though  wretched ;  hopeless,  yet  resigned ; 
While  to  the  wind»  and  waves  its  Rorrowe  given. 
May  rtacli — though  lost  on  earth — the  ear  of  Heaven. 


In  this  (utnutiuous  ipherCi  for  thee  unfit, 

How  atliiom  art  ibou  found  —  TmniguiUity ! 

Unlcw  'tis  wlien  with  mild  and  downcnAi  eye 
By  the  low  trtMlles  ibou  deligbt'at  to  sit 
Of  alecping  infant*,  watching  the  soft  breath. 

Awl  bidding  the  sweet  sluniberers  ea.sy  lie, 
Or  ftometimea  hsnging  o'er  the  bed  of  death. 

Where  iJic  poor  languid  aiifferrr  hojics  to  die. 
'   0  beantenus  aixter  of  the  halcyon  pence ! 

I  »ur«  flhall  find  thee  in  that  heavenly  aeeae 
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Where  care  and  an^ish  shall  their  power  resign ; 

Where  hope  alike  and  vain  regret  shall  cease ; 

And  Memory,  lost  in  happiness  serene, 
Repeat  no  more  —  that  misery  has  been  mine ! 

WRITTEN    IN    A     CHURCHTARD. 

Pressed  by  the  Moon,  mute  arbitress  of  tides, 
While  the  loud  equinox  its  power  combines, 
The  sea  no  more  its  swelling  surge  confines, 

But  o'er  the  shrinking  land  sublimely  rides. 

The  wild  blast,  rising  from  the  western  cave. 
Drives  the  huge  billows  from  their  heaving  bed ; 
Tears  from  their  grassy  tombs  the  village  dead, 

And  breaks  the  silent  Sabbath  of  the  grave ! 

With  shells  and  sea- weed  mingled,  on  the  shore, 
Lo !  their  bones  whiten  in  the  frequent  wave ; 
But  vain  to  them  the  winds  and  waters  rave ; 

They  hear  the  warring  elements  no  more : 

While  I  am  doomed,  by  life's  long  storm  opprest, 

To  gaze  with  envy  on  their  gloomy  rest. 

•       ENGLISH     SCENERY. 

(prom   "beachy  head.") 

Haunts  of  my  youth ! 
Scenes  of  fond  day-dreams,  1  behold  ye  yet ! 
Where  't  was  so  pleasant  by  thy  northern  slopes, 
To  climb  the  winding  sheep-path,  aided  oft 
By  scattered  thorns,  whose  spiny  branches  bore 
Small  woolly  tufts,  spoils  of  the  vagrant  lamb. 
There  seeking  shelter  from  the  noon-day  sun : 
And  pleasant,  seated  on  the  short  soft  turf. 
To  look  beneath  upon  the  hollow  way. 
While  heavily  upward  moved  the  labouring  wain. 
And  stalking  slowly  by,  the  sturdy  hind. 
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To  ease  his  panting  team,  stopped  with  a  stone 
The  grating  wheel. 

Advancing  higher  stiU 
The  prospect  widens,  and  the  village  church 
Bftt  little  o'er  the  lowly  roofe  around 
Rears  its  gray  belfry  and  its  simple  vane; 
Those  lowly  roofs  of  thatch  are  half  concealed 
By  the  rude  arms  of  trees,  lovely  in  spring; 
When  on  each  bough  the  rosy  tinctured  bloom 
Sits  thick,  and  promises  autumnal  plenty. 
For  even  those  orchards  round  the  Norman  farms, 
Which,  as  their  owners  marked  the  promised  fruit. 
Console  them,  for  the  vineyards  of  the  south 
Surpass  not  these. 

Where  woods  of  ash  and  beeclif 
And  partial  copses  fringe  the  green  hill  foot. 
The  upland  shepherd  rears  his  modest  home; 
There  wanders  by  a  little  nameless  stream 
That  from  the  hill  wells  forth,  bright  now,  and  clear, 
Or  after  rain  with  chalky  mixture  gray, 
But  still  refreshing  in  its  shallow  course 
The  cottage  garden;  most  for  use  designed. 
Yet  not  of  beauty  destitute.     The  vine 
Mantles  the  little  casement;  yet  the  brier 
Drops  fragrant  dew  among  the  July  flowers; 
And  pansies  rayed,  and  freaked,  and  mottled  pinks, 
Grow  among  balm  and  rosemary  and  rue; 
There  honeysuckles  flaunt,  and  roses  blow 
Almost  uncultured ;  some  with  dark  green  leaves 
Contrast  their  flowers  of  pure  unsullied  white; 
Othera  like  velvet  robes  of  regal  state 
Of  richest  crimson ;  while,  in  thorny  moss 
Enshrined  and  criidled,  the  most  lovely  wear 
The  hues  of  youthful  beauty's  glowing  cheek. 
With  fond  regret  I  recollect  e'en  now 


94  MRS.     CHARLOTTE    SMITH. 

In  spring  and  summer,  what  delight  I  felt 

Among  these  cottage  gardens,  and  how  much 

Such  artless  nosegays,  knotted  with  a  rush 

By  village  housewife  or  her  ruddy  maid, 

Were  welcome  to  me;  soon  and  simply  pleased. 

An  early  worshipper  at  Nature's  shrine, 

I  loved  her  rudest  scenes  —  warrens,  and  heaths, 

And  yellow  commons,  and  birch-shaded  hollows, 

And  hedgerows  bordering  unfrequented  lanes, 

Bowered  with  wild  roses  and  the  clasping  woodbine. 


THE     HOT-HOUSE    ROSE. 

An  early  rose  borne  from  her  genial  bower. 
Met  the  fond  homage  of  admiring  eyes. 
And  while  young  Zephyr  fanned  the  lovely  flower. 
Nature  and  Art  contended  for  the  prize. 

Exulting  Nature  cried,  "  I  made  thee  fair, 
T  was  I  that  nursed  thy  tender  buds  in  dew ; 
I  gave  thee  fragrance  to  perfume  the  air, 
And  stole  from  beauty's  cheek  her  blushing  hue." 

*'  Cease,  goddess,  cease,"  indignant  Art  replied, 
**  And  ere  you  triumph,  know  that,  but  for  me. 

This  beauteous  object  of  our  mutual  pride 

Had  been  no  other  than  a  vulgar  tree. 

"I  snatched  her  from  her  tardy  mother's  arms. 
Where  sun-beams  scorch  and  piercing  tempests  blow , 
On  my  warm  bosom  nursed  her  infant  charms. 
Pruned  the  wild  shoot,  and  trained  the  straggling  bough. 

*'  I  watched  her  tender  buds,  and  from  her  shade 
Drew  each  intruding  weed  with  anxious  care. 
Nor  let  the  curling  blight  her  leaver  invade, 
Nor  worm  nor  noxious  insect  harbour  there. 
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t  beaaiy**  loveliesi  blonm  appears, 
ind  An  from  Fame  bIisU  wiii  tbe  proiniE'd  boon, 
■Vtiilt  waywud  April,  smiling  tliroitgli  hi?r  tears, 
Drtki  bpr  fair  tm»e«  wilh  tlie  wreatlis  of  June. 

'^en,  j«lous  Nature,  yield  tbe  paliii  to  me, 
T"  tot  thy  priJe  its  early  triiunpb  owes; 
Though  ihjf  rude  workmanship  producei!  the  tree-, 
■*m«  Education  fonned  ihe  perfect  Rose." 

ODB    TO    THE    MISSEL    THRtrSH. 

Tbk  winter  solatice  scarce  is  past. 
Loud  is  (he  wind,  and  hoarsely  sounif' 

The  miU-streaiDs  In  the  swelling  blast, 
Ab6  cold  and  humid  is  the  ground: 

When  lo  ihe  iry  ihal  embowora 
Some  pollard  tree,  or  shelt'ring  rock, 
Tbe  troop  of  limid  warblers  flock, 

And  ehudd*ring  wail  for  milder  houn. 

While  thou !  the  leader  of  their  band, 
KearleM  Ealufst  the  opening  year ; 

Nor  slay'sl,  till  blow  ihe  breezes  blond, 
That  bid  llie  tender  leaves  appear ! 
I   Bat  on  some  towVin^  elm  or  pine. 
Waving  elate  lliy  daunlless  wing. 
Thou  joy'si  tby  love-notes  wUd  lo  sing. 

Impatient  of  Si  Valenline! 

Oh,  herald  of  tlic  spring !  while  yet 
No  ban^bi-ll  acents  ihe  woodland  lone, 

Not  Biarwori  fair,  no.  violet. 

Braves  the  bleak  giisl  and  driving  rein : 

Ti*  thine,  as  thmugti  tlie  copses  rude. 
Some  pensive  u-nmlurer  sighs  alurig, 
Ttf  sootiie  him  with  tliy  cheerful  song. 
I  toll  of  Hope  »nd  Ponitude  t 
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For  thee,  then,  may  the  hawthorn  buab. 
The  elder,  and  the  spindle  tree. 

With  all  their  various  berries  blush^ 
And  the  blue  sloe  abound  for  thee  I 

For  thee  the  coral  holly  grow. 
Its  armed  and  glossy  leaves  among, 
And  many  a  branched  oak  be  hung 

With  thy  pellucid  missteltoe. 

Still  may  thy  nest,  with  lichen  lined, 
Be  hidden  from  the  invading  jay : 

Nor  truant  boy  its  covert  find, 
1rt>  bear  thy  callow  young  away : 

So  thou,  precursor  still  of  good, 
O  herald  of  approaching  spring, 
Shalt  to  the  pensive  wanderer  sing 

Thy  song  of  Hope  and  Fortitude! 

THE      NAUTILUS. 

Where  southern  suns  and  winds  prevail* 
And  undulate  the  summer  seas, 

The  Nautilus  expands  his  sail, 

And  scuds  before  the  freshening  breeza 

Oft  is  a  little  squadron  seen 

Of  mimic  ships,  all  rigged  complete ; 

Fancy  might  think  the  fairy  queen 
Was  sailing  with  her  elfin  fleet. 

With  how  much  beauty  is  designed, 
Each  channePd  bark  of  purest  white ! 

With  orient  pearl  each  cabin  lined, 
Varying  with  every  change  of  light 

While  with  his  little  slender  oars, 
His  silken  sail,  and  tapering  mast, 
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Tbv  daanUeas  mariner  expliires 
Ttif  ilaiigere  of  the  waier>-  waste: 

PrepKred,  ithoulil  loinpesis  reiiil  tlie  sky, 
Troin  hunii  hi»  fro^ile  liark  lo  keep, 

fle  futia  Ilia  sail,  liis  oars  iaja  by. 
And  Heeki  his  safely  hi  t>ie  deep : 

Tlirn  safe  ut  oteaii's  slielly  bed. 
He  heart  tl«  Biorra  above  him  roarj 

'Mid  groves  of  coral  glowing  red, 
Or  rocks  o'erhung  with  inadrepore. 

So  let  ns  ctilcli  life's  favouring  gale : 
Bol  if  &Le's  adverse  winds  be  rude, 

Take  calmly  in  ih'  aiiventurous  sail, 
And  Jind  repose  in  solitude. 


Uttle  inmaie,  full  of  mirlli, 

Oiirping  on  my  humble  hearth ; 

Wbereaoe'cr  be  ihine  abode. 

Always  Imrbingcr  of  food. 

Pay  me  for  thy  i 

Willi  a  aung  moal  sofi  and  sweet; 

I  ihou  shall  receivB 
Such  a  sung  as  I  can  give. 

Though  in  voire  and  shajie  lliey  be 

Formed  as  if  akin  to  thee, 

Thou  surpasseKt,  lutppier  far, 

llappirsl  granshoppers  that  are ; 

Their's 

Thine  t 

Unifnpaiml,  and  shrill  and  clev, 

Melody  ilinmghoui  the  year. 
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ANNA                                                   ^^^^^H 

Neither  niglil  nor  dawn  of  day                         ^H 
Puis  a  period  to  thy  by,                                   ^^H 
Then,  insect  I  let  thy  simple  atmg                    ^^H 
Cheer  the  winter  evening  long;                         ^^^| 
While,  secure  from  every  storm,                       ^^^| 
In  my  cottage  stoul  and  warni,                         ^^^| 
Thou  shall  my  merry  minatrel  be                    ^^H 
And  I  delight  to  Bheher  thee.                           ^H 

^^                      ANNA  SEWARD,         ^^^^ 

Thb  dmighler  of  Ihe  Rev.  ThomaB  Se*ard,  of  Erganrf,  Derbyshire, 

poems,  piibliahed  by  Lady  MjIIcf,  of  B&th-Eastoo,  Bnd  nude  up  of  cod- 
tributionaof  her  own,  nnil  friends  who  met  at  lier  house.    She  ttfter*iini» 
printed  Elegiac  Poemt  on  the  death  nf  Major  Andrf,  Captain  Cook, 
\c.\  which,  though  in  »  tumid  and  laboured  style,  htd  considenble 
popularity,  and  won  the  fiivour  of  Dr.  Dtttivin.  who  complimcnled  her 
the   inveotreaB  of   epic    elegy."      In   1782,   she   published   her 

with  Wfdter  Scott,  she  left  him  at  her  death  (in  1^09)  three  volumes 
ofher  poems  for  publication!  but  he  did  not  beaitale  to  condemn  Ihemw 
lillerly  unworthy  ofrepard.     She  wrote  a  life  of  Dr.  Darwin,  in  which 
she  claims  the  first  fifty  lines  of  his  -Botnnic  Gardens"  &»  her  own. 

as  the  beat  specimen  of  her  mlenlM. 

TUB     AN.VI  VBRSART.                                     ^^^1 

Ah,  lovely  LichUcId!  that  so  long  hast  shone                ^^H 
^^^^^1      1q  blended  charms  peculiarly  thine  own;                          ^^^| 
^^^^^H   Stately,  yet  rural;  ihrougti  thy  choral  day,                      ^^^| 
^^^^^^^, Though  ehady,  cheerful,  and  though  quiet,  g«y;              ^^H 
^^^^H  How  interesting,  how  loved,  Crom  year  to  year,              ^^| 
^^^^^^B  How  more  thui  beauteous  did  thy  scenes  appear!           ^^H 

*iD  «  ihf  mill)  Spring  rlianpd  ihe  wiiiuy  (ilmiii 
''""I'dl  lirr  Icavrs,  aud  w«kp(l  her  ricfi  perfum 
Tn™i.  »ilh  ihy  liclils  anil  groves  aromid  tliBi;  aj 
UIi'h,  in  (inlwacnttl  gmce,  lliy  spiry  tiead ; 
Bui  inuiy  «  |ot«!  iiihabiuinl  of  lliine 
S(f(i»  wlifre  ou  Tcrnul  sun  will  ever  sliine. 

'%  8«1  ire  «U  so  Disl,  ye  happy  hours, 
•"W  *w  Honora's'  eve*  oilom  ihese  bowers? 
^"«  itiling  bowers,  ihal  much  she  li>ved  in  li 
""I'  tpinn  she  railed  '  the   Laities  of  the  Vale  f 
ftifBi  »nd  hcatf — Oh!  ran   1  eVr  forE;«l 

ihy  ilfu  kindness  my  elttniul  dc)it 


U^ 


npening  paths  how  tenderly  it  s 


>olhed, 


^  F^  ii  heighieiietl,  unci  the  puins'  it  soothed  ? 

^^  ool  my  hedrt  its  sacred  nioiuury  bears, 

~'%l»  "mid  tile  shadows  of  o'erwhelming  yean; 

••nen  misti  of  depriration  round  me  roll, 

••  Ihr  snfi  Hiiiibciim  of  my  rlmidcd  soul. 

Ah.  drrar  Ilnnorn  !  thai  rciiieiiiliereil   ilny, 

''*(  un  tlicisr  eyes  when  shone  thy  fnrly  my! 
~*^ne  ojer  my  head  Iwiuu  seven  guy  sprinffs  had  e':>ne, 
?^e  live  o'er  thy  uncoBscious  childliood  down. 
*7''*"'  !•''  *»  tlieir  youiig  flowers,  tliy  infant  frama 
"u  onr  giail  walls  a  happy  inmate  rame. 
**  nunmcr  morning  of  unrivalled  light ! 
^we  wrapt  thy  rising  in  propheiii:  while '. 

ttoe.  the  bright  mouth,  when   nature  joys   to   wear 
The  litetj-  of  the  gay,  coDsuintnate  year, 
Oavf  tJiat  envermilcd  ilayspring  all  hir  powers. 
OeiBinnl  thr  light  leaves,  and  glowetl  upon  the  flowers; 
Elade  hrr  plumed  nations  bait  the  rosy  ray 
With  wariiled  orisons  from  every  epmy- 

B  <a>)aet  of  MnjOr  AmliA't  iiiiBchni(-nl,  «ftnrw"ri 
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Purpurea!  Tenipe,  not  to  thee  belong 

More  poignant  iragrance  or  more  jocund  song. 

Thrice  happy  day!  thy  clear  auspicious  light 
Gave  *  future  years  a  tincture  of  thy  white;' 
Well  may  her  strains  thy  votive  hymn  decree. 
Whose  sweetest  pleasures  found  their  source  in  thee; 
The  purest,  best  that  memory  explores, 
Safe  in  the  past's  inviolable  stores. 
The  ardent  progress  of  thy  shining  hours 
Beheld  me  rove  through  Lichfield's  verdant  bowers, 
Thoughtless  and  gay,  and  volatile  and  vain. 
Circled  by  nymphs  and  youths,  a  frolic  train; 
Though  conscious  that  a  little  orphan  child 
Had  to  my  parents'  guidance,  kind  and  mild. 
Recent  been  summoned,  when  disease  and  death 
Shed  dark  stagnation  o'er  her  mother's  breath. 
While  eight  sweet  infants'  wailful  cries  deplore 
What  not  the  tears  of  innocence  restore; 
And  while  the  husband  mourned  his  widowed  doom. 
And  hung  despondent  oVr  the  closing  tomb. 
To  us  this  loveliest  scion  he  consigned  . 

Its  beauty  blossoming,  its  opening  mind. 
His  heartfelt  loss  had  drawn  my  April  tears, 
But  childish,  womanish,  ambiguous  years 
Find  all  their  griefs  as  vanishing  as  keen; 
Youth's  rising  sun  soon  gilds  the  showery  scene. 

On  the  expected  trust  no  thought  I  bent. 
Unknown  the  day,  unheeded  the  event. 
One  sister  dear,  from  spleen,  from  falsehood  free, 
Rose  to  the  verge  of  womanhood  with  me; 
Gloomed  by  no  envy,  by  no  discord  jarred. 
Our  pleasures  blended,  and  our  studies  shared; 
And  when  with  day  and  waking  thoughts  they  cloee-l. 
On  the  same  couch  our  agile  limbs  reposed. 

Amply  in  friendship  by  her  virtues  blest, 
I  gave  to  youthful  gaiety  the  rest; 
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Considering  not  how  near  the  period  drew, 
f^en  that  transplanted  branch  should  meet  our  view, 
Whose  intellectual  fruits  were  doomed  to  rise, 
Food  of  the  future's  heart-expanding  joys ; 
fiom  to  console  me  when,  by  Fate  severe, 
T*he  much-beloved*  should  press  a  timeless  bier, 
Hf  7  friend,  my  sister,  from  my  arms  be  torn, 
Sickening  and  sinking  on  her  bridal  morn; 
^VThile  Hymen,  speeding  from  this  mournful  dome, 
Should  drop  his  darkened  torch  upon  her  tomb. 

^was  eve;  the  sun  in  setting  glory  drest, 
Spread  his  gold  skirts  along  the  crimson  west; 
A  Sunday's  eve!     Honora,  bringing  thee. 
Friendship's  soft  Sabbath  long  it  rose  to  me, 
When  on  the  wing  of  circling  seasons  borne, 
Annual  I  hailed  its  consecrated  mom. 

In  the  kind  interchange  of  mutual  thought, 
Our  home  myself,  and  gentle  sister  sought; 
Our  pleasant  home,'}'  round  which  the  ascending  gale 
Breathes  all  the  freshness  of  the  sloping  vale; 
On  her  green  verge  the  spacious  walls  arise. 
View  her  fair  fields,  and  catch  her  balmy  sighs; 
See  her  near  hills  the  bounded  prospect  close. 
And  her  blue  lake  in  glassy  breadth  repose. 

With  arms  entwined,  and  smiling  as  we  talked, 
To  the  maternal  room  we  careless  walked, 
Where  sat  its  honoured  mistress,  and  with  smile 
Of  love  indulgent,  from  a  floral  pile 
The  gayest  glory  of  the  summer  bower 
Culled  for  the  new-arrived — the  human  flower, 
A  lovely  infant-girl,  who  pensive  stood 
Close  to  her  knees,  and  charmed  us  as  we  viewed. 


•Miss  Sarah  Seward,  who  died  in  her  nineteenth  year,  and  on  the  eve 
of  marriage, 
f  The  bishop's  palace  at  Lichfield 
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O  !  liast  tliou  marked   ilu^  siininier's  luidded   rose, 
When  'mid  the  veiling  moss  its  crimson  glows  ? 
So  bloomed  the  beauty  of  that  fairy  form, 
So  her  dark  locks,  with  golden  tinges  warm, 
Played  round  the  timid  curve  of  that  white  neck, 
And  sweetly  shaded  half  her  blushing  cheek. 
O !  hast  thou  seen  the  star  of  eve  on  high, 
Through  the  soil  dusk  of  summer^s  balmy  sky 
Shed  its  green  light,*  and  in  the  glassy  stream 
Eye  the  mild  reflex  of  its  trembling  beam? 
So  looked  on  us  with  tender,  bashful  gaze, 
The  destined  charmer  of  our  youthful  days; 
Whose  soul  its  native  elevation  joined 
To  the  gay  wildness  of  the  infant  mind; 
Esteem  and  sacred  confidence  impressed, 
While  our  fond  arms  the  beauteous  child  caressed. 


MRS.  TIGHE 

Was  the  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Blackford,  county  of  Wicklow, 
Ireland,  born  in  1773,  and  died  in  1810.  Her  history  is  little  known, 
no  authentic  biography  of  her  having  been  published  ;  but  the  inference 
from  her  writings  is  that  her  life  was  one  of  affliction,  she  being  the 
victim  of  disease.  Her  prin  ''i^il  work  is  an  extremely  elegant  poem, 
«  Psyche/*  in  six  cantos  of  Spenseri  ni  measure.  It  is  a  beautiful  alle- 
gory, founded  on  the  fable  of  Apulcius,  describing  the  history  of  passion- 
ate Love  and  the  Soul ;  though  it  is  but  justice  to  say,  that  much  of  the 
allegory  is  her  own,  and  that  she  has  taken  nothing  amounting  to 
plagiarism  from  the  modern  imitations  of  the  Latin  philosopher.  Her 
imagination  is  warm,  and  her  descriptions  oflen  voluptuous,  though  al 
ways  refined.     Perhaps  she  has  been  somewhat  diffuse ;  but,  taking  her 

"^Tbe  lustre  of  the  brightest  of  the  stars  (.«nys  Miss  Seward,  in  a  note 
on  ho:  ninety-iliird  sonnet)  always  appeared  to  me  of  a  green  hue;  and 
they  are  so  described  by  Ossian 


HE. 


103 


i>a(« 


Ij^rfH  m  not  equdled  in  clnBsicnl  ele^nce  by  an;  English 
||llMexcellnl  (m  Ilut  particulHr)  by  any  maJe  Engliah  poeL 
■  nru  qitalily  tur  a  pueLeas  of  nol  sparing  llie  pumire-nlnne, 

&b(ing  aealulotuly  polidied  U  the  highest  degree.     She  shows 


Hitting  olMolete  wunls,  the  at)ectation  of  wliich 


■  l^aeDlJf  disfigurex  iiniintuinfi  uf  the  great  nuuiler  of  English  ftlle- 
PT-  llvr  iDtnor  pieces  are  far  interior  to  her  miio  'Vtrk,  though 
P*mAi1.  bat  pervailed  by  m  painful,  often  religionlcss,  despoodency. 
''■if  MnTighe  thst  Moure  writes  ia  hia  toucbtogKiiig: 

-  t  UK  ttay  Ibrm  m  ^outhnU  prioie.'' 


"•Un  in  B  clood  unseen  by  mortal  eye, 
He  fought  the  charabtT  of  ilie  royal  maid, 
•^•rt,  lulled  hy  careleiw  soft  security, 
^  the  iRipeiiiling  niiachief  nought  afraiti, 
"fKin  her  purple  coach  was  P»yrhe  laid, 
nrr  nutianl  eyes  a  downy  aiumher  sealed; 
"•     li|ht  tmnsporent  veil  alone  umiyed, 
"•^fbusom's  opeiimg  rharins  were  half  reiealed, 
■^liite  the  lucid  folils  her  polished  limbs  concealed. 

^     pltcid  smile  plnys  o'er  ench  roseate  lip, 
^^w  MTeml  lips  I  while  thus  your  pearls  disclose, 
,*^ftm  riumbehn^  llius  uneonsrious  she  may  sip 
,^^1*  cruel  presage  of  her  future  woes  ? 
'^^ih-,  as  fall  the  dews  upon  the  rose, 
'-^prtn  the  coml  gnlcs  of  ihnt  sweet  c('tl 
*1i»  filial  dru|>a  he  pours;  nor  yet  he  knows, 
^ur,  tliDugh  a  God,  can  lie  prp!wj;iiig  tell 
^  br  tununlf  sludl  luoum  the  ills  of  ihat  sad  spell ! 

^nr  yet  coaltrnU  he  from  his  quiver  drew, 
i^arpenei]  with  xklll  divine,  a  shining  dan: 
Va  i»«*d  had  he  for  bow,  sinre  tliiis  too  tnie 
lib  hand  migiht  wnniid  her  nll-exposed  hrart , 
Tci  hn-  lair  side  hf  touched  with  gentlest  art. 
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And  half  relenting  on  her  beauties  gased ; 
Just  tiien  awaking  witii  a  sudden  start 
Her  opening  eye  in  humid  lustre  blazed, 
Unseen  he  still  remained,  enchanted  and  amazed. 

The  dart  which  in  his  hand  now  trembling  stood^ 
As  o'er  the  couch  he  bent  with  ravished  ejOf 
Drew  with  its  daring  point  celestial  blood 
From  his  smooth  neck's  unblemished  ivory: 
Heedless  of  this,  but  with  a  pitying  sigh 
The  evil  done  now  anxious  to  repair. 
He  shed  in  haste  the  balmy  drops  of  joy 
O'er  all  the  silky  ringlets  of  her  hair; 
Then  stretched  his  plumes  divine,  and  breathed  celestial  atr. 

Unhappy  Psyche!  soon  the  latent  wound 

The  fading  roses  of  her  cheek  confess, 

Her  eyes' bright  beams,  in  swimming  sorrows  drowned. 

Sparkle  no  more  with  life  and  happiness. 

Her  parent's  fond  exulting  heart  to  bless; 

She  shuns  adoring  crowds,  and  seeks  to  hide 

The  pining  sorrows  which  her  soul  oppress, 

Till  to  her  mother's  tears  no  more  denied. 

The  secret  grief  she  owns,  for  which  she  lingering  sighed. 

• 
A  dream  of  mingled  terror  and  delight 
Still  heavy  hangs  upon  her  troubled  soul. 
An  angry  form  still  swims  before  her  sight. 
And  still  the  vengeful  thunders  seem  to  roll ; 
Still  crushed  to  earth  she  feels  the  stem  control 
Of  Venus  unrelenting,  unappeased : 
The  dream  returns,  she  feels  the  fancied  dole ; 
Once  more  the  furies  on  her  heart  have  seized, 

But  still  she  views  the  youth  who  all  her  sufferings  eased. 
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Of  wonderons  beauty  did  the  vision  seem, 
Ajid  in  the  freshest  prime  of  youthful  years ; 
Such  at  the  close  of  her  distressful  dream 
A  graceful  champion  to  her  eyes  appears ; 
Ber  loTed  deliverer  from  her  foes  and  fears 
She  seems  in  grateful  transport  still  to  press ; 
Stil.  his  soft  voice  sounds  in  her  ravished  ears ; 
X)i8solved  in  fondest  tears  of  tenderness, 
form  she  oft  invokes  her  waking  eyes  to  bless. 

^or  was  it  quite  a  dream,  for  as  she  woke, 
lire  heavenly  mists  concealed  him  from  her  eye. 
One  sudden  transitory  view  she  took 
Of  Love's  most  radiant  bright  divinity ; 
From  the  fair  image  never  can  she  fiy. 
As  still  consumed  with  vain  desire  she  pines ; 
While  her  fond  parents  heave  the  anxious  sigh. 
And  to  avert  her  fate  seek  holv  shrines 
e  threatened  ills  to  learn  by  auguries  and  signs. 

PALACE     OF     LOVE. 

Increasing  wonder  filled  her  ravished  soul, 
For  now  the  pompous  portals  opened  wide. 
There,  pausing  oft,  with  timid  foot  she  stole 
Through  halls  high  domed,  enriched  with  sculptured  pride, 
While  gay  saloons  appeared  on  either  side 
In  splendid  vista  opening  to  her  sight; 
And  all  with  precious  gems  so  beautified. 
And  furnished  with  such  exquisite  delight. 
That  scarce  the  beams  of  heaven  emit  such  lustre  bright 

The  amethyst  was  there  of  violet  hue, 
And  there  the  topaz  shed  its  golden  ray. 
The  chr^'soberyl,  and  the  sapphire  blue 
As  the  clear  azure  of  a  sunny  day. 
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Or  the  mild  eyes  where  amorous  glances  play ; 
The  snow-white  jasper,  and  the  opal's  flame, 
The  blushing  ruby,  and  the  agate  gray. 
And  there  the  gem  which  bears  his  luckless  name 
Whose  death  by  Phoebus  mourned  ensured  him  deatlileas 

There  the  green  emerald,  there  cornelians  glow, 
And  rich  carbuncles  pour  eternal  light, 
With  all  that  India  and  Peru  can  show. 
Or  Labrador  can  give  so  flaming  bright 
To  the  charmed  mariner's  half  dazzled  sight : 
The  coral  paved  baths  with  diamonds  blaze : 
And  all  that  can  the  female  heart  delight 
Of  fair  attire,  the  last  recess  displays. 
And  all  that  Luxury  can  ask,  her  eye  surveys. 

Now  through  the  hall  melodious  music  stole, 
And  self-prepared  the  splendid  banquet  stands, 
Self-poured  the  nectar  sparkles  in  the  bowl. 
The  lute  and  viol  touched  by  unseen  hands 
Aid  the  soft  voices  of  the  choral  bands; 
O'er  the  full  board  a  brighter  lustre  beams 
Than  Persia's  monarch  at  his  feast  commands : 
For  sweet  refreshment  all  inviting  seems 
To  taste  celestial  food,  and  pure  ambrosial  streams. 

Bui  when  meek  Eve  hung  out  her  dewy  star. 
And  gently  veiled  with  gradual  hand  the  sky, 
Lo!  the  bright  folding  doors  retiring  far. 
Display  to  Psyche's  captivated  eye 
All  that  voluptuous  ease  could  e'er  supply 
To  soothe  the  spirits  in  serene  repose: 
Beneath  the  velvet's  purple  canopy 
Divinely  formed  a  downy  couch  arose. 
While  alabaster  lamps  a  milky  light  disclose. 
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Once  more  she  hears  the  h3nneneal  strain ; 
Far  other  voices  now  attune  the  lay; 
The  swelling  sounds  approach,  awhile  remain, 
And  then  retiring  faint  dissolved  away : 
The  expiring  lamps  emit  a  feebler  ray, 
And  soon  in  fragrant  death  extinguished  lie : 
Then  viigin  terrors  Psyche's  soul  dismay, 
When  through  the  obscuring  gloom  she  nought  can  spy, 
But  softly  rustling  sounds  declare  some  Being  nigh. 

Oh,  you  for  whom  I  write !  whose  hearts  can  melt 
At  the  soft  thrilling  voice  whose  power  you  prove, 
Tou  know  what  charm,  unutterably  felt. 
Attends  the  unexpected  voice  of  Love : 
Above  the  lyre,  the  lute's  soft  notes  above, 
With  sweet  enchantment  to  the  soul  it  steals 
And  bears  it  to  Elysium's  happy  grove; 
You  best  can  tell  the  rapture  Psyche  feels 
^^Then  Love's  ambrosial  lip  the  vows  of  Hymen  seals. 

PSYCHE*S     DISCOVERT    OF     LOVE. 

And  now,  with  softest  whispers  of  delight, 
Love  welcomes  Psyche  still  more  fondly  dear ; 
Not  unobserved,  though  hid  in  deepest  night. 
The  silent  anguish  of  her  secret  fear. 
He  thinks  that  tenderness  excites  the  tear 
By  the  late  image  of  her  jparent's  grief, 
And  half  offended  seeks  in  vain  to  cheer. 
Yet,  while  he  speaks,  her  sorrows  feel  relief, 
Too  soon  more  keen  to  sting  from  this  suspension  brief! 

Allowed  to  settle  on  celestial  eyes 
Soft  Sleep  exulting  now  exerts  his  sway, 
From  Psyche's  anxious  pillow  gladly  flies 
To  veil  those  orbs,  whose  pure  and  lambent  ray 
The  powers  of  heaven  submissively  obey. 


108  MRS.    TI6HE. 

Trembling  and  breathless  then  she  sofUy 
And  seized  the  lamp,  where  it  obscurely  lay, 
With  hand  too  rashly  daring  to  disclose 
The  sacred  veil  which  hung  mysterious  o^er  her 

Twice,  as  with  agitated  step  she  went, 
The  lamp  expiring  shone  with  doubtful  gleam, 
As  though  it  warned  her  from  her  rash  intent : 
And  twice  she  paused,  and  on  its  trembling  beam 
Gazed  with  suspended  breath,  while  voices  seem 
With  murmuring  sound  along  the  roof  to  sigh ; 
As  one  just  waking  from  a  troublous  dream. 
With  palpitating  heart  and  straining  eye. 
Still  fixed  with  fear  remains,  still  thinks  the  danger  nigii. 

Oh,  daring  Muse !  wilt  thou  indeed  essay 
To  paint  the  wonders  which  that  lamp  could  show  ? 
And  canst  thou  hope  in  living  words  to  say 
The  dazzling  glories  of  that  heavenly  view  ? 
Ah !  well  I  ween,  that  if  with  pencil  true 
That  splendid  vision  could  be  well  exprest, 
The  fearful  awe  imprudent  Psyche  knew 
Would  seize  with  rapture  every  wondering  breast. 
When  Love's  all  potent  charms  divinely  stood  confest. 

All  imperceptible  to  human  touch, 
His  wings  display  celestial  essence  light. 
The  clear  effulgence  of  the  b]aze  is  such, 
The  brilliant  plumage  shines  so  heavenly  bright 
That  mortal  eyes  turn  dazzled  from  the  sight ; 
A  youth  he  seems  in  manhood's  freshest  years ; 
Round  his  fair  neck,  as  clinging  with  delight. 
Each  golden  curl  resplendently  appears. 
Or  shades  his  darker  brow,  which  grace  majestic  wears. 

Or  o'er  his  guileless  front  the  ringlets  bright 
Their  rays  of  sunny  lustre  seem  to  throw, 
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That  front  than  polished  ivory  more  white ! 
His  blooming  cheeks  with  deeper  blushes  glow 
Than  roses  scattered  o'er  a  bed  of  snow : 
While  on  bis  lips,  distilled  in  balmy  dews, 
(Those  lip6  divine  that  even  in  silence  know 
The  heart  to  touch)  persuasion  to  infuse 
Still  hangs  a  rosy  charm  that  never  vainly  sues. 

The  fxiendly  curtain  of  indulgent  sleep 
Disclosed  not  yet  his  eyes'  resistless  sway, 
But  from  their  silky  veil  there  seemed  to  peep 
Some  brilliant  glances  with  a  softened  ray, 
Which  o'er  his  features  exquisitely  play, 
And  all  his  polished  limbs  sufiuse  with  light. 
Thus  through  some  narrow  space  the  azure  day 
Sudden  its  cheerful  rays  diffusing  bright, 
Wide  darts  its  lucid  beams,  to  gild  the  brow  of  night 

His  fatal  arrows  and  celestial  bow 
Beside  the  couch  were  negligently  thrown, 
Nor  needs  the  god  his  dazzling  arms,  to  show 
His  glorious  birth,  such  beauty,  round  him  shone 
As  sure  could  spring  from  Beauty's  self  alone , 
The  gloom  which  glowed  o'er  all  of  soft  desire. 
Could  well  proclaim  him  Beauty's  cherished  son ; 
And  Beauty's  self  will  oft  these  charms  admire, 
And  steal  his  witching  smile,  his  glance's  living  fire. 

Speechless  with  awe,  in  transport  strangely  lost 

Long  Psyche  stood  with  fixed  adoring  eye ; 

Her  limbs  immoveable,  her  senses  tost 

Between  amazement,  fear,  and  ecstasy, 

She  hangs  enamoured  o'er  the  Deity. 

Till  from  her  trembling  hand  extinguished  falls 

The  fatal  lamp — He  starts — and  suddenly 

Tremendous  thunders  echo  through  the  halls, 

While  ruin's  hideous  crash  bursts  o'er  the  affrighted  walla. 
10 
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JEALOUSY. 

Her  spirits  die,  she  breathes  polluted  air, 
And  vaporous  visions  swim  before  her  sight: 
His  magic  skill  the  sorcerer  bids  her  share, 
'And  lo !  as  in  a  glass,  she  sees  her  knight 
In  bower  remembered  well,  the  bower  of  loose  Delight 

But  oh !  what  words  her  feelings  can  impart ! 
Feelings  to  hateful  envy  near  allied! 
While  on  her  knight  her  anxious  glances  dart : 
His  plumed  helmet,  lo !  he  lays  aside ; 
His  face  with  torturing  agony  she  spied. 
Yet  cannot  from  the  sight  her  eyes  remove ; 
No  morial  knight  she  sees  had  aid  supplied, 
No  mortal  knight  in  her  defence  had  strove ; 
^T  was  Love !  't  was  Love  himself,  her  own  adored  Love. 

Poured  in  soft  dalliance  at  a  lady's  feet. 
In  fondest  rapture  he  appeared  to  lie. 
While  her  fair  neck  with  inclination  sweet 
Bent  o'er  his  graceful  form  her  melting  eye. 
Which  his  looked  up  to  meet  in  ecstasy. 
Their  words  she  heard  not ;  words  had  ne'er  exprest, 
What  well  her  sickening  fancy  could  supply. 
All  that  their  silent  eloquence  confest. 
As  breathed  the  sigli  of  fire  from  each  impassioned  breast 

While  thus  she  gazed,  her  quivering  lips  turn  pale ; 
Contending  passions  rage  within  her  breast. 
Nor  ever  had  she  known  such  bitter  bale. 
Or  felt  by  such  fierce  agony  opprest 
Oft  had  her  gentle  heart  been  sore  distrest, 
But  meekness  ever  has  a  lenient  power 
From  anguish  half  his  keenest  darts  to  wrest ; 
Meekness  for  her  had  softened  sorrow's  hour, 
Those  furious  fiends  subdued  which  boisterous  souls  devou 
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For  there  are  lieart.s  that,  like  some  sheltered  lake, 
Ne'er  swell  with  rage,  nor  foam  with  violence; 
Though  its  sweet  placid  calm  the  tempests  shake, 
Yet  will  it  ne'er  with  furious  impotence 
Dash  its  rude  waves  against  the  rocky  fence, 
Wliich  nature  placed  the  limits  of  its  reign : 
Thrice  blest  ?  who  feel  the  peace  which  flows  from  hence. 
Whom  meek-eyed  gentleness  can  thus  restrain ; 
Whate'er  the  storms  of  fate,  with  her  let  none  complain ! 

THE     POWER    OF     LOVE     TO    BLESS. 

When  pleasure  sparkles  in  the  cup  of  youth, 
And  the  gay  hours  on  downy  wing  advance, 
Oh !  then  H  is  sweet  to  hear  the  lip  of  truth 
Breathe  the  soR  vows  of  love,  sweet  to  entrance 
The  raptured  soul  by  intermingling  glance 
Of  mutual  bliss ;  sweet  amid  roseate  bowers. 
Led  by  the  hand  of  Love,  to  weave  the  dance, 
Or  wimolested  crop  life's  fairy  flowers. 
Or  bask  in  joy's  bright  sun  through  calm  unclouded  houm 

Tet  they,  who  light  of  heart  in  may-day  pride 
Meet  love  with  smiles  and  gaily  amorous  song, 
(Though  he  their  softest  pleasures  may  provide, 
Even  then  when  pleasures  in  full  concert  throng) 
They  cannot  know  with  what  enchantment  strong 
He  steals  upon  the  tender  suflering  soul, 
What  gently  soothing  charms  to  him  belong, 
How  melting  sorrow  owns  his  soft  control, 
Subsiding  passions  hushed  in  milder  waves  to  roll. 

When  vexed  by  cares  and  harassed  by  distress. 
The  storms  of  fortune  chill  thy  soul  with  dread, 
Let  Love,  consoling  Love !  still  sweetly  bless, 
And  his  aasuasive  balm  benignly  shed : 


112  MRS.    TI6HE. 

His  downy  plumage  o^er  thy  pillow  spread 
Shall  lull  thy  weeping  sorrows  to  repose ; 
To  Love  the  tender  heart  hath  ever  fled, 
As  on  its  mother's  breast  the  infant  throws 
Its  sobbing  face,  and  there  in  sleep  foigets  its 


Oh  I  fondly  cherish  then  the  lovely  plant. 
Which  lenient  Heaven  hath  given  thy  pains  to  ease ; 
Its  lustre  shall  thy  summer  hours  enchant, 
And  load  with  fragrance  every  prosperous  breeze, 
And  when  rude  winter  shall  thy  roses  seize, 
When  nought  through  all  thy  bowers  but  thorns  remaii 
This  still  with  undeciduous  charms  shall  please, 
Screen  from  the  blast  and  shelter  from  the  rain. 
And  still  with  verdure  cheer  the  desolated  plain. 

Through  the  hard  season  Love  with  plaintive  note 
Like  the  kind  red-breast  tenderly  shall  sing, 
Which  swells  mid  dreary  snows  its  tuneful  throat. 
Brushing  the  cold  dews  from  its  shivering  wing. 
With  cheerful  promise  of  returning  spring 
To  the  mute  tenants  of  the  leafless  grove. 
Guard  thy  best  treasure  from  the  venomed  sting 
Of  baneful  peevishness ;  oh !  never  prove 
How  soon  ill-temper's  power  can  banish  gentle  Love ! 

Repentance  may  the  storms  of  passion  chase. 
And  Love,  who  shrunk  affrighted  from  the  blast, 
May  hush  his  just  complaints  in  soft  embrace. 
And  smiling  wipe  his  tearful  eye  at  last : 
Yet  when  the  wind's  rude  violence  is  past, 
Look  what  a  wreck  the  scattered  fields  display! 
See  on  the  ground  the  withering  blossoms  cast ! 
And  hear  sad  Philomel  with  piteous  lay 
Deplore  the  tempest's  rage  that  swept  her  young  away. 
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The  tears  capricious  beauty  loves  to  shed, 
The  pouting  lip,  the  sullen  silent  tongue, 
May  wake  the  impassioned  lover^s  tender  dread, 
And  touch  the  spring  that  clasps  his  soul  so  strong ; 
But  ah,  beware !  the  gentle  power  too  long 
Will  not  endure  the  frown  of  angry  strife ; 
He  shuns  contention,  and  the  gloomy  throng 
Who  blast  the  joys  of  calm  domestic  life. 
And  flies  when  discord  shakes  her  brand  with  quarrels  rife. 

Oh!  he  will  tell  you  that  these  quarrels  bring 
The  ruin,  not  renewal  of  his  flame : 
If  od  repeated,  lo!  on  rapid  wing 
He  flies  to  hide  his  fair  but  tender  frame; 
From  violence^  reproach,  or  peevish  blame 
Irrevocably  flies.     Lament  in  vain! 
Indifierence  comes  the  abandoned  heart  to  claim. 
Asserts  for  ever  her  repulsive  reign, 
Olose  followed  by  disgust  and  all  her  chilling  train. 

Indiflerence,  dreaded  power!  what  art  shall  save 
The  good  so  cherished  from  thy  grasping  hand? 
How  shall  young  Love  escape  the  untimely  grave 
Thy  treacherous  arts  prepare?  or  how  withstand 
The  insidious  foe,  who  with  her  leaden  band 
Enchains  the  thoughtless,  slumbering  deity? 
Ah,  never  more  to  wake!  or  e'er  expand 
His  golden  pinions  to  the  breezy  sky. 
Or  open  to  the  sun  his  dim  and  languid  eye. 

Who  can  describe  the  hopeless,  silent  pang 
With  which  the  gentle  heart  first  marks  her  sway? 
Eyes  the  sure  progress  of  her  icy  fang 
Res<istless,  slowly  fastening  on  her  prey; 
Sees  rapture's  brilliant  colours  fade  away. 

10*  H 
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And  all  the  glow  of  beaming  sympathy ; 
Anxious  to  watch  the  cold  averted  ray 
That  speaks  no  more  to  the  fond  meeting  eye 
Enchanting  tales  of  love,  apd  tenderness,  and  joy 

Too  faithful  heart!  thou  never  canst  retrieve 
Thy  withered  hopes :  conceal  the  cruel  pain ! 
O'er  thy  lost  treasure  still  in  silence  grieve; 
But  never  to  the  unfeeling  ear  complain: 
From  fruitless  struggles  dearly  bought  refrain! 
Submit  at  once  —  the  bitter  task  resign, 
Nor  watch  and  fan  the  expiring  flame  in  vain; 
Patience,  consoling  maid,  may  yet  be  thine, 
Go  seek  her  quiet  cell,  and  hear  her  voice  divine! 

DELAY     OF     LOVE     COMPENSATED. 

Two  tapers  thus,  with  pure  converging  rays. 
In  momentary  flash  their  beams  unite. 
Shedding  but  one  inseparable  blaze 
Of  blended  radiance  and  effulgence  bright, 
Self-lost  in  mutual  intermingling  light; 
Thus,  in  her  lover's  circling  arms  embraced. 
The  fainting  Psyche's  soul,  by  sudden  flight. 
With  his  its  subtlest  essence  interlaced; 
Oh !  bliss  too  vast  for  thought !  by  words  how  poorly  traci 

Fond  youth !  whom  Fate  hath  summoned  to  depart, 
And  quit  the  object  of  thy  tenderest  love. 
How  oft  in  absence  shall  thy  pensive  heart 
Count  the  sad  hours  which  must  in  exile  move, 
And  still  their  irksome  weariness  reprove ; 
Distance  with  cruel  weight  but  loads  thy  chains 
With  overy  step  which  bids  thee  farther  rove, 
While  thy  reverted  eye,  with  fruitless  pain, 
Slull  seek  the  trodden  path  its  treasure  to  regain. 
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Por  thee  what  rapturous  moments  are  prepared ! 
For  thee  shall  dawn  the  long  expected  day! 
And  he  who  ne^er  thy  tender  woes  hath  shared, 
llath  never  known  the  transport  they  shall  pay, 
To  wash  the  memory  of  those  woes  away : 
The  bitter  tears  of  absence  thou  must  shed, 
To  know  the  bliss  which  tears  of  joy  convey, 
^hen  the  long  hours  of  sad  regret  are  fled, 
in  one  dear  embrace  thy  pains  compensated ! 

Even  from  afiur  beheld,  how  eagerly 
With  rapture  thou  shalt  hail  the  loved  abode ! 
Perhaps  already,  with  impatient  eye. 
From  the  dear  casement  she  hath  marked  thy  road, 
And  many  a  sigh  for  thy  return-  bestowed : 
Even  there  she  meets  thy  fond  enamoured  glance : 
Thy  soul  with  grateful  tenderness  overflowed. 
Which  firmly  bore  the  hand  of  hard  mischance, 
amts  in  the  stronger  power  of  joy's  overwhelming  trance. 

SONNET. 

As  one  who  late  hath  lost  a  friend  adored. 
Clings  with  sick  pleasure  to  the  faintest  trace 
Resemblance  oflers  in  another's  face, 
Or  sadly  gazing  on  that  form  deplored, 
Would  clasp  the  silent  canvas  to  his  breast: 
So  muse  I  on  the  good  1  have  enjoyed. 
The  wretched  victim  of  my  hopes  destroyed; 
On  images  of  peace  I  fondly  rest, 
Or  in  the  page,  where  weeping  fancy  mourns, 
I  love  to  dwell  upon  each  tender  line, 
And  think  the  bliss  once  tasted  still  is  mine ; 
While  cheated  memory  to  the  past  returns, 
And,  from  the  present  leads  my  shivering  heart 
Back  to  those  scenes  from  which  it  wept  to  part 
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Tes,  gentle  Time,  iliy  graiJual,  healiiig  hand 

Haili  Blolen  from  sorrow's  grasp  the  envenomed  dan 
Submitting  to  thy  skill,  my  posiiive  heart 

Feels  that  no  grief  can  thy  soft  power  withstand ; 
And  though  my  aching  breast  still  heaves  the  sigh, 
Though  ot^  the  tear  swells  silent  in  mine  eye; 

Yet  the  keen  pang,  the  agony  is  gone; 

Sorrow  and  I  shall  part;  and  these  faint  throes 
Are  but  the  remuant  of  severer  woes: 

Aa  when  the  furious  tempest  is  o'erblown, 
And  when  the  sky  has  wept  ^is  violence, 

The  opening  heavens  will  oft  let  fell  a  shower, 
The  poor  o'erehorged  boughs  stilt  drops  dispense, 

And  still  the  loaded' streams  in  torrents  pour. 


Injured,  hopeless,  faini,  and  weary, 
Sad,  indignant,  and  forlom. 

Through  the  desert  wild  and  dreary, 
Hagar  leads  the  child  of  scorn. 

Who  can  speak  a  mother's  anguish, 
Fainted  in  tliat  tearless  eye, 

Which  beholds  her  darling  languish, 
Languish  unrelieved,  and  die. 

Lo !  the  empty  pitcher  fails  her. 
Perishing  with  thirst  he  Les, 

Death  with  deep  despair  assails  her. 
Piteous  as  for  aid  he  cries. 

From  the  dreadful  image  Rying, 
Wild  she  rushes  from  the  sight; 

In  the  agonies  of  dying 
Can  she  see  her  soul's  driightt 
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Now  bereft  of  erery  hope. 

Cast  upon  the  burning  ground. 
Poor,  abandoned  soul!  look  up, 

Mercy  have  thy  sorrows  found. 

Lo?  the  Angel  of  the  Lord 

Comes  thy  great  distress  to  cheer; 
listen  to  the  gracious  word, 

See  divine  relief  is  near. 

^  Care  of  Heaven !  though  man  forsake  thee, 
Wherefore  vainly  dost  thou  mourn? 
From  thy  dream  of  woe  awake  thee. 
To  thy  rescued  child  return. 

^Ldft  thine  eyes,  behold  yon  fountain, 
Sparkling  'mid  those  fruitful  trees; 
Lo!  beneath  yon  sheltering  moimtain 
Smile  for  thee  green  bowers  of  ease. 

**  In  the  hour  of  sore  affliction 
God  hath  seen  and  pitied  thee; 
Cheer  thee  in  the  sweet  conviction. 
Thou  henceforth  his  care  shalt  be. 

"Be  no  more  by  doubts  distressed, 
Mother  of  a  mighty  race ! 
By  contempt  no  more  oppressed, 
Thou  hast  found  a  resting  place."— 

Tlius  from  peace  and  comfort  driven. 

Thou,  poor  soul,  all  desolate, 
Hopeless  lay,  till  pitying  Heaven 

Found  thee,  in  thy  abject  slate. 

O'er  thy  empty  pitcher  mourning 

'Mid  the  desert  in  the  world ; 
Thus,  with  shame  and  anguish  burning. 

From  thy  c)|nrished  pleasures  hurled: 
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ee  thy  great  Jeliverer  nigli, 
Calls  ihee  from  ihy  sorrow  vain, 

lids  thee  on  his  love  rely, 
Bless  the  salutary  pain. 

rom  thine  eyes  the  mists  dispelling, 

Lot  the  well  of  life  he  shows, 
n  his  presence  ever  dwelling, 

Bids  thee  find  thy  tnie  repose 

"vtate  prospects  rich  in  blessing 
Open  to  Ihy  hopes  secure; 

Of  an  heavenly  kingdom  sure. 

IVINO    i.    BRAIfCH    or    MBZESBOV   % 
JLOWERBD    AT    WOODSTOC*. 

>DatrRS  of  Spring,  my  sense  ye  chum 

Vnd,  'mid  Uieae  days  of  dark  alarm. 

Almost  to  hope  allure, 
deihinks  with  purpose  soft  ye  conifl 
To  lell  of  brighter  hours, 
f  May^s  blue  skies,  abundant  bloom, 

lilts !  for  me  shall  May  in  vain 

The  powers  of  life  restore; 
Hiese  eyes  that  weep  and  watch  in  pain 

Shall  see  her  rharnis  no  more. 
'o,  no,  this  anguish  cannot  last! 

Beloved  friends,  adieu! 
Hie  bitterness  nf  deaih  were  past, 

Could  I  resign  but  you^ 
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But  oh  f  in  every  mortal  pang 

That  rends  my  soul  from  life, 
That  soul,  which  seems  on  you  to  hang 

Through  each  convulsive  strife, 
Even  now  with  agonizing  grasp 

Of  terror  and  regret 
To  all  in  life  its  love  "Would  clasp 

Clings  close  and  closer  yet 

Yet  why,  immortal,  vital  spark! 

Thus  mortally  opprest? 
Look  up,  my  soul,  through  prospects  dark^ 

And  bid  thy  terrors  rest; 
Forget,  forego  thy  earthly  part, 

Thine  heavenly  being  trust: — 
Ah,  vain  attempt!  my  coward  heart 

Still  shuddering  clings  to  dust. 

Oh  ye !  who  soothe  the  pangs  of  death 

With  love's  own  patient  care, 
Still,  still  retain  this  fleeting  breath, 

Still  pour  the  fervent  prayer:  — 
And  ye  whose  smile  must  greet  my  eye 

No  more,  nor  voice  my  ear, 
Who  breathe  for  me  the  tender  sigh, 

And  shed  the  pitying  tear, 

Whose  kh.dness  (though  far,  far  removed) 

My  grateful  •thoughts  perceive. 
Pride  of  my  life,  esteemed,  beloved, 

My  last  sad  claim  receive! 
Oh !  do  not  quite  your  friend  forget, 

Forget  alone  her  faults; 
And  speak  of  her  with  fond  regret 

Who  asks  your  lingering  thoughts. 


MRS.  THBALE, 

(AFTERWARDS  MRS.  FIOZZI.) 

This  is  the  lady  with  whose  name  Dr.  Joanaon  oaa  made  as  ao  fiuniliar. 

iier  maiden  name  was  Hester  Lynch  Salusbury.    She  was  bom  at 

Bodvel,  Caernavonshire,  where  her  father,  John  Salusbury,  resided,  in 

1740.    In  1763  she  married  Mr.  Thrale,  a  wealthy  brewer,  in  whose 

house  Johnson,  froni  being  a  frequent  visitor,  at  last  became  a  resident 

Three  years  afler  Mr.  Thrale's  death,  which  happened  in  1781,  she 

married,  to  the  lexicographer's  great  displeasure,  an  Italian  music-master, 

Piozzi.    Shortly  after  her  second  marriage,  she  went  with  her  husband 

to  Florence,  where  she  resided  until  their  return  to  England,  in  1788. 

While  there,  she  contributed  to  the  "  Florence  Miscellany,'*  the  joint 

production  of  a  few  English  of  both  sexes,  known  as  the  Delia  Cruscans, 

whom  Gifford  in  his  Baviad  so  sorely  satirizes.     She  published,  besides 

several  other  works,  "  Letters  and  Anecdotes  of  Johnson,"  178(i,  a  main 

•object  of  the  book  being  the  glorification  of  herself  with  the  Doctor's 

compliments  during  her  first  husband's  lifetime,  and,  perhaps,  a  little 

revenge  on  him  for  having  objected  to  her  second  marriage,  some  of  the 

anecdotes  exhibiting  him  not  in  the  most  favourable  light     Piozzi  died 

in  1809,  but  in  1819-20  his  sprightly  widow  showed,  not  only  that  her 

physical  elasticity  was  preserved,  by  dancing  with  great  spirit  at  public 

balls,  but  that  her  sensibilities  were  yet  warm,  by  falling  in  love  with 

Conway,  the  handsome  actor.     Several  of  her  love-letters  to  Conway 

were  published  in  1843,  they  having  been  found  among  his  papers,  and 

sold  in  New  York  as  part  of  his  effects  afler  his  suicide,  January  1828. 

In  one  of  these  letters  she  tells  him,  that  she  writes  **at  three,  four,  five 

o'clock  (in  the  morning,)  with  an  octogenary  pen ;  a  heart  twenty-six 

years  old,  and  as  H.  L.  P.  feels  it  to  be,  all  your  own."    From  this  the 

reader  may  infer  the  character  of  the  notes.    She  was  not  without  talent, 

though  vain  and  volatile.    Dr.  Johnson  said  of  her,  in  1781,  that  ^  she 

was,  if  not  the  wisest  woman   in  the  world,  undoubtedly  one  of  the 

wittiest"    Mrs.  Piozzi  died  in  1821.    Her  first  prints!  piece,  1766,  an 

imitation  of  Fontaine,  is  subjoined  as  the  best  of  lirr  pHKliictiona 

MO) 
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THE     THREE     WARNINGS. 

The  tree  of  deepest  root  is  found 
Least  willing  still  to  quit  the  ground; 
^was  therefore  said  hy  ancient  sages, 

That  love  of  life  increased  with  years 
So  much,  that  in  our  latter  stages. 
When  pains  grow  sharp,  and  sickness  rages^ 

The  greatest  love  of  life  appears. 
This  great  afiection  to  believe. 
Which  all  confess,  but  few  perceive, 
If  old  assertions  canH  prevail, 
Be  pleased  to  hear  a  modern  tale. 

When  sports  went  round,  and  all  were  gay, 
On  neighbour  Dodson's  wedding-day. 
Death  called  aside  the  jocund  groom 
With  him  into  another  room. 
And  looking  grave — 'You  must,'  says  he, 
'Quit  your  sweet  bride,  and  come  with  me.* 
'With  you!  and  quit  my  Susan's  side? 
With  you!'  the  hapless  husband  cried; 
'Toung  as  I  am,  'tis  monstrous  hard! 
Besides,  in  truth,  I  'm  not  prepared : 
My  thoughts  on  other  matters  go; 
This  is  my  wedding-dMh  you  know.' 

What  more  he  urged  I  have  not  heard, 
His  reasons  could  not  well  be  stronger; 

So  Death  the  poor  delinquent  spared, 
And  left  to  live  a  little  longer. 

Yet  calling  up  a  serious  look, 

His  hour-glass  trembled  while  he  spoke— 

'  Neighbour,'  he  said,  '  farewell !  no  more 

Shall  Death  disturb  your  mirtliful  hour: 

And  farther,  to  avoid  all  blame 

Of  cruelty  upon  my  name, 
11 
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To  give  you  time  for  preparation) 
And  fit  you  for  your  future  station, 
Three  several  warnings  you  shall  haTe, 
Before  you're  summoned  to  the  grare; 
Willing  for  once  I'll  quit  my  prey, 

And  grant  a  kind  reprieve; 
In  hopes  you  '11  have  no  more  -to  say. 
But,  when  I  call  again  this  way, 

Well  pleased  the  world  will  leare.' 
To  these  conditions  both  consented, 
And  parted  perfectly  contented. 

What  next  the  hero  of  our  tale  befell, 
How'long  he  lived,  how  wise,  how  well. 
How  roundly  he  pursued  his  course, 
And  smoked  his  pipe,  and  stroked  his  horse, 

The  willing  muse  shall  tell : 
He  chaffered,  then  he  bought  and  sold, 
Nor  once  perceived  his  growing  old. 
Nor  thought  of  Death  as  near : 
His  friends  not  false,  his  wife  no  shrew. 
Many  his  gains,  his  children  few. 

He  passed  his  hours  in  peace. 
But  while  he  viewed  his  wealth  increase, 
While  thus  along  life'M^usty  road. 
The  beaten  track  content  he  trod. 
Old  Time,  whose  haste  no  mortal  spares. 
Uncalled,  unheeded,  unawares, 

Brought  on  his  eightieth  year. 
And  now,  one  night,  in  musing  mood, 

And  all  alone  he  sate, 
The  unwelcome  messenger  of  Fate 

Once  more  before  him  stood. 

Half-killed  with  anger  and  surprise, 
'So  soon  returned f  old  Dodson  crits. 


''  9o  aoon  d'ye  call  il:'  Dealh  replies: 
*  Surely,  my  friend,  you  're  but  in  jest ! 

Sinre  I  wu  liere  before 
*Tw  8ut-«nJ-thirty  years  at  leasi. 

And  you  are  now  fourscore.' 

*So  much  the  worse,*  the  olown  rejoined; 
*To  spare  ihe  aged  would  be  kind : 
Uovcrer,  see  yoar  search  be  legal; 
And  your  authority — is'l  regtd  ? 
Elsd  you  arc  rome  on  n  fool's  errand, 
With  bat  a  secretary's  warrant.* 
Bcsidp,  you  promised  me  Three  Warnings, 
Which  I  have  looked  for  nights  and  morningf; 
But  for  tluit  loBs  of  time  and  ease. 
I  can  i»co»er  da:nagcs.' 

'  I  know,'  criea  Death,  ■'  thut  at  the  best, 
I  selduin  am  a  welcome  guest; 
But  don't  be  captious,  friend,  at  leaat; 
(  little  thought  you  'd  still  be  able 
To  stump  about  yuur  fann  and  stable : 
Tour  ypars  haTo  run  to  a  great  length : 
I  wish  you  joy,  liiuueh  of  your  strength  P 

*  Hold,'  says  the  farmer '  not  so  fast ! 
I  haire  been  lame  tliese  four  yeara  past.' 
•And  no  great  wonder,'  Death  replies: 
'Bowerer,  you  still  keep  your  eyes; 
And  sure,  to  see  one's  loves  and  friends, 
For  leg!)  and  amis  would  make  amends.' 
*  Perhaps,'  says  Dodson, '  so  it  might, 
Bni  lati«riy  1  'vc  lost  my  sight.' 
'This  is  n  shocking  tnle  't  is  true ; 
BqI  still  there's  comfort  left  for  you: 
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Each  strives  your  sa(l^e^r■s  to  amuse; 
1  warrant  you  hear  all  the  news.' 

'  There 's  none,'  cries  he ;  '  and  if  there  were, 
I  'ni  grown  so  deaf,  I  could  not  hear.' 

'  Nay,  then,'  the  spectre  stern  rejoined, 
These  are  unjustifiable  yearnings ; 

If  you  are  lame,  and  deaf,  and  blind, 
You  've  had  your  Three  sufficient  Warnings ; 
So  come  along  no  more  we'll  part;' 
He  said,  and  touched  him  with  his  dart. 
And  now  Old  Dodson,  turning  pale, 
Yields  to  his  fate  —  so  ends  my  tale. 
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Anna  Letitta,  daughter  of  Dr.  John  Aikin,  bom  at  Kilwcnth  Ha^ 
court,  in  Leicestershire,  1743.  She  received  an  excellent  and  liberal 
education  from  her  accomplished  father,  and  in  her  thirtieth  year  pub- 
lished a  volume  of  miscellaneous  poems,  which  ran  through  ibar  editioos 
in  a  twelvemonth.  In  1774,  she  was  married  to  the  Rev.  Rocheoxmt 
Barbauld,  a  French  preacher,  who  in  1802  succeeded  Dr.  Price  in  the 
charge  of  the  Unitarian  congregtiiion  of  Newington  Green.  In  1775, 
she  issued  a  vulume  of  her  Hymns  in  Prose  for  children.  Besides  her 
poetical  works,  she  assisted  her  father  in  that  well-known  series  of 
tales,  Evenings  at  Home  /  edited  the  correspondence  of  Richardson, 
with  a  life  of  the  novelist;  wrote  critical  essays  on  Akenside  and  Col- 
lins, for  editions  of  their  works;  and  an  introductory  essay,  with  bio- 
graphical and  critical  notices,  to  a  collection  she  made  of  British  novel- 
ists, besides  other  pieces  of  less  note.     She  died  in  1825. 

Mrs.  Barbauld's  writings,  the  earliest  as  well  as  those  of  later  date, 
are,  as  her  niece  Miss  liucy  Aikin  says,  stored  with  proofs  of  her 
various  and  extensive  reading,  her  imaginative  powers  rather  increas- 
ing than  diminishing  with  her  years.  Associated  with  both  her  husband 
and  lather  in  th3  education  of  youth,  she  had  a  warm  regard  for  chil- 
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^''^  and  some  of  her  prose  hymns  are  among  her  most  poetical  pro- 

^octions.    Though  high  poetical  talent  cannot  be  ascribed  to  her,  her 

^rsifieation  is  easy  and  gr^cedil,  winning  for  her  many  admirers, 

^"^^^  whom  may  be  reckoned  Charles  James  Fox.    The  selections  we 

^ihfoiii  will  exhibit  the  literary  and  moral  traits  of  this  amiaUe  and 

^Qstrious  woman,  in  a  good  light 


ADDRBSS     TO     THB     DBITT. 

I  READ  God's  awful  name  erablazon'd  high, 
With  golden  letters  on  th'  illumined  sky; 
Nor  less  the  mystic  characters  1  see, 
Wrought  in  each  flower,  inscribed  on  ev'ry  tree ; 
In  ev'ry  leaf  that  trembles  to  the  breeze 
I  hear  the  voice  of  God  among  the  trees. 
With  thee  in  shady  solitudes  I  walk, 
With  thee  in  busy  crowded  cities  talk; 
In  every  creature  own  thy  forming  power, 
In  each  event  thy  providence  adore. 

Thy  hopes  shall  animate  my  drooping  soul, 
Thy  precepts  guide  me,  and  thy  fear  control : 
Thus  shall  I  rest,  unmov'd  by  all  alarms. 
Secure  within  the  temple  of  thine  arms, 
From  anxious  cares,  from  gloomy  terrors  free. 
And  feel  myself  omnipotent  in  thee. 

That  when  the  last,  the  closing  hour  draws  nigh. 
And  earth  recedes  before  my  swimming  eye ; 
When  trembling  on  the  doubtful  edge  of  fate 

I  stand,  and  stretch  my  view  to  either  state ; 
Teach  me  to  quit  thb  transitory  scene 
With  decent  triumph  and  a  look  serene ; 
Teach  me  to  fix  my  ardent  hopes  on  high, 
And,  having  lived  to  thee,  in  thee  to  die. 

II  • 
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HTMN. 

Jbrovah  reigns :  let  ev'ry  nation  hear, 
And  at  his  footstool  bow  with  holy  fear; 
Let  Heaven's  high  arches  echo  with  his  name, 
And  the  wide  peopled  earth  his  praise  proclaim ; 
Then  send  it  down  to  helPs  deep  gloom  resoundingi 
Thro'  all  her  caves  in  dreadful  murmurs  somiding. 

He  rules  with  wide  and  absolute  command 
O'er  the  broad  ocean  and  the  steadfast  laud : 
Jehovah  reigns,  unbounded  and  alone, 
And  all  creation  hangs  beneath  his  throne  : 
He  reigns  alone;  let  no  inferior  nature 
Usurp  or  share  the  throne  of  the  Creator. 

He  saw  the  struggling  beams  of  infant  light 
Shoot  thro'  the  massy  gloom  of  ancient  night ; 
His  spirit  hushed  the  elemental  strife. 
And  brooded  o'er  the  kindling  seeds  of  life : 
Seasons  and  months  began  the  long  procession. 
And  measured  o'er  the  year  in  bright  succession. 

The  joyful  sun  sprung  up  th'  ethereal  way. 

Strong  as  a  giant,  as  a  bridegroom  gay ; 

And  the  pale  moon  difinsed  her  shadowy  light 

Superior  o'er  the  dusky  brow  of  night; 

Ten  thousand  glitl'ring  lamps  tlie  skies  adorning, 

Numerous  as  dew-drops  from  the  womb  of  morning. 

Earth's  blooming  face  with  rising  flowers  he  dressed, 
And  spread  a  verdant  mantle  o'er  her  breast ; 
Then  from  the  hollow  of  his  hand  he  pours 
The  circling  waters  round  her  winding  shores, 

The  new-bom  world  in  their  cool  arms  embracing, . 

4nd  with  lost  murmurs  still  her  banks  caressing. 
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At  length  she  rose  complete  in  finished  pride, 
All  fair  and  spotless,  like  a  virgin  bride: 
Fresh  with  untarnished  lustre  as  she  stood, 
Her  Maker  blessed  his  work,  and  called  it  good, 

*l*he  morning  stars,  with  joyful  acclamation, 

Exulting  sung,  and  hailed  the  new  creation. 

Fet  this  fair  world,  the  creature  of  a  day, 
Tho^  built  by  God's  right  hand,  must  pass  away ; 
And  long  oblivion  creep  o'er  mortal  things, 
The  fate  of  empires,  and  the  pride  of  kings : 

Eltemal  night  shall  veil  their  proudest  story, 

Aj[id  drop  the  curtain  o'er  all  human  glory. 

The  sun  himself,  with  weary  clouds  opprest 

Shall  in  his  silent,  dark  pavilion  rest : 

His  golden  urn  shall  broke  and  useless  lie. 

Amidst  the  common  ruins  of  the  sky! 
The  stars  rush  headlong  in  the  wild  commotion. 
And  bathe  their  glitt'ring  foreheads  in  the  ocean. 

But  fix'd,  O  God !  for  ever  stands  thy  throne ; 

Jehovah  reigns,  a  universe  alone; 

Th'  eternal  fire  that  feeds  each  vital  flame, 

Collected  or  diffused,  is  still  tlie  same. 
He  dwells  within  his  own  unfathomed  essence, 
And  fills  all  space  with  his  unbounded  presence. 

But  oh !  our  highest  notes  the  theme  debase, 

And  silence  is  our  least  injurious  praise : 

Cease,  cease  your  songs,  the  daring  flight  control. 

Revere  him  in  the  stillness  of  the  soul ; 
With  silent  duty  meekly  bend  before  him, 
And  deep  within  your  inmost  hearts  adore  him. 
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HTMN    FOR    E  A  STE  R-SUNDAT. 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 
Awakes  the  kindling  ray; 

Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  morn, 
And  pours  increasing  day. 

O  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 
The  heathen  world  in  gloom ! 

Oh  what  a  sun  which  broke  this  day. 
Triumphant  from  the  tomb! 

This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid. 
And  loud  hosannas  sung; 

Let  gladness  dwell  in  ev'ry  heart, 
And  praise  on  ev'ry  tongue. 

Ten  thousand  differing  lips  shall  join 
To  hail  this  welcome  mom; 

Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 
To  nations  yet  unborn. 

Jesus,  the  friend  of  human  kind, 
With  strong  compassion  moved, 

Descended,  like  a  pitying  God, 
To  save  the  souls  he  loved. 

The  powers  of  darkness  leagued  in  vain 
To  bind  his  soul  in  death; 

He  shook  their  kingdom,  when  he  fell. 
With  his  expiring  breath. 

Not  long  the  toils  of  hell  could  keep 
The  hope  of  Judah's  line ; 

Corruption  never  could  take  hold 
On  aught  so  much  divine. 
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And  now  his  conquering  chariot  wheels 

Ascend  the  lofty  skies; 
While  broke,  beneath  his  powerful  cross. 

Death's  iron  sceptre  lies. 

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 

And  Lord  of  all  below, 
Thro'  him  is  pard'ning  love  dispensed, 

And  boundless  blessings  flow. 

And  still  for  erring,  guilty  man, 

A  brother's  pity  flows ; 
And  still  his  bleeding  heart  is  touched 

With  memory  of  our  woes. 

To  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  King, 

Glad  homage  let  me  give ; 
And  stand  prepared  like  thee  to  die, 

With  thee  that  I  may  live. 

HYMN. 

Awake,  my  soul !  lift  up  thine  eyes, 
See  where  thy  foes  against  thee  rise, 
In  long  array,  a  num'rous  host; 
Awake,  my  soul,  or  thou  art  lost. 

Here  giant  Danger  threatening  stands, 
Mustering  his  pale  terrific  bands; 
There  Pleasure'^  silken  banners  spread, 
And  willing  souls  are  captive  led. 

See  where  rebellious  passions  rage, 
And  fierce  desires  and  lusts  engage; 
The  meanest  foe  of  all  the  train 
Has  thousands  and  ten  thousands  slain. 
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Thou  tread'st  upon  enchaDted  ground, 
Perila  and  snares  besei  thee  round; 
Beware  of  all,  gaan]  ev'ry  pari, 
But  most  llie  traitor  in  thy  lieart. 

Come  then,  tny  soul,  now  learn  to  wield 
The  weight  of  thine  immortal  shield  ^ 
Put  on  ihe  armour  from  above 
Of  heavenly  truth  and  heavenly  love. 

The  terror  and  the  charm  repel. 
And  powers  of  earth,  ddiI  powers  of  hell. 
The  man  of  Calvary  iriumph'd  here; 
Why  should  his  faithful  foUowere  (tail 


0  THOU,  the  Nymph  with  placirl  eye! 
0  seldom  found,  yei  never  nigh! 

Receive  my  temperate  vow : 
Not  all  the  storms  thai  sliake  the  jioIb, 
Can  e''er  disturb  thy  halcyon  soul, 

And  smooth  unaltered  brow. 

O  come  in  simple  vest  arreyed. 
With  all  thy  sober  cheer  displayed, 

To  bless  my  longing  sight; 
Thy  mien  composed,  thy  even  pace, 
Thy  meek  regBrd,  thy  matron  grace, 

And  chaste  subdued  delight. 

No  more  by  varying  passions  beat, 
O  gently  guide  my  pilgrim  feet 

To  find  Ihy  hermit  rHI; 
Where  in  some  pure  and  equal  slty 
Beneath  thy  eofi  indijgenl  eye 

The  modest  virtues  dwelL 
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Simplicity  in  attic  vest,  ^ 

And  Innocence  with  candid  breast, 

And  clear  undaunted  eye; 
And  Hope,  who  points  to  distant  years, 
Fair  opening  through  this  vale  of  tears 

A  vista  to  the  sky. 

There  Health,  thro'  whose  calm  bosom  glide 
The  temperate  joys  in  even  tide. 

That  rarely  ebb  or  flow; 
And  Patience  there,  thy  sister  meek, 
Presents  her  mild  unvarying  cheek 

To  meet  the  offered  blow. 

Her  influence  taught  the  Phrygian  sage 
A  tyrant  master's  wanton  rage 

With  settled  smiles  to  meet; 
Inured  to  toil  and  bitter  bread, 
He  bow'd  his  meek  submitted  head. 

And  kissed  thy  sainted  feet. 

But  thou,  O  Nymph,  retired  and  coyf 
In  what  brown  hamlet  dost  thou  joy 

To  tell  thy  tender  tale? 
The  lowliest  children  of  the  ground. 
Moss-rose  and  violet  blossom  round. 

And  lily  of  the  vale. 

0  say  what  soft  propitious  hour 

1  best  may  choose  to  hail  thy  power. 

And  court  thy  gentle  sway? 
When  Autumn,  friendly  to  the  Muse, 
Shall  thy  own  modest  tints  diffuse. 

And  shed  thy  milder  day : 

When  Eve,  her  dewy  star  beneath, 
Thy  balmy  spirit  loves  to  breathe, 
And  ev'ry  storm  is  laid; 
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If  such  an  hour  was  e'er  thy  choice. 
Oft  let  me  hear  thy  soothing  voice 
Low  whispering  thro'  the  shade. 


TO    WISDOM. 

O  Wisdom!  if  thy  soft  control 
Can  soothe  the  sickness  of  the  soul. 
Can  bid  the  warring  passions  cease. 
And  breathe  the  calm  of  tender  peace; 
Wisdom!  I  bless  thy  gentle  sway. 
And  ever,  ever  will  obey. 

But  if  thou  com'st  with  frown  austere, 
To  nurse  the  brood  of  care  and  fear; 
To  bid  our  sweetest  passions  die, 
And  leave  us  in  their  room  a  sigh; 
Or  if  thine  aspect  stern  have  power 
To  wither  each  poor  transient  flower 
That  cheers  this  pilgrimage  of  woe, 
And  dry  the  springs  whence  hope  should  flow; 
Wisdom,  thine  empire  I  disclaim. 
Thou  empty  boast  of  pompous  name! 
In  gloomy  shade  of  cloisters  dwell, 
But  never  haunt  my  cheerful  cell. 
Hail  to  pleasure's  frolic  train! 
Hail  to  fancy's  golden  reign! 
Festive  mirth  and  laughter  wild. 
Free  and  sportful  as  the  child! 
Hope  with  eager  sparkling  eyes, 
And  easy  faith  and  fond  surprise ' 
Let  these,  in  fairv  colours  drest. 
For  ever  share  my  careless  breast: 
Then,  tho'  wise  I  may  not  be, 
The  wise  themselves  shall  envy  me. 
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ODE     TO    SPRItVO. 


SwsET  daughter  of  a  rough  and  stormy  sire, 
Hoar  Winter's  blooming  child,  delightful  Spring"! 

Whose  unshorn  locks  with  leaves 

And  swelling  buds  are  crowned; 

From  the  green  islands  of  eternal  youth 

(Crowned  with  fresh  blooms  and  ever-springing  shade,) 

Tum«  hither  turn  thy  step, 

O  thou,  whose  powerful  voice 

More  sweet  than  softest  touch  of  Doric  reed 
Or  Lydian  flute,  can  soothe  the  madding  winds, 

And  through  the  stormy  deep 

Breathe  thy  own  tender  calm. 

Thee,  best  beloved !  the  virgin  train  await 
With  songs  and  festal  rites,  and  joy  to  rove 

Thy  blooming  wilds  among. 

And  vales  and  dewy  lawns. 

With  untired  feet ;  and  cull  thy  earliest  sweets 
To  weave  fresh  garlands  for  the  glowing  brow 

Of  him,  the  favoured  youth 

That  prompts  their  whispered  sigh. 

Unlock  thy  copious  stores ;  those  tender  showers 
That  drop  their  sweetness  on  the  infant  buds. 

And  silent  dews  that  swell 

The  milky  ear's  green  stem, 

And  feed  the  flowering  osier's  early  shoots  •, 

And  call  those  winds,  which  through  the  whispering  boughs 

With  warm  and  pleasant  breath 

Salute  the  blowing  flowers. 
12 
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Now  let  me  sit  beneath  the  whitenmg  thorn, 
And  mark  thy  spreading  tints  steal  o^er  the  dale ; 

And  watch  with  patient  eye 

Thy  Mr  unfoldmg  charms. 

O  nymph,  approach !  while  yet  the  temperate  sun 
With  bashful  forehead,  through  the  cool  moist  air 

Throws  his  young  maiden  beams, 

And  with  chaste  kisses  woos 

The  earth^s  fair  bosom ;  while  the  streaming  veil 
Of  lucid  clouds,  with  kind  and  frequent  shade, 

Protects  thy  modest  blooms 

From  liis  severer  blaze. 

Sweet  is  thy  reign,  but  short :  the  red  dog-star 
Shall  scorch  thy  tresses,  and  tlie  mower^s  scythe 

Thy  greens,  thy  flowerets  all. 

Remorseless  shall  destroy. 

Reluctant  shall  I  bid  thee  then  farewell; 
For  O!  not  all  that  Aulumn^s  lap  contains, 

Nor  Summer's  ruddiest  fruit, 

Can  aught  for  thee  atone. 

Fair  Spring !  whose  simplest  promise  more  delights 
Than  all  their  largest  wealth,  and  through  the  heart 

Each  joy  and  new-born  hope 

With  softest  influence  breathes. 

HYMNS  IN  PROSE. 
BEHOLD     THE     SHEPHERD! 

Behold  the  shepherd  of  the  flock,  he  taketh  care  for  his 
he  leadeth  them  among  clear  brooks,  he  guideth  them  to 
pasture :  if  the  young  lambs  are  weary,  he  carrieth  them 
arms ;  if  they  wander,  he  bringeth  them  back. 


Btfcow  the  shppheni's  Shepherd?  who  laketh  care  for  him  P 
'^nrmJdli  him  m  the  pndi  he  shoiilil  go?  anil,  if  he  wander, 
'inilullbnn?  him  linck  r 
"WKihe  sheptifni'g  Shepherd.  He  is  the  shepherd  over  allj 
**  nirth  tan-  for  all ;  itie  whole  earth  is  his  fold ;  we  are  all  his 
""t;!!))]  tvenr  herb,  and  every  green  lielil  is  the  pasture  which 
^  ^ib  prepared  for  us. 

TV  nmihf  I  loveih  her  little  child;  stie  briiigeth  it  up  on  her 
("ni  iht  nourishttth  its  body  witli  food;  she  feedeth  its  mind 
vili hoarledge ;  if  il  ia  sick, she  nourisheiK  it  with  leiider  love; 
^  nifheth  over  it  when  asleep;  sjie  forgellelh  il  not  for  a 
^uowM:  she  leaclteth  it  how  to  be  good;  she  rejoieetli  daily  in 
•pDHh. 

Bui  who  is  Uie  parent  of  ihe  moiher  ?  who  nonrisheth  her  wilh 
|wJi||jngs,and  watchcthover  her  with  lender  love,  and  remein- 
"Wi  her  every  moment"?     Whose  arms  are  about  her  to  guard 
I   '"^um  harm  ?  and  if  she  is  sick,  who  shall  heal  her? 

''wl  i»  the  pnreni  of  the  moiher ;  he  is  ihe  piirent  of  all,  for  he 
'^irf  «11,     All  the  men.  and  all  ilie  women  who  are  alive  in  ihe 
f  ^  wurid.  ore  liis  children ;  he  loveih  all,  he  is  good  lo  all. 

^rlun^  goternetli  his  ;)cople;  he  halh  a  golden  crown  upon 

I  "•  hrail,  and  tlie  royal  aceplre  is  in  his  hand ;   lie  sillelli  upon  a 

■k^**  *"^  xendeth  forth  his  demands ;  his  subjects  fear  before 

B™*> ;  if  ihey  do  well,  he  protecteih  iliein  from  danger ;  and  if  they 

Svil,  he  punisheih  them. 

Bat  who  i*  the  Sovereign  of  ihe  king  f  who  commandeih  hira 

It  ilo  ?  whose  hand  is  reached  oul  to  protect  him  from 

•>g(Tf  and  if  he  dueih  evil,  whu  shall  punish  him? 

I  Cod  is  ihe  sovereign  of  the  king;  \m  crown  is  of  rays  of  light, 

^^  hii  throne  is  amongst  ihe  slars.     He  is  King  of  kings,  and 

I  of  lortla  ■  if  hp  biildrih  us  live,  we  live;  and  if  he  biddeth 

'  dit.  we  die ;  his  iloininiou  is  over  nil  worlds,  and  the  light  of 

are  Is  upon  all  his  works. 
^  Ood  M  oHi  Shepherd,  ihrrcfore  we  will  follow  him ;  God  is  our 
Kr,  therefore  we  will  love  him;  God  is  our  King,  ihenefora 
"•viDobey  htto. 
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WINTER. 

It  is  now  Winter,  dead  Winter.  Desolation  and  silence  reign 
in  the  fields,  no  singing  of  birds  is  heard,  no  humming  of  iniMCtaL 
The  streams  murmur  no  longer ;  they  are  locked  up  in  froet 

The  trees  lift  up  their  naked  boughs  like  withered  arms  into 
the  bleak  sky,  the  green  sap  no  longer  rises  in  their  veins  ;  the 
flowers  and  the  sweet-smelling  shrubs  are  decayed  to  their  roots. 

The  sun  himself  looks  cold  and  cheerless ;  he  gives  light  only 
enough  to  show  the  universal  desolation. 

Nature,  child  of  God,  mourns  for  her  children.  A  little  while 
ago,  and  she  rejoiced  in  her  oflspring :  the  rose  shed  its  perfoma 
upon  the  gale ;  the  vine  gave  its  fruit ;  her  children  were  springing 
and  blooming  around  her,  on  every  lawn  and  every  green  btnk. 

O  Nature,  beautiful  Nature,  beloved  child  of  God,  why  doat 
thou  sit  mourning  and  desolate  ?  Has  thy  father  forsaken  thee, 
has  he  left  thee  to  perish  ?  Art  thou  no  longer  the  object  of  his 
care? 

He  has  not  forsaken  thee,  O  Nature;  thou  art  his  beloved 
child,  the  eternal  image  of  his  perfections ;  his  own  beauty  ia 
spread  over  thee,  the  light  of  his  countenance  is  shed  upon 
thee. 

Thy  children  shall  live  again,  they  shall  spring  up  and  bloom 
around  thee ;  the  rose  shall  again  breathe  its  sweetness  on  the 
soft  air,  and  from  the  bosom  of  the  ground  verdure  shall  spring 
forth. 

And  dost  thou  not  mourn,  O  Nature,  for  thy  human  births ;  for 
thy  sons  and  thy  daughters  that  sleep  under  the  sod ;  and  shall 
not  they  also  revive  ?  Shall  the  rose  and  the  myrtle  bloom 
anew,  and  shall  man  perish  ?  Shall  goodness  sleep  in  the  ground, 
and  the  light  of  wisdom  be  quenched  in  the  dust,  and  shall  tears 
be  shed  over  them  in  vain  ? 

They  also  shall  live ;  their  winter  shall  pass  away ;  they  shall 
bloom  again.  The  tears  of  thy  children  shall  be  dried  up  when 
the  eternal  year  proceeds.     Oh  come  that  eternal  year ! 


TiK  rate  IS  sweet,  but  il  is  snrrann<)ed  with  thon)9 ;  tlie  lily 
'tin  nlltv  is  fragnnt,  but  il  ^prini^lb  up  smongHi  the  brambles. 

Hwipringia  pleasant,  bul  it  is  ioonpnsl:  the  summer  is  bright, 
hn  lilt  »Lil*r  deslroyeih  the  beauty  thereof. 

TV  riinbiiw  is  very  glonoua,  but  ii  soon  vanisheth  away  :  life 
■  londtbui  it  n  quickly  iwallowej  up  in  death. 

Tbm  It  a  land  whcrp  the  roaes  are  without  thorns,  where  i!ia 
Aowcnvr  not  mixed  with  branibleit. 

In  lliu  luiij,  there  is  elemal  spring,  and  light  without  any 

11»  trra  of  life  groweth  in  the  midst  thereof;  rivers  of 
piuiUM  Mr  therr,  nnil  dowers  that  never  fade. 

Vjmdi  of  iiappy  spirits  are  there,  and  surround  the  throne  of 
™  «ilh  «  perpetual  hymn. 

Thi  in^U  with  iheir  golden  harps  sing  praisea  continually, 
■"J  the  ehenibiui  fly  on  wings  of  fire. 

iW  country  ia  heaven ;  it  is  the  country  of  those  thai  are 
P*^!  uul  Doihing  that  is  wirked  must  inhabit  there. 

itotoid  must  not  spit  its  venom  amongst  turtle  doves:  nor 
™pnonoa«  henbane  grow  amongst  sweet  flowers. 
ITniher  must  auy  one  that  doeth  ill  enter  into  thai  ?ood  land. 
'Hutarih  is  pleasant;  for  it  isGod^s  eurib,Hiid  it  is  filled  with 
ilelighiful  tilings. 

itry  is  far  belter :  there  we  shall  not  grieve  any 

be  sick  any  more,  nor  do  wrong  any  more ;  there  the 

■hall  not  wither  us,  nor  the  lieats  of  eununu 
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8vo. ;  with  numerous  smaller  poems.  She  died  at  Pnria  in  18*^. 
Misa  M^illlams  possessed  a  strong  mind,  much  historical  acumen,  and 
great  intluHtry,  though  her  religious  sentiments  were  not  free  from 
some  errors  of  the  pcrioil.  As  a  poetess  stie  had  little  more  tban  soma 
facility  and  the  talent  meeparable  from  a  cultivated  taste.  One  of  liet 
pieces  has  much  favour  as  a  devotional  hymn : 


Whilst  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power! 

Be  my  vain  wishes  stilled; 
Anil  may  ihi^  consecrated  hour 

With  better  hopes  be  filled. 

Thy  love  the  power  of  tlioiighl  bestowed, 
To  ihee  my  thoughw  would  soar: 

Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed; 
Thai  mercv  I  rnJore. 
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In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see! 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  most  dear. 

Because  conferred  by  thee. 

In  evHy  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  ev'ry  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise. 

Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

When  gladness  wings  my  favoured  hour 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill: 
Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower. 

My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 

My  lifted  eye  without  a  tear 

The  gathering  storm  shall  see; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear; 

That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 

SONG. 

No  riches  from  his  scanty  store 

My  lover  could  impart; 
He  gave  a  boon  I  valued  more, 

He  gave  me  all  his  heart. 

His  soul  sincere,  his  generous  worth, 

Might  well  this  bosom  move; 
And  when  I  asked  for  bliss  on  earthy 

I  only  meant  his  love. 

But  now  from  me  in  search  of  gain 

From  shore  to  shore  he  flies; 
Why  wander  riches  to  obtain, 

When  love  is  all  1  prize  ? 


i 
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The  frugal  meal,  the  lowly  cot, 

If  blest  my  love  with  thee ! 
That  sunple  fare,  that  lowly  lot, 

Were  more  than  wealth  to  me. 

•  •  •  •  • 

The  night  is  dark,  the  waters  deepi 

Yet  soft  the  billows  roll; 
Alas!  at  every  breeze  I  weep, 

The  storm  is  in  my  soul. 

A     PARAPHRASE. 

**  The  day  is  thine,  the  night  also  is  thine ;  thou  hast  prep& 
light  and  the  sun. 

**Thou  hast  set  all  the  borders  of  the  earth ;  thou  hast  made  c 
and  winter." 

My  God!  all  nature  owns  thy  sway, 
Thou  giv'st  the  night,  and  thou  the  day! 
When  all  thy  loved  creation  wakes. 
When  morning,  rich  in  lustre,  breaks. 
And  bathes  in  dew  the  opening  flower, 
To  thee  we  owe  her  fragrant  hour; 
And  when  she  pours  her  choral  song, 
Her  melodies  to  thee  belong! 
Or  when,  in  paler  tints  arrayed. 
The  evening  slowly  spreads  her  shade; 
That  soothing  shade,  tliat  grateful  gloom. 
Can  more  than  day's  enliv'ning  bloom. 
Still  every  fond  and  vain  desire, 
And  calmer,  purer  thoughts  inspire; 
From  earth  the  pensive  spirit  free, 
And  lead  the  softened  heart  to  Thee. 

In  ev'ry  scene  thy  hands  have  dressed. 
In  ev'r)'  form  by  thee  impressed. 
Upon  the  mountain's  awful  head. 
Or  where  the  shelt'ring  woods  are  spread; 


Id  ev'ry  note  that  swells  ihe  gaie, 

Or  tiiiieru]  strconi  Umt  I'lietirs  the  vale, 

The  otveru's  cUplli,  or  echoing  grave, 

A  voice  is  heanJ  of  praise  aiiil  love. 

A»  o'er  iliy  work  llie  seasons  roli, 

And  toolhe,  with  chunge  of  bliss,  the  soul, 


Pans  o'er  the  hur 


Allime  the  wonil'ring  soul  to  pmise; 
And  be  Uie  joys  tlittt  most  we  prize 
The  Joys  thai  Irom  thy  Itivour  rise '. 


MISS  HANNAH  MORE 

^l**!  well  kDOWD  by  her  admirable  religious  writings,  to  need  an 

T^^dvij  tnognphical  iiutice.     She  was  bom  at  Slapleton,  f!loucester> 

/**•  n  1745.  and  lived  lo  the  venerable  age  of  67.    Iler  fiiilwr  care- 

'f  educated  lier  lor  the  prolesion  of  teBching,  which  she  prnctrsed  in 

"^l^nj  with  lipr   aistew  several  years,  when  she  entered  upon  her 

^'»'j  life.     Her  firsl  publication  was  Th«  Srarch  ajler  Uappinrit, 

.  ^'wxl  dmiii  in  rbyioe,  pre|mred  as  an  exercise  tor  young  girls  ul  her 

"**»*'  whoot.     In  1776,  she  printed  Sir  EUrrd  n/  the  Boteer,  a  ballad, 

^^  ■  little  poem,  in  iinitatioo  of  Ovid's  Melamorphntn,  on  n  rock  in 

^°^V!nt4riiire.froinwhich>s-iueis  red  stream, called  TV  B'enJin;Roc£, 

^"^i  hid  bc«ii  written  sniiie  years  befiire.     Mr,  Cadell,  the  [Kiblislier, 

^■*''n.t«l  iho  lirsE  as  Ui<!  equal  of  Tht  Drtrrl^t  ViUage.  and  was  will- 

^^    **  f»y  brr  iht^  same  price  Goldsmith  received  for  that  exquisite 

J^*****.     Her  Islents  gaming   for  licr  llie   friendsliip  of  Dr.  Johnson 

'*Oniclher  &m  with  a  veneof  her  .Uin-niH;^ //ymn  on  his  lipd),  Ed- 

^1*^  Burke,  and  Mr.  Gamck  (willi  whom  and  his  fimily  she  became 

^^>  mlimalii,)  die  ficw  buldcr  in  adventure  and  attempted  tragic  cum- 

^^•tram.     H*t  ini|f«)y,  Prri-y,  waaaclod  in  1777.  with  a  prologue  and 

^^^^■guf  by  Gamck,  and  had  a  very  successful  runofnuiay  nights,  thfl 

■  of  Itie  day  cuinpliiniinltng  her 
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success,  and  tnur  thouBBiid  oipies  of  it  being  sold  in  a  fbrtnigliL  A 
•econd  Ingetiy, The  Falol  PalKhood,  though  not  bo  succese-fiil  as  Frrci/, 
ifas  ypt  hunoLirnbly  received.  Besides  ilicee  she  wrote  another.  Thr 
InJIrxiliU  CapHvr,  (on  ihe  story  of  Regiilua,)  which,  she  mys  herself,  was 
an  imitittiun  of  MtilAStasio,  am)  luil  adapted  to  tlie  Bbige.  After  the 
death  of  Garrick  her  scntimentB  became  more  pious,  and  ahc  devoted 
herself  almitet  enlirely  to  religioua  writings,  or  siich  u  might  be  useful 
among  the  poor.  These  she  produced  with  such  rapidity  that  her  works  fill 
ail  cinsety  printed  volumes,  and  among  them  arc  found  lier  mmor  pnemi. 
The  Ban  Bleu,  Fiinn,  4ic.  When  the  PrinceasChariolie  waannin^nt, 
slie  published  a  very  able  treatise,  Uinit  lotcardi  fnrmirig  Ihr  Ckaracler 
of  a  young  Princeu  (l&OS),  but,  her  biographer  Bssures,  without  ali«- 
gcther  convincing,  us,  nut  from  any  ambition  to  become  the  preceptress 
of  the  royal  child.  Retiring  to  the  country,  she  emptofed  herself  in 
works  ofcliarity  and  various  usefulnesB,  until  her  death  at  Borleywood, 
IS32. 

Her  prose  writings  are  of  the  very  higheat  order  in  thought  and  style. 
No  stronger  female  mind,  we  might  say  none  as  strong,  ever  directed  a 
pen.  Her  powers  of  analysis  and  disquiwition  were  very  great,  and  her 
Enay  on  SI.  Paul  gives  her  rank  among  the  best  theologians  of  tlie  age, 
while  her  writings  tor  the  yoiing  and  tlie  poor  (CAeap  Rfjxttitory  TVocd) 
■re  admirably  adapted  to  do  good,  and  in  one  of  them.  Parley  the  Por- 
ter, the  alif't'ory  is  very  liappy.  The  same  praise  cannot  be  given  to 
ber  works  in  verse.  They  are  soundly  moral  and  judicious,  but  they 
lack  poetic  Hre.  nor  is  it  easy  to  disover  the  secret  of  tlieir  early  pop- 
ularity. Even  her  successful  tragedy,  though  it  hassome  striking  scenes, 
must  have  owed  more  to  the  determined  applauses  ofher  very  influential 
friends  than  1o  its  dramatic  merit.   What  we  give  is  in  her  best  m 


OfR  country  is  a  whole,  my  Publius, 

or  which  we  all  are  |mrts ;  nor  should  a  citizen 

Reganl  his  iiiieresis  as  distinct  from  hers; 

No  h<>|>e9  or  feara  should  touch  Ills  patriot  soul, 

Bill  what  afl'ects  her  honour  or  her  shame. 

E'en  when  in  hostile  fields  he  bleeds  to  save  her, 

1'is  not  his  blood  he  loses,  'tis  his  country's; 


"■  oiJf  pay*  her  hack  a  debt  he  nwea. 
***  hn  hir's  baiiml  Tor  hinh  aiiA  c«iucanan: 
7"  UttB  «ecnre  him  froni  dutiiestic  fcucls, 

ihe  foreign  Tue  her  anna  protect  him. 
\adt  him  honours,  dignity,  and  rank, 
'Vronga  revenges,  and  hia  meril  pays; 
\  like  A  lendrr  anil  indulgent  tnotlicr, 
^^&  faim  wiih  cnml'urtK,  and  would  make  his  state 
^^   blomed  OS  nature  and  the  gods  designed  it 
T**^*!  gifts,  my  aon,  have  their  alluy  of  pain, 
^**0  lei  ih'  iinwortliy  wretch,  who  will  not  hear 
J^»»  portion  of  tlie  public  burden,  lose 
^^^'  Bilvantages  it  yields;  —  lei  him  retire 

t'om   the  df^ar  hlesKitlgs  of  a  social  life, 
'^4ul  from  the  sacred  laws  whicli  guard  those  blessingB, 
*t«nt»uuce  the  ciTilized  abodes  of  man, 
^^ith  kindred  brutes  one  coniincin  shelter  seek 
t«i  horrid  wdds,  ami  dens,  and  dreary  caves, 
■^nd  witli  tlieir  eliaggy  teniints  shore  the  spoil ; 
^>r  if  the  mvage  Imniers  miss  ilieir  prey, 
^itMn  Bcailered  acorns  pick  a  scanty  meal  ^ — 
^w  from  the  swei-t  civilities  of  life 
"i'hcro  let  hini  live,  and  vaunt  his  wretched  freedom; 
"Whfle  we,  obedient  10  the  law^tliui  guard  ns, 
Oianl  thtm,  and  live  or  die,  as  ihcy  decree. 


001^.  Death  to  all  my  hop«8  I 

HcBTt-rcnding  word  !  obedience!  wluit's  obedience? 
T  i«  fcBT,  h  is  fiaie,  'i  is  terror,  'l  is  aversion ; 
Til  ttie  cold  debt  of  oaten talious  duly, 
httd  with  insulting  caution ;  paid  to  tell  me 
Hair  mucli  you  tremble  to  olfend  a  tyrant 
Su  k-rribte  as   Dimglos.  — O,  Elwina  — 
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While  duty  portions  out  the  debt  it  owes, 
With  scrupulous  precision  and  nice  justice, 
LfOve  never  measures,  but  profusely  gives, 
Gives,  like  a  thoughtless  pro<]igal,  its  all, 
And  trembles  then,  lest  it  has  done  too  little. 

EL  Pm  most  unhappy  that  my  cares  oflend 

Dovg.  True  tenderness  is  less  solicitous, 
Less  prudent,  and  more  fond ;  th'  enamoured  heart, 
Conscious  it  loves,  and  blest  in  being  loved, 
Reposes  on  the  object  it  adores, 
And  trusts  the  passion  it  inspires  and  feels. — 
Thou  hast  not  leanit  how  terrible  it  is 
To  feed  a  hopeless  flame.  ^  But  hear,  Elwina, 
Thou  most  obdurate,  hear  me. — 

El  Say,  my  lord, 

For  your  own  lips  shall  vindicate  my  fame ; 
Since  at  the  altar  I  became  your  wife, 
Can  malice  charge  me  with  an  act,  a  word, 
I  ought  to  blush  at?     Have  1  not  still  lived 
As  open  to  the  eye  of  observation. 
As  fearless  innocence  should  ever  live? 
I  call  attesting  angels  to  be  witness, 
If  in  my  open  deed,  or  secret  thought. 
My  conduct,  or  my  heart,  they  've  aught  discerned 
Which  did  not  emulate  their  purity. 

Doug.  This  vindication  ere  you  were  accused, 
This  warm  defence,  this  warding  oiT  attacks 
Ere  they  are  made,  and  construing  casual  words 
To  formal  accusations, — trust  me,  madam, — 
Shows  rather  an  alarmed  and  vigilant  spirit, 
For  ever  on  the  watch  to  guard  its  secret. 
Than  the  sweet  calm  of  fearless  innocence. 
Who  talked  of  guilt  ?     Who  testified  suspicion  ? 

Eh  Learn,  sir,  that  virtue,  while  H  is  free  from  blame, 
Is  modest,  lowly,  meek,  and  unassuming; 
Not  apt,  like  fearful  vice,  to  shield  its  weakness 
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Behind  the  studied  pomp  of  boastful  phrase, 
Which  swelb  to  hide  the  poverty  it  shelters; 
Sut  when  this  virtue  feels  itself  suspected, 
Insulted,  set  at  nought,  its  whiteness  stained, 
Mi  then  grows  proud,  forgets  its  humble  worth, 
wAnd  rates  itself  above  its  real  value. 


SCENES    OF    EARLY    LOYE. 

(FROM     THE     SAMB.) 

0  Hubert,  let  my  soul  indulge  its  softness! 
The  hovLTn  the  spot,  is  sacred  to  Elwina. 
This  was  her  favourite  walk;  I  well  remember 
(For  who  forgets  that  loves  as  I  have  loved  ?) 
'T  was  in  that  very  bower  she  gave  that  scarf. 
Wrought  by  the  hand  of  love :  she  bound  it  on, 
And,  smiling,  cried,  "  Whate'er  befall  us,  Percy. 
Be  this  the  sacred  pledge  of  faith  between  us." 

1  knelt,  and  swore ;  called  every  power  to  witness, 
No  time  nor  circumstance  should  force  it  from  me ! 
But  vowed  to  lose  my  life  and  this  together. 
Here  I  repeat  my  vow. 

•  ••••• 

» 

O  Hubert,  Hubert !  to  a  soul  enamoured 
There  is  a  sort  of  local  sympathy, 
Which,  when  we  view  the  scenes  of  early  passion, 
Paints  the  bright  image  of  the  object  loved 
In  stronger  colours  than  remoter  scenes 
Could  ever  paint  it ;  realizes  shadow : 
Imbodies  vacancy;  lends  shape  and  being 
To  airy  fantasy;  substance  to  thought; 
Fiction  to  truth ;  and  breath  and  voice  to  words ; 
Dresses  the  object  up  in  all  its  charms ; 
Talks  to  it  nearer,  frames  its  answers  kinder, 
And  turns  imagination  into  vision. 
13  K 
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Julia.  How  luaiiy  cares  perplex  ihe  maid  who  lovea  !  J 
Cnres,  whiub  the  vscnnt  hejtri  can  never  know. 
Vou  fonilly  tremble  for  a  bmiher'a  life ; 
Orlnndo  iiiouni»  the  absence  uf  a  friend ; 
Guildford  is  anxious  for  a  son^s  renown; 
hi  tny  poor  heart  your  vorious  terrors  meet, 
With  aJded  fears  and  foudu-r  apprehenaioita : 
They  bH  unite  in  me;  I  feel  for  all  — 
[lis  life,  his  fume,  his  ub^^encr.  and  his  love; 
For  he   may  live  lo  see  his  ualive  home. 
And  he  may  live  lo  bless  a  sisler's  hopeSf 
May  live  lo  gratify  impatient  friendship, 
May  live  to  crown  h  father's  house  with  honour. 
May  live  to  gloryt  yel  he  ilead   lo  luve. 

Bra.  Forbear  these  fears ;  they  wound  my  brother's  hono 
Julia !  a  brave  man  must  be  ever  faithful ; 
Cowards  alone  dare  venture  lo  be  false ; 
Cowards  alone  dare  injure  Irusling  virtue, 
And  wilh  bold  perjuries  alfront  high  Heaven, 

Julia.  I  know  hia  faith,  and  venerate  his  virtues ; 
I  know  his  heai;!  is  tender  as  'tis  brave. 
Thai  all  his  father's  worlh,  his  sisler^s  softness, 
Heel  in  hia  generous  breast — and  yet  I  fear — 
Who  ever  loved  like  me,  and  did'nol  fear? 


Or.  What,  wrong  her  virtue  ? 

Ber.  Slill  litis  cant  of  vii 

This  pomp  of  words,  this  phrase  without  a  mcauing ! 
I  giant  that  honour's  something,  maidy  honour; 
I'd  fighl,  I'd  burn,  I'd  bleed,  I'd  die  for  hono 
But  what's  this  virtue? 
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Or.  Ask  you  what  it  is? 

"Why,  't  is  what  libertines  themselves  adore ; 
T  is  that  which  wakens  love  and  kindles  rapture, 
Beyond  the  rosy  lip  or  starry  eye. 
Virtue!  'tis  that  which  gives  a  secret  force 
To  common  charms ;  but  to  true  loveliness 
Lends  colouring  celestial.     Such  its  power, 
That  she  who  ministers  to  guilty  pleasures, 
Assumes  its  semblance  when  she  most  woidd  please. 
Virtue!  'tis  that  ethereal  energy 
Which  gives  to  body  spirit,  soul  to  beauty. 


MORNING    HTMN. 

Soft  slumbers  now  mine  eyes  forsake; 

My  powers  are  all  renewed; 
May  my  freed  spirit  too  awake, 

With  heavenly  strength  endued! 

Thou  silent  murderer  Sloth,  no  i§ore 

My  mind  imprisoned  keep; 
Nor  let  me  waste  another  hour 

With  thee,  thou  felon  Sleep. 

Hark,  O  my  soul,  could  dying  men 

One  lavished  hour  retrieve, 
Though  spent  in  tears,  and  passed  in  pain. 

What  treasures  would  they  give! 

But  seas  of  pearl,  and  mines  of  gold. 

Were  offered  them  in  vain ; 
Their  pearl  of  countless  price  is  lost;* 

And  where 's  the  promised  gain  ? 


*  See  Matthew  xiii.  4G. 


Lord)  when  ihy  i!ay  of  dread  nrcouni 
For  sfiuandorM]  hours  t^hall  rome, 

O  lei  lliem  noi  increase  ih'  amouiil, 
And  swell  the  fonner  sum! 

Tench  me  in  heulth  each  good  lo  pnzt 

I,  dying,  shall  et^tecm ; 
And  every  pleasure  to  despise 

I  then  ehall  worthless  deem. 

For  all  ihy  wondrous  mercies  past 

My  grateful  voice  I  raise. 
While  thus  I  quit  the  bed  (rf  rest. 

Creation's  LoriJ  lo  praise. 


Jes.   Let  not  thy  youth  be  dazzled,  O  my  i 
With  deeds  of  bold  emprise,  as  valour  only 
Were  virtue,  and  the  gentle  arts  of  peaee, 
Of  truth,  and  justice,  were  not  worth  thy  care. 
When  thou  ahalt  view  the  splendours  of  llie  wwi. 
The  gay  caparison,  the  burnished  shield, 
The  |ihime-crowued  helmet,  and  the  glittering  spa 
&orn  not  the  humble  virtues  of  the  sliaile, 
Nor  think  that  Heaven  views  only  with  applaut 
The  arlive  merit  and  the  busy  toil 
Of  lienies,  stalesmen,  and  the  busding  sons 
Of  puhlic  care.     These  have  their  just  reward, 
In  wealth,  in  honours,  and  the  well-earned  fame 
Thoir  high  achievements  bring. 

"  "  "  '  O  ray  son! 

The  ostentatious  virtues  which  siill  press 
For  notice  and  for  praise  —  the  brilliant  deeds 


Wluch  live  but  in  the 


eye  of  observ 


Tbe»«  hiTc  iheir  meed  at  ooce.     But  there's  a  joy 
^o   the  fond  vniariea  of  bine  unknown, 
*"*>   lieu  ihe  still  small  voice  of  couaciencc  apeak 
'I'    whuperiiig  plaiiilit  (ti  tlie  silent  soul. 
'^***cu  mile*  ilie  sigh  alHicieil  goodness  heaves; 
*»««n  Oie  low  plaiai  by  limuaii  ear  unheard, 
AtuI  ffoni  the  cheek  of  palioiit  sorrow  wi|)es 
'  **•  lew  by  morlal  eye  unseen  or  scorned. 


^^m:.  And  what  is  death  ? 

^^  *'   «o  terrible  to  die,  my  brother? 
rZ^    gr^at  ii  terrible,  is  it  for  thai 
Lw***    *««•'"«''"''''«■      'f'  ""ieed, 
'         *     Could  by  stralBgem  elude  the  blow, 

**«r«  some  high  duly  calls  us  forth  to  die, 
"O     lliiiH  for  ever  shun  it,  and  escape 
^*     univerBnl  lot, —  then  fond  self-love, 

caaljoiis  prudence,  boldly  might  produce 
r  lin»«pun  argumentx,  their  learned  haraii^ueft, 
r  cobweb  arts,  iheir  phrase  sophistical, 
I  Bublile  doubtji,  and  all  the  specious  tricks 
ning  labouring  lur  its  end. 
^^*-     "ifice,  howe'or  prottacied.  death  will  come, 
_^  "S*"  fondly  atudy,  with  ingenious  pains, 
.    **     put  it  off?  — To  breathe  a  little  longer 
*     '■'^  defer  our  late,  but  not  lo  shun  it. 
^***"  gain !  which  wisdom,  with  inJiifetent  eye, 
~T**«'»1..     Why  wish   to  drink   tlie  biller  dre^i 
liffk'^  cshaustnl  dinlioe,  whose  last  runnings, 
t,  nrp  mpid!     Why  nul  die 
^^      -• siirii  ><■  «ill)  m  inmihood^s  opening  bloom. 


[)  MISS     UASNAUUOBE. 

When  sprightly  ymiih.  willi  many  a  iiew-bom  joyl 

Solicits  every  8cnei??  bo  may  wc  then 

Present  n  sBcrifire,  iiitmeet  indeed, 

I  Ah.  how  unmeet!)  but  less  unwnrihv  far, 

Thun  the  worlil's  leiivin|E;« ;  than  ■ 

By  vice  enfeebled,  mid   by  vnin  desires 

Siiiik  and  exhausted.' 


Pas.  To  me,  no  joys  could  pomp  or  fame  imputj 
Far  softer  thoughts  possessed  my  virgin  heart. 
No  prudent  parent  formed  my  ductile  youth, 
Nor  leil  my  footsteps  in  the  pnths  of  truth. 
Left  la  myself  to  ctillivntc  my  mind. 
Pernicious  novels  their  soft  eiilrvnce  Itnd: 
Their  poisonous  itiHuence  led  my  mind  aainy : 
I  sighed  for  something,  what,  I  could  not  say. 
I  fancied  virtues  which  were  never  seen, 
And  died  for  heroes  who  have  never  been ; 
I  sickened  with  disgust  at  sober  sense, 
And  loQllied  the  pleasures  worth  and  truth  dtepeoae; 
I  scorned  the  manners  of  the  world  I  saw  ; 
My  guide  wa*  fiction,  and  romiinre  my  law. 
Distempered  thoughts  my  wandering  fancy  till, 
Emrh  wind  a  xephyr,  and  euch  brook  a  rill ; 
1  found  adveniures'  in  eiich  .;ommon  lale, 
And  lalked  and  sighed  to  every  pnssing  gate ; 
Conversed  with  eirhocs,  woods,  and  shades,  nnd  bowers. 
Cascades,  and  grottoes,  lields.  and  streams,  and  llowera. 
Retirement,  more  tlian  crowds,  had  learned  to  plea 
For  treacherous  leisure  feeds  the  sofi  disease. 
There  plastic  fancy  ever  moulds  at  will 
Th'  obedient  image  with  a  dangerous  ekill; 


KISS     HAKNAtI     MOHF:. 

Tbe  rhsnning  riciioii,  wlih  allunug  an, 
^uuLm  tl\e  [Kusiuna,  uid  lufecu  tLe  heui't. 
A  bacieil  heroine,  an  ideal  wife,  _ 

I  Itwiiied  llw  offices  of  real  life. 
These  all  nrre  ilull  and  lame;  1  longed  to  prove 
The  ^nerous  ardours  of  unequal  love; 
Some  nuirvel  still  my  wayward  heart  niusi  strike; 
fir  prince,  or  {M.-a.4ant,  each  liad  charms  alike  : 
Whale'er  inverted  imtiire,  custom,  law, 
^Mi  joy  I  courtcl,  oiid  with  tran.«port  saw. 
In  the  duU  walk  uf  rirtue'a  quiet  round, 
No  aliment  my  fevered  fancy  found, 
Each  duty  lo  perform   obsrrvtml  slill. 
But  IhoHe  which  God  and  nature  bade  me  fill. 


Tii.i.  now,  I  've  slcpl  on  life'e  lumtjlliioua  tide, 

lYo  pnnriplc  of  arlioti  for  itjy  guide. 

From  ipHiranre  my  chief  misfortunes  flow; 
i  nevpi  wished  lo  learn,  or  nareil  lo  know ; 
Mfilli  every  folly  slow-puced  time  beguiled; 
111  size  a  woman,  hut  in  huuI  a  child. 
\n  nloihrul  ease  my  momenta  crept  away, 
And  busy  iriflee  lilled  iJie  Icdioua  day; 
t  lived  extempore,  as  fancy  lired, 

Aa  chance  dirocied,  or  cnprice  inspired ; 
Too  indolent  to  think,  too  weak  ti>  choose. 

Too  soft  to  blame,  too  gentle  to  refuse; 

My  chatacter  wns  stamped  from  those  sniund; 

The  figures  ihi-y,  my  mind  llie  simple  graund. 

Fathion,  with  monstrous  fanns,  tile  canvas  streiiud, 

Till  nothing  nf  my  gEiiniuo  self  remained; 

Hj-  pliimt  soul  from  chance  received  its  heni, 

And  ntnther  gmid  pi'rrv>nnt-d,  nur  evil  nieanL 
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Fioiii  lii^rJit  i<)  ^vr<^nL^  from  mw  to  viriiie  llirown, 
rs<>   chiiracicr  j)o>s(  <sinir  •»!    its   own. 
To  sliim  I'utigue  i  made  my  only  law  \ 
Yet  every  night  my  wasted  spirits  saw. 
No  plan  e'er  marked  the  duties  of  the  day, 
Which  stole  in  tasteless  apathy  away: 
No  energy  informed  my  languid  mind; 
No  joy  the  idle  e'er  must  hope  to  find. 
Weak  indecision  all  my  actions  swayed; 
Tne  day  was  lost  before  the  choice  was  made. 
Though  more  to  folly  than  to  guilt  inclined, 
A  drear  vacuity  possessed  my  mind. 
Too  old  with  infant  sports  to  be  amused, 
Unfit  for  converse,  and  to  books  unused, 
The  wise  avoided  me:  they  could  not  hear 
My  senseless  prattle  with  a  patient  ear. 
1  sought  retreat,  but  found,  with  strange  surprise, 
Relreat  is  pleasant  only  to  the  wise; 
The  crowded  world  by  vacant  minds  is  sought. 
Because  it  saves  th'  expense  and  pain  of  thought 


^^%^^^^^^^^^^^*^^^^^*^y^ 


ANNE  YEARSLY, 

A  MILK  won  AN  of  Bristol,  was  brought  to  the  knowledge  of  Mia 
IlnnnHh  More  by  her  extreme  poverty.  On  visiting  her  with  relief 
MiKH  More  discovered  in  some  scraps  of  poetry  written  by  her,  marks  of 
talent ;  and  enthusiastically  err)ploycd  her  own  literary  skill  and  influ- 
ence 10  bring  forward  the  object  of  her  bounty  as  an  authoress,  bestowing 
upon  her  the  Delia  Crui^can  pseudonym  of  Isoctilla;  Anne,  in  return, 
glorifying  her  pntroncss  as  Stella,  Miss  More  says,  that  she  covered  a 
thousand  pages  in  correcting  the  pieces,  and  in  letters  of  application  on 
behalf  of  her  poetical  pet.  Horace  Walpole,  Mrs.  Montagu,  Mrs.  Boeca- 
wen,  and  a  host  of  others,  joined  in  the  enterprise  of  securing  laurels  and 
oounds  sterling  fb^  the  genius  of  the  pail.    Her  first  coUectioo  of  pieces 
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throogh  three  editions,  the  subecribers  to  which  were  found  in  all 
claaaea*  from  the  Duke  to  the  tradesman;  and  the  profits  amounted  to 
£G0O.  From  these  facts  our  readers  may  guess  the  popularity  of  Lactilla 
tt  the  time.  The  scheme  turned  out  badly ;  the  woman  was  ungrateful 
and  abusive,  (**an  odious  creature,*'  as  Mr.  Boscawen  calls  her):  she 
insisted  upon  her  right  to  spend  her  profits  as  she  pleased,  acquired,  Miss 
More  says,  bad  habits,  and  soon  sunk  back  to  her  original  obscurity,  from 
which  we  raise  her  for  a  moment,  only  because.of  tlie  curiosity  and  interest 
■he  once  excited.  It  is,  of  course,  not  possible  to  tell  how  much  her 
.  writingB  are  indebted  to  Miss  More :  yet  they  show  very  little  of  the 
character  which  might  have  been  expected  from  her  want  of  education, 
abounding  in  bombastic,  but  not  erroneous,  allusions  to  classic  fables;  Mel- 
pomene, Sisyphus,  Tritons,  Phmbus,  d&c.,  figuring  in  her  lines  as  old  and 
^miliar  acquaintancea  It  must  be  confessed,  however,  that,  unless  Miss 
Hore  re-wrote  all  the  pieces,  ^  the  milk  woman  of  Bristol**  had  no  inconsi- 
^lenble  talent,  as  may  be  seen  from  the  characteristic  extracts  we  give.* 

TO     STE  LLA. 

(OIT    HER   ACCUSING  THE   AUTHOR   OF   FLATTBRT.) 

Excuse  me,  Stella,  sunk  in  humble  state, 

With  more  than  needful  awe  I  view  the  great ; 

No  glossy  diction  e'er  can  aid  the  thought 

First  stamped  in  ignorance  with  error  fraught. 

My  friends  I  've  praised  —  they  stood  in  heavenly  guise, 

When  first  I  saw  thee,  and  my  mental  eyes 

Shall  in  that  heavenly  rapture  view  thee  still ; 

For  mine 's  a  stubborn  and  a  savage  will ; 

^o  customs,  manners,  nor  soft  arts  T  boast. 

On  my  rough  soul  your  nicest  rules  are  lost. 

Yet  shall  unpolished  gratitude  be  mine. 

While  Stella  deigns  to  nurse  the  spark  divine. 


*^is  but  fair  to  note   that  she  made  a  plausible  defence  of  herself  in 

collection, 
entirely 

I  ~  '-■^■i.   u|/«^if    i'«  is^    i^±\7t^  ii'i    iiiv^M^iii  ^/i    iaiiKiJ<a{^<::}  iii<7  mtdltlOnal    pieCOS 

•■*«  nearly  as  good  as  the  first.     It  appears  from  one  of  them,  that  the 
Of  Bristol  stood  sponsor  for  one  of  her  children. 

13  • 


*^»  but  fair  to  note   that  she  made  a  plausible  defence  of  hi 
'**"^facetoa  fourth  edition  cjf  her  poems  ;  and  that  in  a  seconder: 
I  *«*>li*!}ie»l  after  the  qiianel,  she  proves  herself  not  to  have  been 
I      '^^'■■^dent  upon  Miss  More  for  thought  or  language,  the  additions 
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A  MVB^  pleads — let  e'en  her  eirora  move, 

And  your  forgiving  spirit  melt  in  love. 

O  cherish  gentle  Pily's   lambent  flame. 

From  llenveii's  own  bosom  the  soft  pleader  came 

Then  deign  to  bless  a  soul,  who'll  ne'er  degrade 

Tour  gitit  iho'  sharpest  miseries  invade. 

You  1  acknowledge  next  to  bounteous  heaven, 

Like  his,  your  influence  cheers  whene'er  'tis  given; 

Blest  in  dispensing,  gentle  Stella,  hear 

My  only  short,  but  pity-moving  prayer, 

That  thy  great  soul  may  spare  the  rustic  Muae, 

Whom  science  ever  scorned,  and  errors  a  till  abuse. 


(wmtttli    IN   J*m-»B«   1785.) 

In  this  lone  hour,  when  angry  storms  dscend. 
And  the  chilled  soul  deplores  her  distant  friend ; 
When  all  her  sprightly  fires  inaclive  lie. 
And  gloomy  objects  fill  tlie  mental  eye ; 
When  hoary  Winter  iitrides  the  northern  blast, 
And  Flora's  beauties  at  his  feet  are  cast; 
Earth  by  the  grizzly  tyrant  desert  made, 
The  feathered  warblers  quit  the  leafless  shade; 
Quit  those  dear  scenes  where  life  ai-d  love  began. 
And,  cheerless  seek  the  savage  haunts  of  man. 
How  nionms  each  tenant  of  the  silent  grove  ! 
No  soft  sensation  turns  the  heart  to  love ; 
No  fluttering  pulse  awakes  lo  Rapture's  call ; 
No  strain  responsive  aids  the  water's  fall. 
The  swain  neglects  the  nymph,  he  knows  not  why, 
The  nymph,  iiidiffereni,  mourns  the  freezing  sky  ; 
Alike  insensible   to  soft  desire, 
She  asks  no  warmlh  but  from  the  kitchen  fire. 
Love  seeks  a  milder  zone ;  half  sunk  in  enow, 
Lactilla,  shivering,  tends  her  fav'rits  cow; 


^"^  diewing  flocka  now  ask  ihe  fioiinteous  hand, 
^  CfytuJ  sireanis  in  frozen  feliere  siund. 
•he  bctnirilux  rol-breost,  lender  in  her  frame, 
"fcu«  murder  marks  ilie  fool  wiili  irulile  sliiune, 
^""^  die  loM-  collage  door,  in  jicnsive  raotid, 
y«ipisirw  and  moiirna  her  hroiliers  of  ihe  wood. 
•w  Song  oft  wnkeil  liie  soul  to  lender  joy?, 
"  '*ui  hia  readesB  sold  whose  gun  destroys ; 
"^  *ha,  rough  riowii,  long  pains  on  thee  shall  «-ai(, 
Zr**^  ''eezing  want  avenge  llieir  hapless  faie; 
.     *"  ^ese  fell  nmrilers  muysl  thou  change  thy  kind, 

^Ulward  furni  aa  savage  as  in  mind; 
^^^   l>c  a  bear  of  Pyihagoreait  naine. 

^**>>  man  dialinguifhed  hy  ihy  liideous  frame. 
_^    ^  liou^  alow  and  pensive  now  ihc  tnomeats  roll, 
1^  ^*^«siive  montlis  bIioII  from  our  torpid  soul 
.  ^*^7  t*****  scenes  again ;  the  laughing  hours 
••.^•^nciiig  BWitl,  shall  strew  sponlaneoiis  Bowrra ; 
.  ^^    early -peeping  .'nowdrop,  crocus  [nilil, 
^^**    modest  violet  grace  the  secret  wild : 
.^^^  primrose,  daisy,  may-pole  decking  sweei 
jT**^  purple  hyacinth  together  meet : 
-    *     Ifatnre'it  sweets  in  joyoiu  circles  move 
^1^*^  wake  the  frozen  soul  again  to  love. 

*^  niddy  swain  now  stalks  along  the  vale, 
,^^*«!  snufis  fresh  ardour  from  ihe  tlyina;  g»le  \ 
*^e  landscape  rushes  on  his  untaught  mind, 
*»Kig  mpturra  rise,  but  rapiiires  undefined; 
^^^^  loiidcr  whistles,  stretches  o'er  ihe  green, 
J^;y  scnaitiing  milk-maids,  not  unheeded,  seen; 
^he  ilowncrait  look  no'er  lises  on  the  swain. 
T^hey  ilroul  his  eye.  retire,  and  ga^e  again. 
-— TTis  mighty  Love. — Ye  blooming  inaidu,  bewus, 
^ur  the  lofie  thicket  with  ihc  lover  dare. 
«o  high  nunftntic  rultis  of  honour  bind 
Tha  tttnid  virgin  of  ihe  rural  kind ; 
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No  conquest  of  the  passions  e'er  was  taughti 

Nor  meed  e'er  given  them  for  the  vanquished  thought. 

To  sacrifice,  to  govern  or  restrain, 

Or  to  extinguish,  or  to  hug  the  pain, 

Was  never  theirs ;  instead,  the  fear  of  shame 

Proves  a  strong  bulwark  and  secures  their  fame ; 

Shielded  by  this,  they  flout,  reject,  deny, 

While  mock  disdain  puts  the  foifd  lover  by ; 

Unreal  scorn,  stem  looks,  affected  pride, 

Awe  the  poor  swain  and  save  the  trembling  biide. 


^^»^>V^^MM^^^^>^^^^«^ 


MRS.   GRANT,  OF  LAGGAN. 

This  well-known  lady,  the  widow  of  a  Presbyterian  clergyn 
Inverness-shire,  Scotland,  whose  Letters  from  the  Mountaim 
been  so  generally  and  deservedly  admired,  published  a  volume  of 
in  1801,  which  show  the  same  talents  that  made  her  descripti 
scenery  so  graphic  and  delightful.  She  also  wrote  Memoirs 
American  Lady,  (Mrs.  Schuyler,  widow  of  Colonel  Philip  Sc 
who  died  in  1757,)  and  An  Essay  on  the  Superstititms  of  the 
Highlanders,    She  died  in  1838.     We  give  her  characteristic  v 


ON     A      SPRIG     OF      HEATH. 

Flower  of  the  waste !  the  heath-fowl  shuns 
For  thee  the  brake  and  tangled  wood — 

To  thy  protecting  shade  she  runs, 
Thy  tender  buds  supply  her  food  ; 

Her  young  forsake  her  downy  plumes, 

To  rest  upon  thy  opening  blooms. 


Flower  of  die  desert  [hough   ihou  art  I 
The  deer  that  range  the  mountain  free, 

The  graceful  doe,  tlie  siaiely  hart, 
Their  foot!  and  shelter  seek  IVom  thee ; 

The  bee  thy  earliest  blossom  greets, 

And  ilnws  frum  lliee  her  choieest  sweeta. 


Qem  of  the  heath ! 

Shed*  beauty  o't 
Though  lliou  disjH! 

Nor  yel  with  splentlid  tints  allure, 
fioth  volour^s  crest  and   beauty's  bower 
Ofl  liast  thoa  decked,  a  favourite  flower. 


whose  modest  gloom 
'  the  lonely  moor; 

no  rich  perfume, 


» 


Rower  of  the  wiltl !  whose  purple  glow 

Adorns  Uie  dusby  mountain's  side, 
Not  the  gay  hues  of  Iris'  bow, 

Nor  garden's  artful  varied  pride, 
With  all  its  wraith  of  sweets  could  cheer, 
Likf  thee,  the  hardy  mounlsineer. 


Flower  of  his  heart!  thy  fragrance  mild 
Of  pence  and  freedom  seeni  (o  breatlie ; 

'To  pluck  thy  blossoms  in  the  wild, 
And  di!ck  his  bonnet  with  the  wreath. 

Where  dwelt  of  old  his  rustic  sires, 

I*  all  his  simple  wish  requires. 


^ower  of  Ilia  dear-loved  native  land'. 

AW,  when  distant  far  more  dear  I 
When  he  fmrn  some  cold  foreign  strand. 

Looks  homewanl  ilimugh  the  blinding  t( 
How  must  his  aching  heart  deplore. 
That  home  and  lliee  he  sees  no  more  I 

14 
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Also  A  description  i^ 

THK     HIOtlLAIfS    FOOE. 


Where  yonder  ridgy  mountains  bound  the  scene* 

The  narrow  opening'  glens  ihal  intervene 

Slill  ahelter,  in  some  lowly  nook   obscure 

One  poorer  than  the  rest — where  all  are  poor; 

Some  widowed  matron,  hopeless  of  relier, 

Who  to  her  secret  breast  confines  her  grief; 

Dejected  sighs  the  wintry  night  away, 

And  lonely  musea  all  the  summer  day: 

Her  gallant  sons,  who,  smit  with  honour's  chamu, 

Pursued  the  phantom  Fame  through  war's  alanns, 

Return  no  more ;  stretched  on  Hindoslau's  plain, 

Or  sunk  beneatli  the  unfathomable  main; 

In  vain  her  eyes  tjie  watery  waste  explore 

For  heroes — fated  to  return  no  more ! 

Let  others  bless  the  morning's  reddening  beam, 

Foe  to  her  peace — it  breaks  the  illusive  dream 

That,  in  their  prime  of  manly  bloom  confest, 

Reatoreri  the  long-lost  warriors  to  her  breast ; 

And  as  they  strove,  with  smiles  of  filial  love. 

Their  widowed  parent's  anguish  to  remove, 

Through  her  small  casement  broke  the  intrusive  day, 

And  chased  the  pleasing  images  away! 

No  time  can  e'er  her  banished  joys  restore, 

For  all !  a  heart  once  broken  heals  no  mora. 

The  dewy  beams  that  gleam  from  pity's  eye, 

The  '  still  small  voice'  of  sacred  sympathy, 

In  vain  the  mourner's  sorrows  would  beguile, 

Or  steal  from  weary  woe  one  languid  smile ; 

Vet  wliat  ihey  can  they  do — the  scanty  store, 

So  often  opened  for  the  wandering  poor, 
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To  her  each  cottager  complacent  deals, 
While  the  kind  glance  the  melting  heart  reveals ; 
And  still,  when  evening  streaks  the  west  with  gold, 
The  milky  tribute  from  the  lowing  fold 
With  cheerful  haste  officious  children  bring, 
And  every  smiling  flower  that  decks  the  spring ; 
Ah!  little  know  the  fond  attentive  train, 
That  spring  and  flowerets  smile  for  her  in  vain : 
Yet  hence  they  learn  to  reverence  modest  woe, 
And  of  their  little  all  a  part  bestow. 
Let  those  to  wealth  and  proud  distinction  bom. 
With  the  cold  glance  of  insolence  and  scorn 
Regard  the  suppliant  wretch,  and  harshly  grieve 
The  bleeding  heart  their  bounty  would  relieve : 
Far  different  these ;  while  from  a  bounteous  heart 
With  the  poor  sufferer  they  divide  a  part; 
Humbly  they  own  that  all  they  have  is  given 
A  boon  precarious  from  indulgent  Heaven : 
And  the  next  blighted  crop  or  frosty  spring. 
Themselves  to  equal  indigence  may  bring. 


JOANNA  BAILLIE, 

Born  at  Bothwell,  in  Scotland,  1765,  but  long  a  resident  at  Hamp* 
ead,  near  London,  where  she  now  lingers  out  an  extreme  old  age, 
ioerable  and  beloved.  Few  writers  have  commanded  a  more  affec- 
mate  and  respectful  admiration  than  she  has  enjoyed,  as  a  willing 
Ibute  from  her  contemporaries,  during  her  long  literary  career;  and 
iticisn^has  hushed  its  suspicions  of  her  defects  in  a  desire  to  appre- 
ate  her  noble  endeavours  afler  a  pure  and  elevated  style.  Walter 
X)lt,  who  enjoyed  her  friendship,  honoured  her  with  the  title  ot  "the 
nth  Muse,"  and  has  celebrated  her  praise  in  these  graceful  lines  : 


(i , 


the  notes  that  rung 


From  the  wild  harp,  which  silent  hung 
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By  nlver  Avon's  holy  shore, 

Till  twice  an  hundred  years  rolled  o'er; 

When  she,  the  bold  enchantress,  came, 

With  fearless  hand,  and  heart  on  flame  1 

From  the  pale  willow  snatched  the  treasore^ 

And  swept  it  with  a  kindred  measure, 

Till  Avon's  swans,  while  rung  the  grove 

With  Montfort's  hate  and  Basil's  love, 

Awakening  at  the  inspired  strain. 

Deemed  their  own  Shakspeare  lived  again." 

This  is  high  but  extravagant  encomium.  In  her  dramatic  writings 
her  aims  are  higher  than  the  reach  of  her  genius.  The  wish  to  display 
in  each  of  her  plays  the  effects  of  a  single  passion,  has  led  her,  against 
nature,  to  merge  the  individual  in  a  character  too  general,  overlook- 
ing the  various  minor  motives  and  incidents  which  mingle  with  the 
master  sentiment,  and  give  a  distinct  separateness  to  each  human  being; 
like  the  expression  of  the  countenance  in  different  persons,  who  bear 
the  human  face,  but  are  unlike  even  in  their  likeness  to  one  another. 
Miss  Baillie  would  have  succeeded  better  in  her  delineations,  as  a 
didactic  poet,  than  as  a  dramatist  Her  best  passages  are  those  in 
which  womanly  feeling  lias  its  vent;  but  she  does  not  comprehend  the 
workings  of  a  man*s  soul  sufficiently  to  speak  its  language.  Her  tra- 
gedies, though  road  with  pleasure  in  the  closet,  are  not  of  sufficient 
acting  capacity  for  the  stage,  and  but  one  of  them  has  gained  admit- 
tance to  the  boards,  —  De  Mnntfortj  in  which  Kemble  sustained  the 
principal  part  for  eleven  nights;  and  afterwards  Kean,  both  in  England 
and  this  country.  The  latter  pronounced  it  a  fine  poem,  but  not  a  suc- 
cessful play.  Some  of  her  sweetest  and  most  striking  passages  occur  in 
her  Martyr ;  where  her  feminine  appreciation  of  religion  enables  her 
to  seize  upon  the  noble  sentiments  which  faith  suggests.  The  piece 
suffers,  however,  when  compared  with  Milman'son  the  same  subject,  or 
the  truly  tragic  interest  of  Lockhart's  powerful  tale,  Valerius,  Her 
comedies  are  utter  failures. 

Miss  Baillie's  miscellaneous  poems  are  sufficient  in  number  to  fill  a 
volume ;  and  from  these,  with  some  of  the  songs  in  her  plays,  which 
nave  much  metrical  merit,  we  supply  our  specimens  of  her  nAbst  pleas- 
ing manner.  Her  poem  on  The  Kitten  will  lead  the  reader  almost  to 
suspect  Wordsworth  to  have  taken  the  hint  of  his  exquisite  lines  on  the 
same  subject  from  that  early  piece  of  our  authoress. 
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^      *Iiiu  ye  lie,  who,  wilh  the  moniiiig  aun, 
-^**«  elieerfly,  snii  girt  your  amiour  on 

*t.h  lU  tlie  vigour,  and  capacity, 
.^^•3  comdiness  of  strong  and  youthful  men. 


.^^    slso,  tuken  111   your  m 
»^    *lh  griaxled  pules,  from  n 


lood'a  wane, 
^^     •ui  ^rujutw  pnies,  irom  niaies,  wlioae  withered  handa 
*^  wme  good  thirty  years  had  Bmooihed  your  couch : 
^It**" !  and  ye  whose  fair  and  early  growth 
^l^tii  girt  you  ilie  similitude  of  men 
^^•^  your  fond  mothers  ceased  to  tend  you  still, 
'^*'*  nurselings  of  their  core,  ye  lie  together!' 

'Oh!  there  be  some 
*Vho9c  writhed  features,  fixed  in  all  the  strength 
^^  ^ppling  agony,  do  stare  upon  you, 

Aff  ith  their  dend  eyes  half  opened, 

-^■kI  there  be  some  struck  through  with  bristling  darts, 
^Those  clenched  hands  have  lorn  the  pebbles  up ; 
"Mhowc  giiatthing  teeth  liave  ground  the  very  sand. 
^ay,  some  I  Vc  seen  among  those  bloody  heaps, 
Defaced  and  'reft  e'en  of  the  form  of  men, 
Who  in  cnnrulsive  motion  yet  retain 
Some  slireda  of  life  more  horrible  than  death.' 


*Ed.    Dotli  tlie  bright  sun,  from  the  high  arrh  of  heaven, 
In  all  hia  beauteous  robes  of  lleckered  clouds, 
Aiul  ruddy  vapours,  and  deep  glowing  flames, 
.<nd  siiflly  vnrii^d  slmdes.  look  gloriously? 
Do  lite  gtven  «oo<i9  dance  U>  the  wind  ;  l^e  lakes 
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Oast  up  their  sparkling  waters  to  the  light? 
Do  the  sweet  hamlets  in  their  bushy  delb 
Send  winding  up  to  heaven  their  curling  smoke 
On  the  soft  morning  air? 

Do  the  flocks  bleat,  and  the  wild  creatures  bound 
In  antic  happiness  ?  and  mazy  birds 
Wing  the  mid  air  in  lightly  skimming  bands  ? 
Ay,  all  this  is ;  men  do  behold  all  this ; 
The  poorest  man.     Even  in  this  lonely  vault. 
My  dark  and  narrow  world,  oft  do  I  hear 
The  crowing  of  the  cock  so  near  my  walls, 
And  sadly  think  how  small  a  space  divides  me 
From  all  this  fair  creation.' 

A  BRAVE  man's  DREAD  OF  DEATH 

(FROM  RATMER.) 

^  Rayncr.    Death  is  to  me  an  awful  thing ;  nay,  Fathei 
I  fear  to  die.     And  were  it  in  my  power. 
By  suffering  of  the  keenest  racking  pains. 
To  keep  upon  me  still  these  weeds  of  nature, 
I  could  such  things  endure,  that  thou  wouldst  marvel, 
And  cross  thyself  to  see  such  coward  bravery. 
For  oh !  it  goes  against  the  mind  of  man 
To  be  turned  out  from  its  warm  wonted  home, 
Ere  yet  one  rent  admits  the  winter's  chill.' 

•  ••••• 

This  bell  speaks  with  a  deep  and  sullen  voice : 
The  time  comes  on  apace  with  silent  speed. 
Is  it  indeed  so  late  ?  (Looking  at  his  watch.) 

It  is  even  so. 
(Pausing  and  looking  still  at  the  watch,) 
How  soon  time  flies  away!  yet,  as  I  watch  it, 
Methinks,  by  the  slow  progress  of  this  hand, 
I  should  have  lived  an  age  since  yesterday. 
And  have  an  age  to  live.     Still  on  it  creeps, 
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Ewh  liiile  moment  »t  uiolher'a  heels, 
'ill  hourt,  Jays,  years,  and  ag^s  are  made  up 
"f  "urii  tiuall  jiarts  aa  Ihese,  and  men  look  back, 
'""m  ind  bewildered,  wondering  how  it  is. 
^'i"u  invellesi  like  a  ship  in  the  wide  ocean, 

nicli  bth  no  bounding  shore  to  mark  its  progress; 

"Time.'  ere  hinij  I  shall  have  done  with  thee, 
"^•^n  neit  ihou  Wde.st  on  ihy  nightly  shades, 


Thy 


an-  heart  thy  steps  may  count, 


-•■  niujnight  "laruni  sludl  not  woken  mc. 
"^•i  «t»li  I  he  D  thing,  ai  thought  of  which 
*  "Xiuacd  soul  swells  boundless  and  sublime, 
.       *h»l»  in  wildnesa  of  uiifaihomed  fears : 
j.^^'^^saghl ;  B  conscionaness ;  unbodied  spirit 
jj   ■*«>  but  would  sJirink  from  Uiis  ? 
.  ^•heiefore  vhtink  ?  came  we  not  thus  lo  earth  . 

V_^^    fc'  *!">  sent,  prejiared  reception  for  us. 
'   glorious  are  ilie  tiling  that  are  prepared, 
ebdioe!  —  yei,  heaven  pardon  me! 
luld  tkulk  beneath  my  wonted  covering. 


Ah,  Time !  when  next  thou  fillesi  thy  nightly  term, 
r^*,  "*«fB  shall  I  be  >     Fye  t  fyo  upon  ihce  still ! 
1    *       "  *i  "hwe  weak  infancy,  and  timorous  age, 
*  j»        ^  maiden  faarfiiliicss  have  gone  before  thee ; 
I   "fr*!^^  where,  as  well  as  liim  of  firmesl  soul, 
I    •Y'fc^**  racanly-niinded  and  the  coward  ore. 

•»^*"*Mi  trust  liiy  uaiure,  al  ihe  approaching  pushi 
_^  *^  mind  doth  shape  itself  lo  its  own  wanie, 
^***d  can  hew  all  things.' 


r  ASSING   J 


*  l)fii'*T  ihou  ne'er  see  the  s 


lIIow'r  veering  breast. 
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In  the  sunn'd  glimpses  of  a  stormy  day, 

Shiver  in  silvery  brightness? 

Or  boatman^s  oar,  as  vivid  lightning,  flash 

In  the  faint  gleam,  that  like  a  spirit^s  path, 

Tracks  the  still  waters  of  some  sullen  lake  ? 

Or  lonely  tower,  from  its  brown  mass  of  woodfl« 

Give  to  the  parting  of  a  wintry  sun 

One  hasty  glance  in  mockery  of  the  night 

Closing  in  darkness  round  it  ? — Gentle  friend ! 

Chide  not  her  mirth,  who  was  sad  yesterday, 

And  may  be  so  to-morrow.' 

A  woman's  picture  of  country  lifv 

VFROM    THE    SAMS.^ 

'Even  now  methinks 
Each  little  cottage  of  my  native  vale 
Swells  out  its  Ctirthen  sides,  upheaves  its  roof, 
Like  to  a  hillock  moved  by  laboring  mole. 
And  with  green  trail-weeds  clamb'ring  up  its  wallfl, 
Roses  and  every  gay  and  fragrant  plant, 
Before  my  fancy  stands,  a  fairy  bower. 
Ay,  and  within  it  too  do  fairies  dwell. 
Peep  thro'  its  wreathed  window,  if  indeed 
The  flowers  grow  not  too  close ;  and  there  within 
ThouHt  see  some  half  a  dozen  rosy  brats, 
Eating  from  wooden  bowls  their  dainty  milk  : — 
Those  are  my  mountain  elves.     See'st  thou  not 
Their  very  forms  distinctly?' 

'  I  Ml  gather  round  my  board 
All  that  heav'n  sends  to  me  of  way-worn  folks. 
And  noble  travellers,  and  neighb'ring  friends. 
Both  young  and  old.     Within  my  ample  hall. 
The  worn-out  man  of  arms,  shall  o'tiptoe  tread, 
Tossing  his  grey  locks  from  his  wrinkled  brow 
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With  cheerful  freedom,  as  he  boasts  his  feats 
Of  days  gone  by. — Music  we'll  have  ;  and  oft 
The  bickering  dance  upon  our  oaken  floors 
Shall,  thundering  loud,  strike  on  the  distant  ear 
Of  'nighted  travellers,  who  shall  gladly  bend 
Their  doubtful  footsteps  towards  the  cheering  din. 
Solemn,  and  grave,  and  cloistered,  and  demure 
We  shall  not  be.     Will  this  content  ye,  damsels  ? 

Ev'ry  season 
Shall  have  its  suited  pastime :  even  winter 
In  its  deep  noon,  when  mountains  piled  with  snow, 
And  choked  valleys  from  our  mansion  bar 
All  entrance,  and  nor  guest  nor  traveller 
Sounds  at  our  gate ;  the  empty  hall  forsaking, 
In  some  warm  chamber,  by  the  crackling  fire. 
We  '11  hold  our  little,  snug,  domestic  court. 
Plying  our  work  with  song  and  tale  between.' 

THE      BE  AC  ON. 

(from    the  beacon.) 

^ur.  Make  no  excuse,  I  pray  thee. 
How  many  leagues  from  shore  may  such  a  light 
By  the  benighted  mariner  be  seen  ? 

Bast.  Some  six  or  so,  he  will  descry  it  faintly. 
Like  a  small  star,  or  hermit's  taper,  peering 
I^rom  some  caved  rock  that  brows  the  dreary  waste ; 
Or  like  the  lamp  of  some  lone  lazar-house, 
^^hich  through  the  silent  night  the  traveller  spies 
Tjpon  his  doubtful  way. 

Viol,  Fie  on  such  images ! 
*lliou  should'st  have  liken'd  it  to  things  more  seemly, 
*Thou  might'st  have  said  the  peasant's  evening  fire 
*Trhat  from  his  upland  cot,  thro'  winter's  gloom, 
"What  time  his  wife  their  evening  meal  prepares, 
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Blinks  on  the  traveller's  eye  and  cheers  his  heart ; 
Or  signal-torch,  that  from  my  lady's  bower 
Tells  wandering  knights  the  revels  are  begun; 
Or  blazing  brand,  that  from  the  vintage  house 
O'  long  October  nights,  thro'  the  still  air 
Looks  rousingly.' 

THE     FATHER     AND     HIS     CHILD. 

(FROM     THE    SEPARATION.) 
ROVANI. 

Enter  'RovAsi^foUcnoed  by  Nurse,  carrying  a  sleeping  w 

Come  on,  good  Nurse;  thou  need'st  not  be  ashamed 

To  show  thy  bantling,  sleeping  or  awake 

A  nobler,  comelier,  curly-pated  urchin 

Ne'er  changed  the  face  of  stem  and  warlike  sire 

To  tearful  tenderness. — Look  here,  my  Lord. 

GARcio  (turning  eagerly  round). 

The  child!  my  child!  (Lifting  the  mantle  thai  covers  U 

gazing  on  the  infant,) 

ROVANI. 

Ay,  there  are  cheeks  and  lips  like  roses  glowing ; 
And,  see,  half-opened  eyelids  show  within 
The  dewy  azure  of  his  sleeping  eyes. 
Like  loopholes  in  a  cloud. — Awake,  sweet  imp ! 

GARCIO. 

Nay,  wake  him  not ;  his  sleep  is  beautiful. 

Let  me  support come  to  my  stirring  heart, 

And  here  be  cradled,  thing  of  wond'rous  joy ! 

( Taking  the  child.) 
Here,  in  the  inmost  core  of  beating  life. 


JOANKA 


16T 


I'd  Mgt  ihee.    Mine  lliou  an !  yes,  thou  art  mine 
™C  b  my  treasured  being  :  thou  will  love  me. 

(Laying  hit  face  close  to  ike  child*!.) 
Sl«l  Krf'uifss  !  litUe  hand  and  little  t-lieek .' 
''"*  i»  ■  touch  so  Bweet !  a  blessed  louch ! 
•  aeie  i«  \r,yf  in  ii  ^  love  that  will  not  change ! 

(Burtting  into  tears,  while  ihc  Nurse  lakti  the  chili 


BiTT  yet  more  pleased,  thro'  murky  air 
He  spies  ilie  disianl  bonlirc^j  glare; 
And,  neaivr  to  the  «pol  advanciiigi 
Black  imps  and  goblins  round  it  dancing; 
And,  nnirer  etill,  distinctly  traces 
The  leatnrd  disks  of  liappy  faces. 
Grinning  and  roaring  in  their  glory, 
Like  Bacchants  wild  uf  ancient  story, 
And  making  mur^eons  lo  ihe  llanie, 
M  U  were  play-maie  of  ilieir  game. 
Full  nett,  1  Lrow,  could  modem  stage 
Socb  acting  for  Uie  nonce  engage, 
A  crowded  audience  erery  night 
Would  presa  to  see  the  jovial  eight; 
And  this,  from  cost  and  squeezing  free, 
Noveinber's  nightly  trav'llpra  see. 

Thro'  village,  lane,  or  hqmlet  going, 
The  Light  fruin  cottage  window  showing 
iu  intnatM  at  their  evening  fare, 
By  rou«ing  fire  and  earthenware — 
And  pCTTler  trenchers  on  the  shelf, — 
Barmleea  dispby  of  worldly  pelf! — 
ta  (nnsicnl  vision  to  ihc  tye 
Of  hasty  intr'Her  |iassing  liy; 
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Yet  much  of  pleasing  import  tells, 
And  cherishM  in  the  fancy  dwells, 
Where  simple  innocence  and  mirth 
Encircle  still  the  cottage  hearth. 
Across  the  road  a  fiery  glare 
Doth  blacksmith's  open  foige  deciare. 
Where  furnace-blast,  and  measurM  din 
Of  hammers  twain,  and  all  within, — 
The  brawny  mates  their  labour  plying. 
From  heated  bar  the  red  sparks  flying. 
And  idle  neighbours  standing  b)c 
With  open  mouth  and  dazzled  eye, 
The  rough  and  sooty  walls  with  store 
Of  chains  and  horse-shoes  studded  o'ery 
An  armory  of  sullied  sheen, — 
All  momently  are  heard  and  seen. 

Nor  docs  he  often  fail  to  meet, 
In  market  town's  dark  narrow  street, 
(Even  when  the  night  on  pitchy  wings 
The  sober  hour  of  bed-time  brings,) 
Amusement.     From  the  alehouse  door. 
Having  full  bravely  paid  his  score. 
Issues  the  tipsy  artisan, 
With  tipsier  brother  of  the  can. 
And  oft  to  wile  him  homeward  tries 
With  coaxing  words,  so  wond'rous  wise! 
The  dame  demure,  from  visit  late, 
Her  lantern  borne  before  in  state 
By  sloven  footboy,  paces  slow. 
With  patlen'd  feet  and  hooded  brow. 
Where  the  seam'd  window-board  betrays 
Interior  light,  full  closely  lays 
The  eves-dropper  his  curious  ear. 
Some  neighbour's  fire-side  talk  to  hear ; 
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While,  from  an  upper  casement  bending, 
A  household  maid,  belike,  is  sending 
From  jug  or  ewer  a  slopy  shower. 
That  makes  him  homeward  fleetly  scour. 
From  lower  rooms  few  gleams  are  sent, 
From  blazing  hearth,  thro^  chink  or  rent ; 
But  from  the  loftier  chambers  peer 
(Where  damsels  doff  their  gentle  gear. 
For  rest  preparing,)  tapers  bright. 
Which  give  a  momentary  sight 
Of  some  fair  form  with  visage  glowing, 
With  loosen'd  braids  and  tresses  flowing, 
Who,  busied,  by  the  mirror  stands. 
With  bending  head  and  up-raisM  hands, 
Whose  moving  shadow  strangely  falls 
With  size  enlarged  on  roof  and  walls. 
Ah !  lovely  are  the  things,  I  ween, 
By  arrowy  Speed's  light  glam'rie  seen  I 
Fancy,  so  touchM,  will  long  retain 
That  quickly  seen,  nor  seen  again. 

Yet  this  short  scene  of  noisy  coil 
But  serves  our  traveller  as  a  foil. 
Enhancing  what  succeeds,  and  lending 
A  charm  to  pensive  quiet,  sending 
To  home  and  friends,  left  far  behind. 
The  kindliest  musings  of  his  mind ; 
Or,  should  they  stray  to  thoughts  of  pain, 
A  dimness  o'er  the  haggard  train 
A  mood  and  hour  like  this  will  throw, 
As  vex'd  and  burthen'd  spirits  know. 

Night,  loneliness,  and  motion  qre 
Agents  of  power  to  distant  care ; 
To  distance,  not  discard ;  for  then. 
Withdrawn  from  busy  haunts  of  men, ' 
16 
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Necessity  to  act  suspended, 
The  present,  past,  and  future  blended^ 
Like  figures  of  a  mazy  dance, 
Weave  rour-d  the  soul  a  dreamy  trauce, 
Till  jolting  stone,  or  turnpike  gate 
Arouse  him  from  the  sootliiog  slate. 

The  road,  that  in  fair  simple  day 
Thro'  pasture-land  or  corn-fields  lay, 
A  broken  hedge-row's  tagged  screen      " 
Skirling  its  weedy  margin  green, — 
With  boughs  projecting,  interlaced 
With  thorn  and  briar,  distinctly  traced 
On  the  deep  shadows  at  their  back, 
That  deeper  sinks  to  pitchy  black, 
Appearing  oft  to  Fancy's  eye, 
Like  woven  boughs  of  tapesirie, — 
Seems  now  to  wind  tliro'  tangled  wood. 
Or  forest  wild,   where  Hobiii  Hood, 
With  all  his  outlaws,  stout  and  bold, 
In  olden  days  his  reign  might  hold, 
WherR  vagnini  school-boy  fears  to  roam, 
The  gypsy's  haunt,  the  woodman's  home. 
Yea,  roofless  barn  and  ruin'd   wall. 
As  passing  lights  upon   them   fall, 
When  favour'd  by  surrounding  gloom. 
The  castle's  ruin'd  slate  assume. 

How  many  are  the  subtle  ways, 
By  which  sly  Night  the  eye  betrays. 
When  in  her  wild  fantastic  mood, 
By  lone  and  wakeful  trav'Iler  woo'd ! 
Shall  1  proceed  ?  O  no !  for  now 
Upon  the  black  horizon's  brow 
Appears  a  line  of  tawny  light; 
Thy  reign  is  ended,  witching  Night  t 
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And  soon  thy  place  a  wizard  elf, 
(But  only  second  to  thyself 
In  glamrie^s  art)  will  quickly  take, 
Spreading  o'er  meadow,  vale,  and  brake. 
Her  misty  shroud  of  pearly  white : — 
A  modest,  tho^  deceitful  wight. 
Who  in  a  softer,  gentler  way, 
Will  with  the  wakeful  fancy  play. 
When  knolls  of  woods,  their  bases  losing, 
Are  islands  on  a  lake  reposing. 
And  streeted  town,  of  high  pretence, 
As  rolls  away  the  vapour  dense. 
With  all  its  wavy  curling  billows. 
Is  but  a  row  of  pollard  willows. — 
O  no  I'  my  traveller,  still  and  lone, 
A  far  fatiguing  way  hath  gone; 
His  eyes  are  dim,  he  stoops  his  crest. 
And  folds  his  arms,  and  goes  to  rest. 


THE     KITTEN. 

Wanton  droll,  whose  harmless  play 

Beguiles  the  rustic's  closing  day, 

When  drawn  the  evening  fire  about, 

Sit  aged  Crone  and  thoughtless  Lout, 

And  child  upon  his  three-foot  stool. 

Waiting  till  his  supper  cool ; 

And  maid,  whose  cheek  outblooms  the  rose, 

As  bright  the  blazing  fagot  glows. 

Who,  bending  to  the  friendly  light, 

Plies  her  task  with  busy  sleight; 

Come,  show  lliy  tricks  and  sportive  graces, 

Tlius  circled  round  with  merry  faces. 

Backward  coiled,  and  crouching  low. 
With  glaring  eyeballs  watch  thy  foe, 
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The  housewife's  spindle  whirling  round. 
Or  thread,  or  straw,  that  on  the  ground 
Its  shadow  throws,  by  urchin  sly- 
Held  out  to  lure  thy  roving  eye; 
Then,  onward  stealing^  fiercely  spring 
Upon  the  futile,  faithless  thing. 
Now,  wheeling  round,  with  bootless  skill. 
Thy  bo-peep  tail  provokes  thee  still, 
As  oft  beyond  thy  curving  side 
Its  jetty  tip  is  seen  to  glide; 
Till,  from  thy  centre  starting  fair. 
Thou  sidelong  rearest  with  rump  in  air, 
Erected  stiff,  and  gait  awry. 
Like  madam  in  her  tantrums  high : 
Though  ne'er  a  madam  of  them  all. 
Whose  silken  kirtle  sweeps  the  hall. 
More  varied  trick  and  whim  displays. 
To  catch  the  admiring  stranger's  gaze. 


The  fealest  tumbler,  stage-bedight, 
To  thee  is  but  a  clumsy  wight, 
Who  every  limb  and  sinew  strains 
To  do  what  costs  thee  little  pains; 
For  wliich,  I  trow,  the  gaping  crowd 
Requites  him  oft  with  plaudits  loud. 
But,  stopped  the  while  thy  wanton  play. 
Applauses,  too,  thy  feats  repay : 
For  then  beneath  some  urchin's  hand. 
With  modest  pride  thou,takest  thy  stand, 
While  many  a  stroke  of  fondness  glides 
Along  thy  back  and  tabby  sides. 
Dilated  swells  thy  glossy  fur. 
And  loudly  sings  thy  busy  purr. 
As,  timing  well  the  equal  sound. 
Thy  clutching  feet  bepat  the  ground, 
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And  all  their  harmless  claws  disclose, 
Like  prickles  of  an  early  rose ; 
While  soiUy  from  thy  whiskered  cheek 
Thy  half-closed  eyes  peer  mild  and  meek. 

But  not  alone  by '  cottage-fire 
Do  rustics  rude  thy  feats  admire; 
The  learned  sage,  whose  thoughts  explore 
The  widest  range  of  human  lore, 
Or,  with  unfettered  fancy,  fly 
Through  airy  heights  of  poesy, 
Pausing,  smiles  with  altered  air 
To  see  thee  climb  his  elbow  chair. 
Or,  struggling  on  the  mat  below. 
Hold  warfare  with  his  slippered  toe. 
The  widowed  dame,  or  lonely  maid^ 
Who  in  the  still,  but  cheerless  shade 
Of  home  unsocial,  spends  her  age, 
And  rarely  turns  a  lettered  page; 
Upon  her  hearth  for  thee  lets  fall 
The  rounded  cork,  or  paper-ball, 
Nor  chides  thee  on  thy  wicked  watch 
The  ends  of  ravelled  skein  to  catch, 
But  lets  thee  have  thy  wayward  wilL 
Perplexing  oft  her  sober  skill. 
Even  he,  whose  mind  of  gloomy  bent. 
In  lonely  tower  or  prison  pent. 
Reviews  the  coil  of  former  days. 
And  loathes  the  world  and  all  its  ways ; 
What  time  the  lamp's  unsteady  gleam 
Doth  rouse  him  from  his  moody  dream, 
Feels,  as  thou  gambolest  round  his  seat, 
His  heart  with  pride  less  fiercely  beat. 
And  smiles,  a  link  in  thee  to  find 
That  joins  him  still  to  living  kind. 

Whence  hast  thou  then,  thou  witless  Puss, 
Tlie  magic  power  to  charm  us  thus? 
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Is  it,  that  in  thy  glaring  eye 

And  rapid  movements  we  descry. 

While  we  at  ease,  secure  from  ill. 

The  chimney-comer  snugly  fill, 

A  lion,  darting  on  the 'prey, 

A  tiger,  at  his  ruthless  play? 

Or  in  it,  that  in  thee  we  trace,  • 

With  all  thy  varied  wanton  grace. 

An  emblem  viewed  with  kindred  eye. 

Of  tricksy,  restless  infancy  ? 

Ah!  many  a  lightly  sportive  child. 

Who  hath,  like  thee,  our  wits  beguiled. 

To  dull  and  sober  manhood  grown. 

With  strange  recoil  our  hearts  disown 

Even  so,  poor  Kit!  must  thou  endure. 

When  thou  becomest  a  cat  demure. 

Full  many  a  cuff  and  angry  word, 

Chid  roughly  from  the  tempting  board. 

And  yet,  for  that  thou  hast,  I  ween. 

So  oft  our  favoured  playmate  been. 

Soft  be  the  change  which  thou  shalt  -proye 

When  time  hath  spoiled  thee  of  our  love; 

Still  be  thou  ^deemed,  by  housew^ife  fat, 

A  comely,  careful,  mousing  cat, 

Whose  dish  is,  for  the  public  good. 

Replenished  oft  with  savoury  food. 

Nor,  when  thy  span  of  life  is  past. 
Be  thou  to  pond  or  dunghill  cast; 
But  gently  borne  on  good  man's  spade, 
Beneath  the  decent  sod  be  laid. 
And  children  show,  with  glistening  eyes 
The  place  where  poor  old  Pussy  lies, 

REVEILLE. 

Up  !  quit  thy  bower,  late  wears  the  hour, 
Long  have  the  rooks  cawM  round  thy  tower; 
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On  flower  and  tree,  loud  hums  the  bee« 
The  wUding  kid  sports  menily : ' 
A  day  so  bright,  so  fresh,  so  clear, 
Shineth  when  good  fortune's  near. 

Up!  Lady  fair,  and  braid  thy  hair, 
And  rouse  thee  in  the  breezy  air; 
The  lulling  stream,  that  soothed  thy  dream, 
•  Is  dancing  in  the  sunny  beam; 
And  hours  so  sweet,  so  bright,  so  gay. 
Will  wail  good  fortune  on  its  way. 


0  SONO. 

WisHED-FOR  gales  the  light  vane  yeering. 

Better  dreams  the  dull  night  cheering; 

Xjghter  heart  the  morning  greeting, 

Things  of  better  omen  meeting; 

Eyes  each  passing  stranger  watching. 

Ears  each  feeble  mmour  catching. 

Say  he  existeth  still  on  earthly  ground, 

The  absent  will  return,  the  long,  long  lost  be  found. 

In  the  tower  the  ward-bell  ringing, 

In  the  court  the  carols  singing ; 

Busy  hands  the  gay  board  dressing, 

Eager  steps  the  threshold  pressing, 

OpenM  arms  in  haste  advancing, 

Joyful  looks  thro'  blind  tears  glancing; 

The  gladsome  bounding  of  his  aged  hound, 

Say  he  in  truth  is  here,  our  long,  long  lost  is  found. 

Hymned  thanks  and  beedsmen  praying, 
With  sheathed  sword  the  urchin  playing; 
Blazoned  hall  with  torches  burning, 
Cheerful  mom  in  peace  returning; 
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Converse  sweet  that  strangely  borrows 

Present  bliss  from  former  sorrows, 

O  who  can  tell  each  blessed  sight  and  sound. 

That  says,  he  with  us  bides,  our  long,  long  lost  Is  foui 


SONO. 

Where  distant  billows  meet  the  sky, 

A  pale  dull  light  the  seamen  spy, 

As  spent  they  stand  and  tempest-tost. 

Their  vessel  struck,  their  rudder  lost; 

While  distant  homes  where  kinsmen  weep, 

And  graves  full  many  a  fathom  deep. 

By  turns  their  fitful,  gloomy  thoughts  portray : 

"'Tis  some  delusion  of  the  sight, 

Some  northern  streamer's  paly  light.'' 

"  Fools !"  saith  rous'd  Hope  with  gen'rous  scorn, 

"  It  is  the  blessed  peep  of  mom. 

And  aid  and  safety  come  when  comes  the  day.*' 

And  so  it  is;  the  gradual  shine 

Spreads  o'er  heaven's  verge  its  lengthened  line : 

Cloud  after  cloud  begins  to  glow. 

And  tint  the  changeful  deep  below; 

Now  sombre  red,  now  amber  bright. 

Till  upward  breaks  the  blazing  light; 

Like  floating  fire  tlie  glearay  billows  bum : 

Far  di^<tant  on  the  ruddy  tide, 

A  black'ning  sail  is  seen  to  glide; 

Loud  bursts  iheir  eager  joyful  cry. 

Their  hoisted  signal  waves  on  high, 

And  life  and  strength  and  happy  thoughts  return. 
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THE    CHOUGH    AND    THE     CROW. 

The  chough  and  crow  to  roost  are  gone, 

The  owl  sits  on  the  tree, 
The  hushM  wind  wails  with  feeble  moan^ 

Like  infant  charity. 

The  wild-fire  dances  on  the  fen, 

The  red  star  sheds  its  ray, 
Up-rouse  ye,  then,  my  merry  men! 

It  is  our  opening  day. 

Both  child  and  nurse  are  fast  asleep, 

And  closed  is  every  flower. 
And  winking  tapers  faintly  peep 

High  from  my  Lady^s  bower: 

Bewilder'd  hinds  with  shortened  ken 

Shrink  on  their  murky  way, 
Up-rouse  ye,  then,  my  merry  men! 

It  is  our  op'ning  day. 

Nor  board  nor  garner  own  we  now. 

Nor  roof  nor  latched  door, 
Nor  kind  mate,  bound  by  holy  vow 

To  bless  a  good  man's  store; 

Noon  lulls  us  in  a  gloomy  den. 

And  night  is  grown  our  day, 
Up-rouse  ye,  then,  my  merry  men! 

And  use  it  as  ye  may. 

SONG. 

The  gliding  fish  that  takes  his  play 

In  shady  nook  of  streamlet  cool. 
Thinks  not  how  waters  pass  away, 

And  summer  dries  the  pool. 

M 
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The  bird  beneath  his  leafy  dome, 
Who  trills  his  carol,  loud  and  clear. 

Thinks  not  how  soon  his  verdant  homo 
The  lightning's  breath  niay  setr. 

Shall  I,  within  my  bridegroom's  bower, 
With  braids  of  budding  roses  twined, 

Look  forward  to  a  coming  hour 
When  he  may  prove  unkind? 

The  bee  reigns  in  his  waxen  cell, 
The  chiefUin  in  his  stalely  hold} 

To-morrow's  earthquake, — who  can  tell  ? 
May  both  in  ruin  fold. 


Open  wide  the  frontal  gate, 
The  Lady  comes  in  bridal  state  i 
Than  wafted  spices  sweeter  far, 
Brighter  than  the  morning  star; 
Modest  as  the  lily  wild, 
Gentle  as  a  nurse's  chdd. 
A  lovelier  prize  of  prouder  boast, 
Never  chieftain's  threshold  crost. 

Like  the  beams  of  early  day, 

Her  eyes'  quick  (lashes  brightly  play; 

Brightly  play  and  gladden  all 

On  whom  their  kindly  glances  fall. 

Her  lips  in  smiling  weave  a  charm 

To  keep  the  peopled  house  from  hann. 

In  happy  moment  is  she  come 

To  bless  a  noble  cluefiain's  home. 

Happy  be  her  dwelling  here, 
Many  a  day  and  month  and  year! 


Ibppy  as  ill e  Deatetl  dove 
In  her  fruilfiil  ark  of  love ! 
Hiippy  in  her  lenieil  screen ! 
Happy  in  her  garden  green! 
Thns  we  welcome,  one  and  oU, 
Oor  ladv  lo  her  chieftain's  hall. 


*}'bs  nun  is  down,  and  time  gone  by, 
The  flurs  arc  iwinkling  in  the  sky, 
Jfor  lorrh  nor  taper  longer  may 
Eke  out  n  biyihe  but  atinleil  day; 
The  haan  hare  pass'd  wiili  stealthy  flight, 
We  needs  muM  part:  good  nighi,  good  night! 

The  bri<le  unio  her  bower  is  sent, 

An<l  ribald  song  and  jesting  spent; 

The  lover's  whisperM  wonis  and  few 

Have  badn  the  hashrul  nrnid  adieu ; 

The  dancing-door  is  silent  quite, 

No  fool  bounds  there :  good  night,  good  night! 

The  ]ady  iu  her  curlajn'd  bed, 
The  herdsman  in  his  watileil  ahed. 
The  clansmen  iii  the  heather'd  hall, 
Sweet  sleep  be  with  you,  one  ant]  all  I 
Vie  pari  in  hopes  of  days  as  bright 
A«  this  gone  by :  good  night,  goo<l  night! 

Sweet  *Ieep  be  nith  us.  one  and  all' 
And  if  upon  its  stillness  ftill 
The  visions  of  a  busy  brain, 
We'll  liave  our  pleasure  o'er  again, 
To  wann  the  heart,  to  charm  the  sight. 
Gay  drcains  In  all'  good  night,  good  night! 
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HTMN    OF     THE     MARTYR. 

A  LONG  farewell  to  sin  and  sorrow, 
To  beam  of  day  and  evening  shade! 

High  in  glory  breaks  our  morrow, 
With  light  that  cannot  fade. 

While  mortal  desh  in  flame  is  bleeding, 
For  humble  penitence  and  love, 

Our  Brother  and  our  Lord  is  pleading 
At  mercy's  throne  above. 

We  leave  the  hated  and  the  hating, 
Existence  sad  in  toil  and  strife; 

The  great,  the  good,  the  brave  are  waiting 
To  hail  our  opening  life. 

Earth's  faded  sounds  our  ears  forsaking, 
A  moment's  silence  death  shall  be ; 

Then,  to  heaven's  jubilee  awaking. 
Faith  ends  in  victory. 
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the  path  to  which  she  had  been  called.    The  opinion  she  enter- 
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with  those  who  are  making  tria.  of  their  powers  to  discover 

they  are  fit  for.     In  one  quality  —  quickness  in  the  motions  of  her 

—she  was,  in  the  author*s  estimation,  unrivalled.** 


THERE     IS     NONE     LIKE     UNTO     THEE. 
(JEREMIAH    X.    6.) 

In  the  dark  winter  of  afiiiction's  hour, 

When  summer  friends  and  pleasures  haste  away, 

And  the  wrecked  heart  perceives  how  frail  each  power, 

It  made  a  refuge,  and  believed  a  stay; 

When  man  all  wild  and  weak  is  seen  to  be  — 

There 's  none  like  thee,  O  Lord !  there's  none  like  thee ! 

When  the  world's  sorrow  —  working  only  death, 
And  the  world's  comfort  —  caustic  to  the  wound, 
Make  the  wrung  spirit  loathe  life's  daily  breath, 
16 


8  MAKIA    JAEtE    JEWSBUST. 

As  jsning  muiic  from  a  harp  untuoed; 
While  yet  it  d&re  not  frorn  the  diocord  fieCf— 
There  'a  none  like  thee,  O  Lord !  there  *a  none  like  thM 

When  the  tossed  mind  surveys  its  hidden  world, 

And  feels  in  every  faculty  a  foe. 

United  but  in  strife;  waves  urged  and  hurled 

By  passion  and  by  conscience,  winds  of  woe, 

TUI  the  whole  being  is  a  storm-swept  sea  — 

There 's  none  like  thee,  O  Lord .'  there  'a  none  like  thee 

Thou,  in  adversity,  canst  be  a  sun ; 

Thou  hast  a  healing  balm,  a  sheltering  tower. 

The  peace,  the  truth,  the  life,  the  love  of  One, 

Nor  wound,  nor  grief,  nor  storm,  can  overpower 

Gifts  of  a  king ;  gifls,  frequent  and  yet  free, — 

There 's  none  like  tJiee,  O  Lord !  none,  none  like  thee ! 


A  SOUND  in  yonder  glade, 

But  not  of  fount  or  breeze, 
A  sound — but  not  of  the  whispering  made 

By  the  palm  and  the  olive  trees; 
It  is  not  the  minstrel's  lute, 

Nor  the  swell  of  the  night-bird's  song, 
Nor  the  city's  hum,  when  all  else  is  mute, 

By  echo  borne  along. 

"Tis  a  voice  —  the  Saviour's  own  — 

"  Woman,  why  weepest  ihou  ?" 
She  turns — and  her  grief  is  for  ever  flown, 

And  the  shade  that  dimmed  her  brow; 
He  is  there,  her  risen  Lord, 

No  more  to  know  decline ; 
He  is  there,  with  peace  in  his  every  word, 

The  wept  one — still  divine. 
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'^My  father's  throne  to  share, 

As  King,  as  God  I  go, 
Bot  a  brother^s  heart  will  be  with  me  there, 

For  my  brethren  left  below !" 
The  Weeper  is  laid  in  dust, 

Her  Lord  is  throned  on  high. 
But  our's  may  be  still  that  Weeper's  trust, 

And  our's  that  Lord's  reply. 

Mourner — 'mid  nature^s  bloom. 

Dimming  its  light  with  tears, — 
And  captive  —  to  whom  the  lone  dark  room 

Grows  darker  yet  with  fears, — 
And  spirit  —  that  like  a  bird 

Rests  not  on  sea  or  shore, — 
The  voice  in  the  olive-glade  once  heard. 

Hear  ye  —  and  weep  no  more! 


A     DREAM     OF     THE     FUTURE. 

*  A  new  ape  expands 

'^hite  and  \io\y  wings,  above  tlio  peaceful  lands. — Brtakt 

It  was  not  in  a  curtained  bed, 

When  winter  storms  were  howling  dreacu 

This  pleasant  dream  I  knew  ;— 
But  in  the  golden  month  of  June, 
Beneath  the  bright  and  placid  moon. 

In  slumber  soft  as  dew 


Alone,  in  a  green  and  woody  dell, 

^Vhere  the  lovely  light  of  the  moonbeams  fell. 

With  soft  sheen  on  the  grass; 
Still,  except  when  a  wandering  hreeze 
Stirring  the  boughs  of  the  beechen  trees, 

Ma(^e  «hadowfl  come  and  pass. 


i 


MARIA    JAKE    JEWSBDHY. 

Silent — but  for  the  niido^ht  bird 

That  makes  the  spot  where'er  'lis  heu^ 

With  spell  and  sorcery  fraught; 
Filling  the  mind  with  imaged  things 
Of  dreams,  and  melodies,  and  wings. 

The  faery-land  of  thought 

• 
The  flowers  had  folded  up  their  hues, 
But  their  odours  mixed  with  air  and  dews 

Made  it  a  bliss  to  breathe; 
How  could  I  choose  but  dream  that  night, 
With  a  bower  above  of  bloom  aud  light, 

A  mossy  couch  beneath } 

1  dreamt — and  of  this  world  of  woe, 
This  very   world  of  gloom  and  show, 

Wliere  love  and  beauty  cease  ; 
This  world  wherein  all  fair  is  frail. 
And  but  wrong  and  sorrow  never  fail, 

Changed  lo  a  world  of  peace. 

And  yet  remained  it  as  of  old, 
Peopled  by  men  of  human  mould, 

To  human  feelings  wed; 
Tet,  was  their  traflic  in  the  town, 
Yel,  wore  ihe  kini;  his  glittering  crown. 

And  peasants  earned  their  bread. 

And  day  and  night  were  then  as  now, 
And  (he  stars  on  heaven's  mighty  brow, 

Twinkled  iheir  sleepless  eyes; 
Like  walcher»  sent  by  the  absent  sun, 
To  look  on  all  things  said  and  done, 

'Till  he  again  arise. 
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bj)rinir   wiih   lis  promise   went  ami   rainr, 
.\n(l  Summer  with  its  breath  of  flame, 

Flushing  the  earth  with  flowers; 
And  Autumn  like  a  sorcerer  bold, 
Transmuting  by  his  touch  to  gold, 

The  fruitage  of  the  bowers. 

Earth  still  but  knew  an  earthly  lot; 
Yet  'twas  a  changed  and  charmed  spot, 

Where'er  the  free  foot  trod; 
For  now  no  longer  crime  and  sin, 
like  cratered  fires  its  breast  within, 

Flamed  forth  against  its  God. 

The  curse  that  chained  its  strength  was  gone, 
And  pleasantly  in  order  shone 

The  seasons  into  life, 
With  only  Winter  plucked  away. 
And  heat  and  cold  in  tempered  sway. 

Nature  no  more  at  strife. 

The  pole  had  Eden-wealth  of  flowers 
The  tropic  —  noons  of  breezy  hours, 

The  seamen  feared  no  storm; 
The  traveller  far  from  haunts  of  men, 
Slept  dreadless  near  the  lion's  den; 

Nor  did  the  serpent's  form 

With  its  splendid  coat  of  many  dyes. 
Bid  hate  and  fear  alternate  rise, 

For  in  the  peace  prepared, — 
The  holy  peace  that  upward  ran, 
Frc»n  man  to  God,  from  beast  to  man. 

Even  the  serpent  shared. 
Id* 
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No  clarion  stirred  the  quiet  air. 
No  banner  with  its  meteor-glare 

The  playful  breezes  saw; 
Unknown  the  warrior's  battle-blade^ 
And  judge  in  gloomy  pomp  anayed) 

For  love  alone  was  law. 

There  might  be  tears  on  childhood's  cheek, 
But  few,  and  passionless,  and  meek, 

For  strife  of  soul  was  dead; 
And  every  smile  with  love  was  fraught. 
And  glance  of  eye,  spoke  glance  of  thou^l^ 

Far  off  deceit  and  dread. 

Shrined  in  the  bosom  of  the  seas 
Like  gardens  of  Hesperides, 

Lay  each  beloved  land, 
Inhabited  by  peaceful  men, 
Each  happy  in  his  calling  then, 

In  city,  vale,  or  strand. 

For  poverty  and  greatness  knew 
Their  brotherhood — and  service  true 

Each  from  the  other  won; 
The  slave  looked  on  his  broken  chain, 
And  with  a  spirit  freed  from  pain, 

Smiled  upward  on  the  sun. 

It  was  a  holy,  holy  time! 

The  soul  like  nature  reached  its  prime, 

And  grew  an  ani^el-thing ; 
A  paradise  of  blissful  thought — 
A  fountain  never-fearina^  drought, 

A  palace — God  its  King. 
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It  was  a  holy  time;  no  sight 
But  wore  an  aspect  of  delight, 

Peace  was  in  every  sound; 
Peace  in  the  song  for  the  blissful  wed, 
Peace  in  the  chaunt  for  the  tranquil  dead, 

The  buried  and  the  crowned. 


And  ever  rose  on  the  swelling  breeze, 
From  hamlets  poor  and  palaces. 

Cities  and  lonely  ways, 
Pealing  through  all  earth's  pulses  strong, 
Like  the  roar  of  ocean  turned  to  song, 

A  hymn  of  lofty  praise. 

And  Death,  with  light  and  loving  hand, 
Marshalled  with  smiles  his  radiant  band 

Into  a  higher  sphere, 
Even  as  a  shepherd  kind  and  old 
Calleth  at  night  his  flock  to  fold, 

With  strains  of  music  clear. 

Thus  dreamt  I  through  the  live-long  night, 
Till  the  freshened  breeze  of  morning  bright. 

Sleep  from  my  eyelids  shook; 
And  then  with  thoughts  where  joy  held  sway. 
And  longings  bright — my  musing  way 

Back  to  the  world  I  took. 
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f 

Is  the  mo6t  generally  admired  of  all  English  female  poetSi  and 
deservedly  so.  She  ^as  bom  at  Liverpool  in  1794.  Her  maiden  name 
was  Felicia  Dorothea  Browne,  her  father  being  a  native  of  Irelaod«  and 
her  mother  of  Germany,  though  of  Venetian  descent,  to  which  oom- 
bination  of  blood  she  was  accustomed  playfully  to  ascribe  her  imaginir 
tive  tendencies.  She  was  in  childhood  extremely  lovely,  a  charm  die 
did  not  lose  in  riper  years ;  and  from  an  early  age  she  manifested  those 
lively  sensibilities  and  poetical  tastes  which  have  been  so  fruitful  of 
excellence.  Happily  for  the  cultivation  of  her  genius,  her  fether,  when 
she  was  not  five  years  old,  removed  with  his  family  to  a  wild  resideiice 
(Grywch)  on  the  sea-shore,  near  Abergele,  Denbiglishire,  in  North 
Wales.  Here  she  eagerly  gathered  the  romantic  legends  of  the  people, 
and  used  to  study  her  Shakspeare  perched  among  the  boughs  of  a 
favourite  tree,  that  she  might  be  free  from  interruption.  The  influence 
of  these  early  scenes  and  habits  may  be  seen  upon  her  latest  produc- 
tions. She  was  indefatigably  studious,  and  thus  acquired  that  claasica] 
taste  which,  in  the  editor*s  judgment,  gave  a  charm  to  her  writings  not 
equalled  by  the  German  air  which  she  rather  affected  afler  the  revival 
of  her  fondness  for  the  study  of  German  authors.  As  early  as  1808,  a 
volume  of  poems,  written,  some  of  them,  at  eight  years  of  age,  and  in 
1812  another.  The  Dom(  site  Affections jy\^ ere  puhViBhed;  but  unadvisedly, 
as  they  had  no  marks  of  talent,  except  that  happy  choice  of  subjects 
and  remarkable  felicity  of  numbers  which  characterized  her  through- 
out her  career.  In  1812,  she  was  married  to  Captain  Hemans  of  the 
British  army ;  but  the  union  was  not  happy,  and  his  health,  shattered 
by  the  hardships  of  the  retreat  on  Corunna,  requiring  his  residence  in 
Italy,  they  were  separated  shortly  before  the  birth  of  her  fiflh  son. 

Mrs.  Hemans  continued  to  reside  with  her  widowed  mother  ana 
affectionate  sister  at  St  Asaphs,  finding  occupation  fer  her  heart  and 
mind  in  the  care  of  her  boys,  to  whom  she  of\en  tenderly  alludes.  Con- 
tinuing her  well-directed  studies,  she  made  at  this  time  many  translations 
from  the  Ijatin  classics,  and  from  modern  languages,  contributing  also  a 
series  of  papers  on  Foreign  Literature  to  the  Edmburgh  Magasme 
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e  publtshnd  beRire  t 
r.  ivc«ivnl  tbe  prize  oC  llie  Roynl  Society  of  Litemture.  as  did 
I  Invontlion  In  Brurr,  from  lh"i  Highland  Society  of 
:  Thr  l.atl  C^aitantine  ahd  other  Poemt,  witli  The  Vtspert 
■^  /'(intna,  iDllawed  in  1823;  and  thn  Iiayi  tif  Mant/  Lands,  Records 
*f  Wamam.  Ttt  Foral  Sancluary.  with  other  Rmsller  pieces,  before 
Wr  ranotBl  trom  St.  Anphs,  lo  Wavertfeo,  ne«r  Liverpool,  in  the 
■otimin  of  If^,  In  1630,  after  a  vjiiit  to  Scotland,  where  she  made 
Xiam  trqaunlance  and  c"'"'^  the  admiring  friendship  of  Sir  Walter 
SoMt,  ttie  pdblislied  bar  Sangi  <•/*  Ike  Affeffinnt ;  Bnil  in  the  spring  of 
IS3I.  ih*  nrmoved  wtlh  her  Ikmity  to  Dublin,  whence  her  remaining 
^wkiwcrc  iinufd,  and  there  «lie  died  on  the  eixteentli  of  May,  1695. 

7W  Keiprri  of  falrmti  was  written  at  tiie  suggestion  of  Biahop 
H«lu.  whn  wadind  her  to  makcon  experiment  in  dnmaliccompoaitiua. 
'ftMiEti  nut  origrnally  intended  by  lier  for  tlie  stage,  it  was,  through  the 
■atfcnc*  </  tiip  prxit  Milnian,  brought  out  at  Covent  Garden,  the  prin- 
cif*)  lull  being  HUBlained  by  Young.  Clmrles  Kemble,  &c. ;  but,  as 

IWtht  b»e  b>-en  expcctnl  from  its  wiini  of  tragic  passion  and  unity, 
*^  Trfnvnlttion  was  not  tueectialul,  though  subsequently,  at  Edio- 
^^t\  It  w*a  more  bvoiinihly  received,  Scott  writing  the  epilogue  and 
"ik Buldaas  giving  Jinr  great  powera  to  its  support  It  is,  in  fact, 
'^'Vfii  X  noblo  poem.  Ikr  bctiet  adapted  to  the  closet  than  the  Mage. 
•Ita  llcmana  an  a  puciical  writer  is  entitled  lu  high  admiration.  The 
fWNiinwback  In  her  bme  is  her  having  written  s>  much,  more  than 
ffil  Mnuaif  linrti  having  flowed  from  her  pen,  sinong  which  it  would 
"dtfimlito  lind  one  liiulty  in  measure  or  oUcnsive  to  taste.  She  show* 
"*'  ^  ln!*Mir«>  upon  Ilw  public  in  such  profusion,  timl  readers  became 
*'^'*A  witli  inpftncm,  and  began  to  think  her  pure  melody  miinoto- 
''"■'iil  !i-T  aff  ctyuniile  chaateneM  tume.     Had  she  written  loss,llioso 

""■  '■ -  u..iilrl  liave  won  fur  her  iinqnalified  applause.    She  seldom 

'  '111  •'<■ ,..'.  hut  her  tliought  was  often  profound,  nnd  her  nice 

"'  'i-  ui'  ^l,.■  WrX  afTectJona,  her  delicate  perception  of  the  niiiiule 
'"riiuuiancm  that  awakan  and  guide  the  sensibilities,  the  readincsi 
'■U  aiici,  alw  •eiwd  upon  the  nohic  the  picturesque,  tlie  graceful  ami 
'"WFr,  denigittt«  her  above  evnry  English  writer  but  oiui  at  the 
'WofUie  heart."  Ilcr/Tfr  hy  in  the  lyric;  ti.irooiild  she  sustain 
***''' UrftMiifh  a  liHig  |wciri,  hi>r  pieces  of  that  deticriprii:>iibt.-ingnmrlred 
^  "oa  (kaigev  rather  than  true  epic  inleresL     Tke  ScepiK,  \taa- 
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mnibl]'  apprecUted  hy  the  Qunrtprly  Reviewer  »I  Uie  time  of  i«  wrf  ^^T  1 
tlMtion  when  lier  Iniirela  were  yet  in  tiie  bud,  hss  an  occaaiontl  rorc»  -_^ 
knd  loftineffi  not  equallrH  by  her  afterwurila,  nnd  tlie  editor  is  gT»lefii»-*^''  I 
for  the  salutary  influence  it  lisil  upon  bis  own  mind.  The  FumI  Shnp^^^^"**"  | 
luory  tins  more  ronMDtic  beauty  and  spiritual  pereepllon.  Several  oBi^  I 
her  piece*  on  the  clnsaic  model,  though  not  eutficienlly  severe,  re — ■^^**  i 
miml  Iho  student  of  Llie  Greek  unlholoiry,  more  than  any  others  tiuum~  ^^  ' 
modern  prns,  some  of  Bryant's  excepted.     The  Steeper  of  ManUhei^^^*   | 

and  The  Spartan  March,  niig-hl  pass  for  IraaslatioiiB  of  newly  discov 

ered   ancient  rciics,  not  of  any  known  pool,  but  of  one  that  might^^ 

have  existed ;   they   are   belter   than   imitations,  conceptions   in   lh^=- 

antique.     Miw  Barrett  has  atruek  twl  at  tiroes  n  fragment  of  bolder  out — 

line,  but  Mrs.  Hemans  has  wruug'ht  her  luxurtonnly  drapol  images  inl^ 

a  purer  and  lovelier  perfection.     Mrs.  Hemans  is  caught  by  the  splen —  i 

dours  of  warlike  array,  and  wnoders  at  heroic  deeds,  but  she  has  not  i 

breacli  lor  the  trumpet,  end  melts  ot  Uir  sight  of  blood.     It  is  aa  w 

■he  Icels  must  deeply,  and  when  she  writes  of  woman's  history  she  WTttB 

under  the  best  inspiration.     Vet  the  homage  of  the  world,  of  the  sc 

and  the  child,  the  young  entliitsmst  and  the  grave  theologian,  lu 

finely  yielded  to  her  slrains  on  sacred  tliemes.      Her  brief  lyric  ^ 

Tht  Agmti/  in  the  Oitrden,  baa  never  been  equalled  by  pmse  or  pi 

on  that  subject,  and  tin:  experience  of  the  render  must  bo  di^rent  fr 

mine,  if  it  hns  not  trjven  lilni  new  thoughts,  inslniciive  and  pml 

able,  concerning  Uie  awful,  inyiterious  scene.     The  "  cant  of  e 

cism"   is  to  dwell   upon   her  saraenetii ;    but   it   should    be   i 

bered  that  it  is  the  unbroken  harmony,  unpretending  ease,  and  unfiiiln| 

luxuriance  which  makes  her  ever  so  original,  ever  so  like  herself,  u 

wilb  a  thousand  imitators,  yet  unreached  by  imitation.     She  has  w 

much  that  will  not  be  ollen  read  ;  but  who,  since  the  dawning  of  tlw^ 

century,  has  written  more   that   is   impressed   upon  our  memory,  ( 

has  given  such  heartfelt  pleasure  to  all  classes  of  readers,  from  1 

palace  to  the  cottage  in  her  native  land,  and  from  the  rich  dwellingSQI 

the  seaboard  to  lliH  farthest  Ing-cotlage  of  our  own !     Alias  Jewsbin] 

in  her  Three  Histories,  thus  deecribes  Mrs.  Hemans  truthfully,  thou 

vith  that  enlhiisiasm  which  all  who  knew  her  appear  \o  have  shared  ia| 

"Egeria  was  totally  diSereot  from  any  other  worannl  had  e 
eitner  in  Italy  or  England.     She  did   not  dazxle  —  she  subdued  mw.% 
Other  women  migbt  be  more  commnoding,  more  versat 
but  I  never  saw  one  so  exijuisitely  femmine.     She  was  lovely  witbi 
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*'>l|  bctotilU ;  ncr  uwinmcnls  wvk  feuluree ;  rdiI  ifa  blind  man  bad 

^nprnJcgol  lu  pus  Kin  hand  over  the  Eilken  Jength  uf  hair,  that 

••"■a  ludiniijnl  (loivitl  rouml  her  likt?  s  veil,  lit  woutil  linve  been  ju* 

•"^fci  in  (>i|M«tin^  HirtiicdB  aiKl  a  love  uf  aoflneas,  beauty  and  a  percrp- 

"^  (/bniitf.  lobedietinclrve  initsot'  hor  mind.     Nor  would  hehavs 

^ni  itcMivnl.     Her  birth,  her  «ducstion.  but,  above  ;l]I,  the  genius 

'*th  rliich  *b«  WM  gilttjdi  conibineil  to  inspu^  a  passion  for  llie  eLlie- 

■«L  Om  lOHUr.  the  imaginative,  the  heroic,  —  in  one  word,  the  beau- 

flsL    It  «■>  in  ber  ■  bcully  divine,  and  yet  of  daily  life ; — it  touched 

■n  tbtn^  bot,  like  ■  suiilieun,  touched  Ihem  witli  '  a  golden  finger,' 

Acajtluiif  ihstract  or  scientific  wu  uninlelligibieonddielsiiteful  toher; 

^■^M  kw* lodge  wsi  extensive  and  various,  but,  true  to  the  first  principle 

e^  bet  naiunt.  it  wis  poetry  that  abe  sought  in  bietory,  scenery,  clia- 

■M«lii.  and  rdigioua  belier, — poetry  that  g'uided  all  her  aiudies,  governed 

«U  b«r  thntghts,  coloured  all  her  conversation.     Her  nature  wasat  once 

MM^ic  uid  prafbuiid :  there  was  no  room  in  her  mind  jbr  philusopliy,  or 

■"  lwh»art  fijT  unbition. — one  was  filled  by  imagination.  t)ie  oUier  cn- 

C**Mbj  lendtfroeva.     Her  strength  and  her  weakness  alike  lay  in 

kMi  iIkIiuiij  :  these  would  sometimes  make  ber  weep  at  a  word, — at 

•*fc«i»  imbui!  hrr  with  courage; — so  Ilial  she  was  allernolcly  a  '  ftlcoi^ 

"VlBi  iloic,'  uihI  '  a  reed  Hbahen  with  the  wind.'     Her  voice  was  ■ 

*A  MM  raelody.  her  spirits  reminded  me  of  an  old  poet's  description 

'ttiontift-lreo,  with  its 

•  Galdrn  limp>  hid  in  ■  nigbi  of  green,' 
*«f  ttoM  Spanish  gardens  where  the  pomegranate  grows  beside  the 
'TF^  Her  fkdnem  wna  like  a  burst  of  sunlight;  and  if  in  her  de- 
^"■"oo  Ae  nsemblud  niglit,  it  was  nigbt  wearing  her  stars.  I  might 
^^"^  and  iloacnbo  for  ever,  but  I  should  never  succeed  In  portraying 
^''■^;  Aewas  a  muse,  a  grace,  a  variable  child,  a  dependent 
"•  IWy  of  human  beinga." 

TBB    BXILl    or    THE    HOHKA. 


™  I  Id  the  «ceDe9  of  fiction's  vrildest  lalee,' 
^•*own  bright  East,  iliy  son,  Morea!  (lies, 
'  **  *tA  repose  'midsl  rich,  romantic  vales, 
^«>o«f  inrense  mounta  to  Asia's  vivid  skiw. 
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There  shall  he  rest?  —  Alas!  his  hope?  in  vain 
Guide  to  the  sun-clad  regions  of  the  palm, 
Peace  dwells  not  now  on  oriental  plain, 
Though  earth  is  fruitfulness,  and  air  is  balm ; 
And  the  sad  wanderer  finds  but  lawless  foes, 
Where  patriarchs  reignM  of  old,  in  pastoral  repoae. 

Where  Syria's  mountains  rise,  or  Yemen's  groyea^ 
Or  Tigris  rolls  his  genii-haunted  wave. 
Life  to  his  eye,  as  wearily  it  roves. 
Wears  but  two  forms  —  the  tyrant  and  the  slave ! 
There  the  fierce  Arab  leads  his  daring  honft, 
Where  sweeps  the  sand-storm  o'er  the  burning  wild| 
There  stem  Oppression  waves  the  wasting  sword 
O'er  plains  that  smile,  as  ancient  Eden  smiled; 
And  the  vale's  bosom,  and  the  desert  gloom. 
Yield  to  the  injured  there  no  shelter  save  the  tomb. 

But  thou,  fair  world !  whose  fresh  unsullied  charma 
Welcomed  Columbus  from  the  western  wave. 
Wilt  thou  receive  the  wanderer  to  thine  arms. 
The  lost  descendant  of  the  immortal  brave? 
Amidst  the  wild  magnificence  of  shades 
That  o'er  thy  floods  their  twilight-grandeur  cast. 
In  the  green  depth  of  thine  untrodden  glades 
Shall  he  not  rear  his  bower  of  peace  at  last  ? 
Yes !  thou  hast  many  a  lone,  majestic  scene. 
Shrined  in  primeval  woods,  where  despot  ne'er  hath  been. 

There,  by  some  lake,  whose  blue  expansive  breast 
Bright  from  afer,  an  inland-ocean,  gleams. 
Girt  with  vast  solitudes,  profusely  dressed 
In  tints  like  those  that  float  o'er  poet's  dreams ; 
Or  where  some  flood  from  pine-clad  mountain  pouxa 
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Itomi(lii  of  wsten,  flittering  in  their  foam, 
Ttidii  ihe  rich  verdure  of  iw  woodeil  shores, 
tVciilpd  Greek  huh  fixed  his  sylvan  home 
So  deeply  lone,  th«t  round  ihe  wild  relreai 
**n»  hie  the  poihs  been  trod  by  iDdiun  huntsman's  foet. 

The  lcn»U  are  around  him  in  (heir  pride, 
The  ;rren  aavannas,  and  the  miglity  waves , 
Afid  iilei  uT  fluwers,  bright  floating  o'er  the  tide, 
Tlwt  imtgcA  ilie  fairy  worlds  it  loves, 
Aiid  nilloesa,  and  luxuriance — o'er  Ilia  head 
insmeieni  cedars  wave  liieir  peopled  bowers, 
^  b^h  the  paltna  their  graceful  foliage  spread, 
^-••wiiired  with  rostw  Uip  magnolia  towers, 
I  fc.'*"^  '^™''  '*■"**  gr*^"  anatiftj  a  ilioiuiand  tones 
I      **<  With  each  breeze,  whose  voice  through  Nature 


■'"d  there,  no  traces  left  by  brighter  days, 
*  glory  lost  may  wake  a  sigh  of  grief, 
Zj*»  (nBsy  mound,  perchance,  may  meet  liis  gaze, 
^*  lone  memorial  of  an  Indian  chief. 
j^**e  nui  not  yet  liatli  marked  the  boundless  plain 

"•t  miible  records  of  his  fame  and  power; 


.1^ 


forest  is  liis  everlasting  fane, 


'^  palm  hie  monument,  the  rock  his  tower. 
'     eternal  torrent  and  the  giant  tree, 
'd  him  but  that  they,  like  him,  are  wildly  free. 


^*  dotli  the  exile's  heart  serenely  there 

^taujiiiio  dwell  ? — Ah?  when  wns  esile  blest! 
.  **«»  did  bright  scenes,  clear  heavens,  or  i 
e  from  his  soul  the  fever  of  unrest  ? 
^  vhwe  is  a  hcart-sirk  wparincss  of  mood, 
Mlila  alow  poison  wattes  tin-  vital  glow. 

IT  H 
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And  shrineH  lUolf  in  mental  solitude, 
An  unconiplaiuirig  and  a  nameless  woe, 
Thai  coldly  smiles  'midst  pleasures  brightest  i»y, 
Afl  the  chill  glacier's  peak  reflects  ilie  flush  of  day. 


BoT  tliou  whose  ihouglits  liave  no  blest  home  abora! 

Captive  of  earth!  and  canst   ihuu  dare  to  foue.' 

To  nurse  such  leeliiigs  as  delight  to  rest, 

Within  that  hallowed  shrine — a  parent's  breasu 

To  fix  each  hope,  concenirale  every  lie, 

On  one  fntil  Idol — destined  but  to  diej 

Tet  mock  the  lailh  that  points  to  worlds  of  light, 

Where  severed  souls,  made  perfect,  re-uniie? 

Then  tremble!  cling  to  every  passing  joy. 

Twined  with  a  life  a  moment  may  destroy! 

If  there  bo  sorrow  in  a  [>ariing  tear. 

Still  let  **for  ever"  vibrate  on  thine  earl 

If  some  bright  hour  on  rapture's  wing  hath  flown, 

Find  more  than  anguish  in  the  thought — 'tis  gone! 

Go!  to  B  voice  such  magic  influence  gixe, 
Thou  canst  not  lose  its  melody  and  live; 
And  make  an  eye  the  lode-star  of  thy  soul. 
And  let  a  glance  the  springs  of  thought  control; 
Gase  on  a  mortal  form  with  fond  delight, 
Till  the  fair  vision  mingles  with  thy  sight; 
There  seek  thy  blessings,  there  repose  thy  trust, 
Lean  on  the  willow,  idolize  the  dust  I 
Then,  when  thy  treasure  best  repays  thy  care. 
Think  on  that  dread  "■for  ever" — and  despair! 
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nd  oh !   no  stniiitre,  iiiiwonttHl  storm  there  iiet^ds 
b  wreck  at  once  thy  fragile  ark  of  reeds, 
■^^atch  well  its  course — explore  with  anxious  eye 
^ch  little  cloud  that  floats  along  the  sky — 
the  blue  canopy  serenely  fair.^ 
~Tet  may  the  thunderbolt  unseen  be  there, 
^nd  the  bark  sink,  when  peace  and  sunshine  sleep 
"^n  the  smooth  bosom  of  the  waveless  deep ! 
Tes !  ere  a  sound,  a  sign  announce  thy  fate, 
May  the  blow  fall  which  makes  thee  desolate ! 
Not  always  Heaven's  destroying  angel  shrouds 
His  awful  form  in  tempest  and  in  clouds ; 
He  fills  the  summer  air  with  latent  power. 
He  hides  his  venom  in  the  scented  flower, 
He  steals  upon  thee  in  the  Zephyr's  breath, 
And  festal  garlands  veil  the  shafts  of  death ! 

^Vhere  art  thou  fhen^  who  thus  didst  rashly  cast 

Thine  all  upon  the  mercy  of  the  blast, 
And  vainly  hope  the  tree  of  life  to  find 
Ilooted  in  sands  that  flit  before  the  wind } 
Is  not  that  earth  thy  spirit  loved  so  well 
It  wished  not  in  a  brighter  sphere  to  dwell, 
fiecome  a  desert  mnr,  a  vale  of  gloom, 
O'ershadowed  with  the  midnight  of  the  tomb  ? 
W^here  shalt  thou  turn  ? — it  is  not  thine  to  raise 
To  yon  pure  heaven  thy  calm  confiding  gaze, 

X^'o  gleam  reflected  from  that  realm  of  rest 

Steals  on  the  darkness  of  thy  ^troubled  breast ; 

Not  for  thine  eye  shall  Faith  divinely  shed 

Her  glory  round  the  image  of  the  dead; 

And  if  when  slumber's  lonely  couch  is  prest, 

The  form  departed  be  thy  spirit's  guest. 

It  bears  no  light  from  purer  worlds  to  this^ 

Thy  future  lends  not  e'en  a  dream  of  bliss. 
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Bdt  liopeat  ihou,  in  ihy  panoply  of  pride, 
Heaviin's  nitssenger,  afliiciion,  lo  deride  ? 
In  ihine  own  eir«ngih  unaided  to  defy. 
With  Stoic  smiip,  Ihe  arrows  of  the  eky? 
Torn  by  ilie  vulture  fettered  lo  the  rock, 
Siillf  detnigod '.  the  tempest  wilt  thou  mock  > 
Alas!  the  lower  that  cresta  Uie  mountain's  brov 
A  thousand  years  may  awe  the  tale  below, 
Tet  not  ihe  less  be  shattered  on  its  lieighi, 
By  one  dread  moment  of  the  earthquake's  mightl 
A  thousand  pangs  ihy  bosom  may  have  boroe, 
In  silent  fortitude,  or  haughty  srorii, 
Til!  comes  the  one,  the  master  anguish,  sent 
To  break  the  mighty  heart  that  ne'er  was  bent. 

Oh.'  what  is  nature's  strength  ?  llie  vacant  eye. 

By  mind  deserted,  hath  a  dread  reply! 

The  wild  delirious  laughter  of  despair, 

The  mirth  of  frenzy — seek  an  answer  there.' 

Turn  noi  away,  though  pity's  cheek  grow  pale. 

Close  not  thine  ear  SLuainst  their  awful  tale. 

They  tell  ihce,  Reason  wandering  from  (he  ray 

Of  Faith  the  blazing  pillar  of  her  way,  ' 

In  the  mid-darkness  of  the  stormy  wave, 

Forsook  the  struggling  soul  she  could  not  save  I 

Weep  not,  sad  moralist.'  o'er  deaen  plains, 

Strewed  with  the  wrecks  of  grandeur — mouldering  fann, 

Arches  of  triumph,  long  with  weeds  o'ergrown. 

And  regal  cities  now  the  serpent's  own ; 

Earth  has  more  awful  ruins — one  lost  mind, 

Whose  star  is  quenched,  hath  lessons  for  mankind, 

Of  deeper  import  than  each  prostrate  dome, 

Mitighug  its  marble  with  the  dust  of  Rome. 
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PRAYER     FOR     STRENGTH. 
(FROM     THE     SAME.) 

Thou  !  th'  unseen,  th'  all-seeing ! — ^Thou  whose  ways 
^^r^antled  with  darkness,  mock  all  finite  gaze, 
^^efore  whose  eyes  the  creatures  of  Thy  hand, 
^^eiaph  and  man,  alike  in  weakness  stand, 
^And  comitless  ages,  trampling  into  clay 
Outh's  empires  on  their  march,  are  but  a  day ; 
£*ather  of  worlds  unknown,  unnumbered !— Thou, 
"%¥ith  whom  all  time  is  one  eternal  now, 
"^Vlio  know'st  no  past,  nor  future — ^Thou  whose  breath 
forth,  and  bears  to  myriads,  life  or  death ! 
on  us,  guide  us ! — wanderers  of  a  sea 
^^Vild  and  obscure,  what  are  we,  reft  of  Thee  ? 

thousand  rocks,  deep-hid,  elude  our  sight^ 

star  may  set— and  we  are  lost  in  night ; 

breeze  may  wafl  us  to  the  whirlpool's  brink, 
^  treacherous  song  allure  us — and  we  sink ! 

^h !  by  His  love,  who,  veUing  Godhead's  light, 
^o  moments  circumscribed  the  Infinite, 
«And  Heaven  and  Earth  dbdained  not  to  ally 
^y  that  dread  union — Man  with  Deity; 
Immortal  tears  o'er  mortal  woes  who  shed. 
And,  ere  he  raised  them,  wept  above  the  dead ; 
Save,  or  we  perish! — ^let  thy  word  control 
The  earthquakes  of  that  universe — the  soul ; 
Pervade  the  depths  of  passion — speak  once  more 
The  mighty  mandate,  guard  of  every  shore, 
**  Here  shall  thy  waves  be  stayed" — in  grief,  in  pain, 

The  fearful  poise  of  reason's  sphere  maintain. 

Thou,  by  whom  suns  are  balanced  ! — thus  secure 

In  Thee  shall  Faith  and  Fortitude  endure; 

Conscious  of  Thee,  unfaltering  shall  the  just 

Look  upward  still,  in  high  and  holy  trust* 
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And,  by  affliction  guided  to  thy  shrine, 

The  first,  last  thought  of  suffering  hearts  be  Thine. 

And  oh  !  be  near,  when  clothed  with  conquering  poweri 
The  King  of  Terrors  claims  his  own  dread  hour; 
When  on  the  edge  of  that  unknown  abyss, 
Which  darkly  parts  us  from  the  realm  of  bliss, 
Awe-stiuck  alike  the  timid  and  the  brave, 
Alike  subdued  the  monarch  and  the  slave, 
Must  drink  the  cup  of  trembling — when  we  see 
Nought  in  the  universe  but  death  and  Thee, 
Forsake  us  not ; — if  still,  when  life  was  young. 
Faith  to  Thy  bosom,  as  her  home,  hath  sprung, 
If  Hope's  retreat  hath  been,  through  all  the  past, 
The  shadow  by  the  Rock  of  Ages  cast, 
Father,  forsake  us  not ! — when  tortures  urge 
The  shrinking  soul  to  that  mysterious  verge. 
When  from  Thy  justice  to  Thy  love  we  fly. 
On  Nature's  conflict  look  with  pitying  eye. 
Bid  the  strong  wind,  the  fjre,  the  earthquake  cease. 
Come  in  the  still  small  voice,  and  whisper — peace ! 

For  oh  !  't  is  awful  —  He  that  hath  beheld 

The  parting  spirit,  by  its  fears  repell'd. 

Cling  in  weak  terror  to  its  earthly  chain. 

And  from  the  dizzy  brink  recoil,  in  vain; 

He  that  hath  seen  the  last  convulsive  throe 

Dissolve  the  union  formM  and  closed  in  woe. 

Well  knows  that  hour  is  awful.  —  In  the  pride 

Of  youth  and  health,  by  suffering  yet  untried. 

We  talk  of  Death,  as  something,  which  H  were  sweet, 

In  Glory's  arms  exultingly  to  meet, 

A  closing  triumph,  a  majestic  scene. 

Where  gazing  nations  watch  the  hero's  mien, 

As,  undismay'd  amidst  the  tears  of  all, 

He  folds  his  mantle,  regally  to  fall! 


Mb,  rnnil  enihusitut! — still,  obscure,  and  lone, 
-t    nol  lesB  terrible  liccnuse  uiikiiown, 
I    l«    the  Insl  hour  of  lliousands  —  ihey  retire 
F"roiii  life's  ihrong'd  poili,  unnoticed  to  expire ; 
A»    the  light  leal,  whose  loll  to  ruin  bears 
Some  iKinbUn^  insect's  little  world  of  cares, 
T>^«*nd«  in  silence —  while  around  waves  on 
TT*«  mighty  forest,  reckless  whai  is  ^one ! 
SucB  it  man^s  doom — and  ere  an  hour  lie  flown, 
—  Sw  not,  ihon  trifler!  —  such  may  be  thhie  ow] 
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^'^  Jur  the  promise,  all  shnll  yet  be  well, 

""uld  nol  the  spirit  in  its  pongs  rebel, 

«e"*e«ih  surh  clouds  as  darkenM^  when  the  hand 

**  *t»ili  lav  heavy  on  our  proslraie  Innd ; 

'*'*'l  thou.just  lent  lliy  gladdtn'd  isles  to  Hess, 

^■"••i  iWirhM  from  earth  with  all  thy  loveliness, 

^'0)  &II  ■  nation's  blessings  on  thy  head, 

'^England'g  flower!   werl  galherM  lo  the  dead? 

*•*  *(in  diilst  Kach  us.     Thou  lo  every  heart, 

JJ"**"'*  Infty  lesson  didst  thyself  impart! 

._    **>  flrd  the  hopp  ilirougli  iJl  ihy  pan^  which  sniiled, 

"n  thy  young  bosom,  o'er  thy  lifeless  rhild, 
—^''t'd  with  vain  longing  —  still  tliy  patient  eye, 
-,      'bi  liut  li^ht.  heanfd  holy  constancy ! 

"^    from  ■  lot  in  cloudless  sunshine  cast, 
-^"'Ut  those  Hgonies  —  tliy  first  nnd  Inst, 
-,    y  (all.'  lip,  qnivering  with  convulsive  throes, 
-J**tVied  not  a  plaint — and  settled  in  repose; 

•til^  bow'J  thy  royal  head  lo  Him,  whose  power 
^^t  in  the  fiat  of  that  midnight  hour. 


Who  from  the  brighlesl  visiuii  of  a  llirone, 
Love,  glory,  empire,  claira'd  Uiee  for  his  own* 
And  spread  such  terror  o^er  the  sca-gin  coast. 
As  tiiaated  Israel,  when  her  Ark  was  lost. 

"  It  U  tlie  will  of  God!" — yel,  yet  we  hear 
The  words  which  closed  tliy  beautiful  career; 
Yet  should  we  mourn  thee  in  thy  blest  abode, 
But  for  tlmt  thought  —  ■*  It  is  the  will  of  God !" 
Who  shall  arraign  ih'  Eternal's  dark  decree, 
If  not  one  murmur  then  escaped  from  Ibcei 
Oh !  still,  iliough  vanishing  without  a  trace, 
Thou  hast  not  left  one  scion  of  thy  race, 
Still  may  thy  memory  bloom  our  vales  among, 
Hallow'd  by  freedom,  and  enshrinecl  in  song! 
Still  may  thy  pure,  majeslic  spirit  dwell, 
Bright  on  the  isles  which  loved  thy  name  so  well, 
E'en  as  an  angel,  with  presiding  care. 
To  wake  and  guard  thine  own  high  virtues  there. 


Elm.  Love  !  love ! — there  are  soft  smiles  and  gealle  II 

And  there  are  faces,  skilful  to  put  on 
The  look  we  trust  in — and  'l  is  mockery  all ! 
— A  failhless  raiat,  a  desert-vapour,  wearing 
The  brightness  of  clear  waters,  thus  to  cheat 
The  thirst  that  semblance  kindled! — There  is  none, 
In  all  this  cold  and  hollow  world,  no  fount 
Of  deep,  strong,  deathless  love,  save  that  within 
A  mother's  heart. — It  is  but  pride,  wherewith 
To  his  fair  son  the  father's  eye  dolh  turn. 
Watching  his  growlli.     Ay,  on  the  boy  he  looks, 
The  bright  glad  creature  springing  in  hia  path. 
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"^^"^    «a  the  heir  of  his  great  name,  the  young 
^■^^     stately  tree,  whose  rising  strength  erelong 
^^y^^l  bear  his  trophies  well. — ^And  this  is  love ! 

is  man^s  love ! — What  marvel  ? — you  ne^er  made 
breast  the  pillow  of  his  infancy, 
e  to  the  fulness  of  your  hearths  glad  heavings 
^ur  chedL  rose  and  fell!  and  his  bright  hair 
'^''^^  softly  to  your  breath  I —  You  ne'er  kept  watch 
^de  him,  till  the  last  pale  star  had  set, 

n&om,  all  dazzling,  as  in  triumph,  broke 
your  dim  weary  eye ;  yet  yours  the  face 
^JT  '^^ch,  early  faded  through  fond  care  for  him, 
-^j^^*^S    o'er  his  sleep,  and,  duly  as  heaven's  light, 

there  to  greet  his  wak'ning !     Tou  ne'er  smooth'd 
<^ouch,  ne'er  sung  him  to  his  rosy  rest, 
^^H.t  his  least  whisper,  when  his  voice  from  yours 
^^^^  I'^im'd  soft  utterance ;  press'd  your  lips  to  his, 
,^^p^t^  fercr  parch'd  it;  hush'd  his  wayward  cries, 
j^    ^^    patient,  vigilant^  never-wearied  love! 
J.        -     these  are  womarCs  tasks ! — In  these  her  youths 
o^  tloom  of  cheek,  and  buoyancy  of  heart, 

j:*.    ^^^   from  her  all  unmark'd ! — My  boys !  my  boys ! 
^^    vain  afiection  borne  with  all  for  this  ? 
^^liy  were  ye  given  me? 


A  mother's   courage. 

(from  the  same.) 

•|^/^^^»i.  Thiwk'st  thou  there  dwells  no  courage  but  in  breasts 
Y*,^^*^  set  their  mail  against  the  ringing  spears, 
r>.  ^  ^^n  helmets  are  struck  down  ?     Thou  little  know'st 
r|^       ^lature's  marvels.     Chief,  my  heart  is  nerved 
.  %i(ake  its  way  through  things  which  warrior  men, 

'►^'^    they  that  master  death  by  field  or  flood, 

'^^ild  look  on,  ere  they  braved ! — I  have  no  thought, 
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No  sense  of  fear !     Thou  'it  mighty !  but  a  soul 
Wound  up  like  mine  is  mightier,  in  the  power 
Of  that  one  feeling  pour'd  through  all  its  depths, 
Than  monarchs  with  their  hosts !    Am  1  not  come 
To  die  with  these  my  children? 


FORTITUDE     MORE     THAN     BRAYKRT. 

(PROM    THE    81.MI.) 

Her.  (with  solemnity).  If  to  plunge 

In  the  mid-waves  of  combat,  as  they  bear 
Chargers  and  spearmen  onwards ;  and  to  make 
A  reckless  bosom's  front  the  buoyant  mark. 
On  that  wild  current,  for  ten  thousand  arrows ; 
If  thus  to  dare  were  valour's  noblest  aim, 
Lightly  might  fame  be  won  !     But  there  are  things 
Which  ask  a  spirit  of  more  exalted  pitch, 
And  courage  tempered  with  a  holier  fire! 
Well  may'st  thou  say  that  these  are  fearful  times, 
Therefore  be  firm,  be  patient ! — ^There  is  strength, 
And  a  fierce  instinct,  e'en  in  common  souls. 
To  bear  up  manhood  with  a  stormy  joy. 
When  red  swords  meet  in  lightning ! — But  our  task 
Is  more  and  nobler ! — We  have  to  endure. 
And  to  keep  watch,  and  to  arouse  a  land. 
And  to  defend  an  altar! — If  we  fall. 
So  that  our  blood  make  but  the  millionth  part 
Of  Spain's  great  ransom,  we  may  count  it  joy 
To  die  upon  her  bosom,  and  beneath 
The  banner  of  her  faith  ! — Think  but  on  this. 
And  gird  your  hearts  with  silent  fortitude. 
Suffering,  yet  hoping  all  things— Fare  ye  well. 
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tltT.  Let  them  die! 

l-et  them  die  tiow,  ihy  children  !  so  thy  heart 
SluUl  wear  tbeir  beauiifal  image  all  u 


W'iiJiin  it, 
"^^e  biiier  les 


Q  (he  last !     Nor  shall  thou  learu 
,  of  what  worthless  dust 


Ane  fnnied  ihe  idols,  whose  false  glory  binds 


r  souls  ? — Thou  think 'st  ti  much 


Y^   nioum  the  eorly  dead ;  but  ihere 


I 


Mo,, 


ffiih  deeper  anguish ! 


We  endow 
fond  passionati 


blind  n< 


3^*'^  wliom 

"^    power  upon  our  souls,  too  absolute 

^^   *>«  a  monal's  tnial!     Within  their  hands 

*  lay  the  flnxning  sword,  whose  stroke  alone 

T***    rwwrh  our  hearts,  and  /Acy  are  merciful, 

*">ey  are  strong,  that  wield  it  noi  to  pierce  us  \ 
~r^-,  ^■'  fi*'  them,  fear  the  lov^d  ! — Had  1  but  wept 
.  *■■  my  Bon's  grave,  or  o'er  a  babe's,  where  tears 
.  *»  spriKjg  dew-drops,  glittering  in  the  sim, 
J,  **  Iri^ileniog  the  young  verdure, /might  Biill 
^^*«  loved  and  tnisled .' 


My  child  !- 
viy  tnul  ? — Even  now  thine  s 
\^  tirightest  inspiration! 
■?[»*i  Deat 


-Whai  dream 
jpect  wean 


■^-^'w.  Away ! 

jv****  ere  bath  starry  clearness ;  and  tliy  cheek 
■^hT*^  flow  beneath  it  with  a  richer  hue 
0  lingBcl  ita  earliest  flower ! 
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JRm,  It  well  may  be ! 

There  are  far  deeper  and  far  warmer  hues 
Than  those  which  draw  their  colouring  from  the  founts 
Of  youth,  or  health,  or  hope. 

Elm.  N^Yj  speak  not  thus  I         * 

There  ^s  that  about  thee  shining  which  would  send 
E'en  through  my  heart  a  sunny  glow  of  joy, 
Were  H  not  for  these  sad  words.    The  dim  cold  air 
And  solemn  light,  which  wrap  these  tombs  and  shrines 
As  a  pale  gleaming  shroud,  seem  kindled  up 
With  a  young  spirit  of  ethereal  hope 
Caught  from  thy  mien  ! — Oh  no !  this  is  not  death ! 

Xim.  Why  should  not  He,  whose  touch  dissolves  our  chain^ 
Put  on  his  robes  of  beauty  when  he  comes 
As  a  deliverer? — He  hath  many  forms, 
They  should  not  all  be  fearful ! — If  his  call 
Be  but  our  gathering  to  that  distant  land 
For  whose  sweet  waters  we  have  pined  with  thirst. 
Why  should  not  its  prophetic  sense  be  borne 
Into  the  heart's  deep  stillness,  with  a  breath 
Of  summer-winds,  a  voice  of  melody. 
Solemn,  yet  lovely  ? — ^Mother,  I  depart ! — 
Be  it  thy  comfort,  in  the  after-days. 
That  thou  hast  seen  me  thus! 


THE    REFUGEE    IN    THE    FpREST   AND    HIS    BOT, 
(FROM     THE     FOREST     SANCTUART.) 

A  BLIGHTED  name ! — I  hear  the  winds  of  mom— • 
Their  sounds  are  not  of  this ! — I  hear  the  shiver 
Of  the  green  reeds,  and  all  the  rustlings,  borne 
From  the  high  forest,  when  the  light  leaves  quiver : 
•  Their  sounds  are  not  of  this  !~  the  cedars,  waving, 
Lend  it  no  tone :  His  wide  savannahs  laving, 
It  is  not  murmur'd  by  the  joyous  river! 
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What  part  hath  mortal  name,  where  God  alone 
>peaks  to  the  mighty  waste,  and  through  its  heart  is  known  r 

is  it  not  much  that  I  may  worship  Him, 
With  nought  my  spirit's  breathings  to  control, 
^nd  feel  His  presence  in  the  vast,  and  dim, 
And  whispery  woods,  where  dying  thunders  roll 
From  the  far  cataracts? — Shall  1  not  rejoice 
That  I  have  leam'd  at  last  to  know  His  voice 
From  man's  ? — I  will  rejoice! — ^my  soaring  soul 
Now  hath  redeemed  her  birthright  of  the  day, 

won,  through  clouds,  to  Him,  her  own  unfettered  way  I 

And  thou,  my  boy!  that  silent  at  my  knee 
Dost  lift  to  mine  thy  soft,  dark,  earnest  eyes 
Fill'd  with  the  love  of  childhood,  which  I  see 
Pure  through  its  depths,  a  thing  without  disguise ; 
ThoQ  that  hast  breathed  in  slumber  on  my  breast, 
When  I  have  check'd  its  throbs  to  give  thee  rest, 
Mine  own !  whose  young  thoughts  fresh  before  me  rise ! 
Is  it  not  much  that  I  may  guide  thy  prayer, 
circle  thy  glad  soul  with  free  and  healthful  air  ? 


THE      PERSECUTED 

(PROM     TBI     SAME.) 

Thou  Searcher  of  the  soul !  in  whose  dread  sight 
Not  the  bold  guilt  alone  that  mocks  the  skies. 
But  the  scarce-owned,  unwhisper'd  thought  of  night. 
As  a  thing  written  with  the  sunbeam  lies ; 
Thou  know'st— whose  eye  through  shade  and  depth  can  see, 
That  this  man's  crime  was  but  to  worship  thee. 
Like  those  that  made  their  hearts  thy  sacrifice. 
The  call'd  of  yore — wont  by  the  Saviour's  side 
^te  the  dim  Olive-Mount  to  pray  at  eventide. 
18 
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For  the  strong  spirit  will  at  limes  awi^ke, 
Piercing  the  mists  that  wrap  her  clay  ftbode  ; 
And,  born  of  thee,  she  may  not  always  take 
Earth's  accents  for  the  oracles  of  God ; 
And  even  for  this — O  dust,  whose  mask  is  power! 
ReeJ,  that  would'st  be  a  scourge  thy  little  hour! 
Spark,  whereon  yet  the  mighty  hath  not  trod, 
And  therefore  thou  destroyest ! — where  were  flown 
Our  hopes,  if  man  were  left  to  man's  decree  alone  ? 


FREEDOH     OF     SPIBCH. 

It  ia  a  weery  and  a  bitter  task 
Back  from  the  lip  the  baming  word  to  keep, 
And  to  shut  out  heaven's  air  with  falsehood's  mask, 
And  in  the  dark  urn  of  the  soul  to  heap 
Indignant  feelings — making  e'en  of  thought 
A  buiied  treasure,  which  may  but  be  sought 
When  Hhadowa  are  abroad — and  night — and  sleep. 
I  might  not  brook  it  long— «nd  thus  was  thrown 
Into  that  grave-like  cell,  to  wither  there  alone. 

THE  ROHAN  CATHOLIC  wirs. 


Alas  !  and  life  hath  moments  when  a  glance — 
(If  iliought  to  sudden  watchfulness  be  slirr'd) — 
A  flush — a  fading  of  the  cheek,  perchance — 
A  word-^ess,  less — the  cade.nce  of  a  word, 
Lets  in  our  gaze  the  mind's  dim  veil  beneath, 
Thence  to  bring  haply  knowledge  fraught  with  death ! 
— Even  thus,  what  never  from  tliy  lip  was  heard 
Broke  on  ray  soul. — I  knew  that  in  thy  sight 
I  stood — howe'er  beloved — a  recreant  from  the  light. 
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Thy  sad,  sweet  hymn,  at  eve,  the  seas  along, — 
Oh !  the  deep  soul  it  breathed  ! — the  love,  the  woe, 
The  fervour,  pour'd  in  that  full  gush  of  song. 
As  it  went  floating  through  the  fiery  glow 
Of  the  rich  sunset ! — ^bringing  thoughts  of  Spain, 
With  all  her  vesper-voices,  o'er  the  main. 
Which  seem'd  responsive  in  its  murmuring  flow. 
— ^Ave  sanclissima  P^ — how  oft  that  lay 
Hath  melted  from  my  heart  the  martyr-strength  away ! 
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Ave,  sanctissima! 
'TIS  nightfall  on  the  sea; 

Ora  pro  nobis! 
Our  souls  rise  to  thee! 

Watch  us,  while  shadows  lie 
O'er  the  dim  waters  spread ;. 

Hear  the  heart's  lonely  sigh — 
Tliine  too  hath  bled! 

Thou  that  hast  look'd  on  death, 
Aid  us  when  death  is  near! 

Whisper  of  heaven  to  faith ; 
Sweet  Mother,  hear ! 

Ora  pro  nobis! 
The  wave  must  rock  our  sleep, 

Ora,  Mater,  ora! 
Thou  star  of  the  deep  I 


**  Ora  pro  nobis  Mater  /" — What  a  spell 
Was  in  those  notes,  with  day's  last  glory  dying 
On  the  flush'd  waters — seem'd  they  not  to  swell 
From  the  far  dust,  wherein  my  sires  were  lying 
With  crucifix  and  sword  ? — Oh !  yet  how  clear 
Comes  their  reproachful  sweetness  to  mine  ear! 


"  Ora," — with  all  ihe  purple  wares  replying, 

All  my  youth's  visions  rising  in  the  strain — 

And  I  had  thought  it  much  lo  bear  the  rack  antl  cha 


Te«1  as  if  tleavcii  upon  the  waves  were  sleeping, 
Vfxing  my  soul  with  quiet,  there  they  lay, 
All  movelesa  through  their  blue  transparence  keeping 
The  sliadows  of  our  sails,  from  day  to  day ; 
While  she  —  oh!  strongest  is  the  strong  hearths  woe— 
And  yet  I  live  I  1  feel  the  sunshine's  glow  — 
And  I  am  he  that  looked,  and  saw  decay 
Steal  o'er  the  fair  of  earth,  ih'  adored  too  much ! 
—  It  is  a  fearful  thing  to  love  what  death  may  touch, 

A  fearful  thing  that  love  and  death  may  dwell 
In   the  same  world!  —  She  fadeil   on  —  and   J  — 
Blind  lu  the  last,  there  neeiled  death  to  tell 
My  trusting  soul  that  she  could  fade  to  die ! 
Tet,  ere  she  parted,  I  had  marked  a  change, 

—  But  it  breailied  hope  —  'twas  beautiful,  though  strange*. 
Something  of  gladness  in  the  melody 

Of  her  low  voice,  and  in  her  words  a  flight 
Of  airy  thought — alas!  too  perilously  bright! 

And  a  clear  sparkle  in  her  glanee,  yet  wild. 
And  quick,  and  eager,  like  the  flashing  gaze 
Of  some  all  wondering  and  awakening  child, 
That  first  the  glories  of  the  eartli  surveys. 

—  How  could  it  thus  deceive  me?  —  she  had  worn 
Around  her,  like  ilie  dewy  mists  of  mom, 

A  pensive  tenderness  through  happiest  days. 
And  a  soft  world  of  dreams  had  seemed  to  tie 
StOI  in  her  dark,  and  deep,  and  spiritual  eyo. 
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And  I  could  hope  in  that  strange  fire!  —  she  died, 
She  died,  with  all  its  lustre  on  her  mien ! 
*-*The  day  was  melting  from  the  waters  wide, 
And  through  its  long  bright  hours  her  thoughts  had  been, 
It  seemed,  with  restless  and  unwonted  yearning, 
Tc  Spain's  blue  skies  and  dark  sierras  turning; 
For  her  fond  words  were  all  of  vintage-scene, 
And  flowering  myrtle,  and  sweet  citron's  breath  — 
Oh !  with  what  vivid  hues  life  comes  back  oft  on  death ! 

And  from  her  lips  the  mountainnsongs  of  old, 
[n  wild  faint  snatches,  fitfully  had  sprung; 
Songs  of  the  orange  bower,  the  Moorish  hold. 
The  ^  Rio  rerde,"  on  her  soul  that  hung. 
And  thence  flowed  forth. — But  now  the  sun  was  low, 
And  watching  by  my  side  its  last  red  glow. 
That  ever  stills  the  heart,  once  more  she  sung 
Her  own  soft  "  Ora^  mater  /"  —  and  the  sound 
Was  even  like  love's  farewell  —  so  mournfully  profound. 

Tlie  boy  had  dropped  to  slumber  at  our  feet;  — 
**And  I  have  lulled  him  to  his  smiling  rest 
Once  more !"  she  said :  —  1  raised  him  —  it  was  sweet. 
Yet  sad,  to  see  the  perfect  calm  which  blessed 
His  look  that  hour ;  —  for  now  her  voice  grew  weak ; 
And  on  the  flowery  crimson  of  his  cheek. 
With  her  white  lips  a  long,  long  kiss  she  pressed. 
Yet  light,  to  wake  him  not.  —  Then  sank  her  head 
Against  my  bursting  heart —  What  did  I  clasp  ?  —  the  dead 

I  called  —  to  call  what  answers  not  our  cries  — 
By  what  we  loved  to  stand  unseen,  unheard. 
With  the  loud  passion  of  our  tears  and  sighs. 
To  see  but  some  cold  glittering  ringlet  stirred, 
And  in  the  quenched  eye''s  fixedness  to  gaze. 
All  vainly  searching  for  the  parted  rays; 
18  •  o  ' 
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This  18  what  waits  us!  —  Dead!  —  with  that  chill  word 
To  link  our  bosom-names!  —  For  this  we  pour 
Our  souls  upon  the  dust — nor  tremble  to  adore! 

But  the  true  parting  came! — I  looked  my  last 
On  the  sad  beauty  of  that  slumbering  face ; 
How  could  I  think  the  lovely  spirit  passed, 
Which  there  had  left  so  tenderly  its  trace? 
Yet  a  dim  awfulness  was  on  the  brow  — 
N'o!  not  like  sleep  to  look  upon  art  Thou, 
Death,  death !  —  she  lay,  a  thing  for  eanh^s  embrace, 
To  cover  with  spring-wreaths. — ^For  earth's  ? — the  wa?e 
That  gives  the  bier  no  flowers  —  makes  moan  above  her 
grave! 

On  the  mid-seas  a  knell!  —  for  man  was  there, 
Anguish  and  love  —  the  mourner  with  his  dead! 
A  long  low-rolling  knell  —  a  voice  of  prayer— 
Dark  glassy  waters,  like  a  desert  spread. 
And  the  pale-shining  Southern  Cross  on  high, 
Its  faint  stars  fading  from  a  solemn  sky, 
Where  mighty  clouds  before  the  dawn  grew  red;  — 
Were  these  things  round  me  ? — Such  o'er  memory  sweep 
Wildly  when  aught  brings  back  that  burial  of  the  deep. 

Then  the  broad  lonely  sunrise!  —  and  the  plash 
Into  the  sounding  waves !  around  her  head 
They  parted,  with  a  glancing  moment's  flash. 
Then  shut  —  and  all  was  still.     And  now  thy  bed 
Is  of  their  secrets,  gentlest  Leonor! 
Once  fairest  of  young  brides !  —  and  never  more, 
Loved  as  thou  wert,  may  human  tear  be  shed 
Above  thy  rest! — No  mark  the  proud  seas  keep. 
To  show  where  he  that  wept  may  pause  again  to  weep. 


S»  ihe 
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deptlia  look  iltee!  —  Oh!  the  eulUn  sense 


I 
I 


^  dftsolaiion  in  thai  hour  compressed! 

"U"!  going  down,  a  epeck  anijdst  ih'  immense 
2f**^  pJoi'iny  waters,  leaving  on  their  breast 
'  ••«    tnre  a  weed  might  leave  there!-— Dust !  —  the 

^^lach  lo  itie  lieart  was  as  a  living  spring 

J^  J^y,  with  r^arfulness  of  love  possessed, 

.       •>*««  sinking !  —  Love,  joy,  fear,  all  cnished  to  this  — 

"^^  wide  Heaven  b 


o  falhomleas  th'  abyss! 


'  the  line  sounds  not,  where  the  wrecks  lie  low, 
slull  wake  thence  the  dead  ? — Blest,  blest  are  they 
.        — »  earth  to  enrtli  entrust;  for  they  may  know 
„..     ^    lend  the  duelling  whence  the  slumberer's 


Sh 


1-t. 


'»»li 


cUy 


Iftst,  and  bid  Uie  young  Aowers  bloom, 
waft  a  breath  of  hope  around  the  tomb, 
j^    ---*  kneel  upoa  the  dewy  turf  to  pray  I 

^**.  iboti,  what  cnve  hnth  ditnly  chambered  ihee  f 

—  oh !  art  thou  not  where  there  is  no 


'■^ 


_,/«i«  wind  rose  free  and  singing :  —  when  for  ever, 
^"^    w  that  sole  spot  of  all  the  watery  plain, 
,^*ould  have  bent  my  sight  with  fond  endeavour 
^^  own,  where  its  treasure  was,  its  glance  lo  strain ; 
**lien  rose  the  reckless  wind! — Before  our  prow 
*^e  while  foam  dashed  —  ay,joyou9ly — and  thou 
■^CTt  left  with  all  the  solitary  main 
-Ground  thee  —  and  iliy  beauty  in  my  heart, 
^^<I  thy  meek  sorrowing  love  —  oh !  where  could  tlul 
depui? 
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TTRAMRT     TVORKINO     OUT    rBXRDO 


Pro.  I  call  upon  thee  noio  /    The  laud's  high  ooul 
Is  roused,  and  moving  onward,  hke  a  breeze 
Or  a  swift  aunbeam,  kindhng  nature's  hues 
To  deeper  life  before  iu     In  his  chains, 
The  peasant  dreams  of  freedom  !  —  Ay,  'tis  thus 
Oppression  (ana  th'  imperiahable  flanie 
Wiih  most  unconscious  hands.  —  No  pmise  be  hers 
For  whal  she  blindly  works.  —  When  slavery's  cup 
O'erflows  its  bouiid:i.  tjic  creeping  poison,  meant 
To  dull  our  senses,  through  each  burning  vein 
Pours  fever,  lending  a  delirious  strength 
To  burst  man's  fellers  —  and  they  shall  be  bunt! 
I  have  hoped,  when  bope  seemed  frenzy  ;  but  a  power 
Abides  in  human  will,  when  bent  with  strong 
Unswerving  energy  on  one  great  aim. 
To  make  and  rule  its  fortunes !  —  I  have  been 
A  wanderer  in  the  fulness  of  my  years, 
A  restless  pilgrim  of  the  earth  and  seas, 
Gathering  the  generous  thoughts  of  other  lands. 
To  aid  our  holy  cause.     And  aid  is  near : 
But  we  must  give  the  signal.     Now,  before 
The  majesty  of  yon  pure  heaven,  whose  eye 
Is  on  our  hearts  —  whose  righteous  arm  befriends 
The  arm  that  strikes  for  freedom — 'Speak!  decres 
The  fete  of  our  oppressors. 


' — -  At,  now  ihe  soul  of  batile  is  abroad, 
"    bums  upon  the  air! — The  joyous  winds 
-Ai^  tossing  warrior-plumes,  the  proud  while  foain 
*^  Inttle's  roaring  billows!  —  On  my  sight 
**he  vision  bursts  —  il  maddens!  'lis  the  flash, 
**lie  lighining-flhock  of  lances,  and  the  cloud 
^^t  rushing  an^wB,-and  the  broa<l  lull  blaxe 
C>f  hclmeu  in  ihe  snn!  —  The  verj-  steed 
^^ith  his  majestic  rider  glorying  shares 
*TTie  hour's  stern  joy,  and  waves  his  floating  mane 
-A*  a  iriamphBQt  banner!  —  Such  things  are 
Elven  now  —  and   [  am  here! 


'^ii,  worthy  Tragrant  gifts  of  (lowers  and  wine, 

Bcnilininn  fount,  than  ctvsIbI  far  more  bright  t 
T'o-momiw  aliall  a  sportive  kid  he  iliine, 

n*hoM  forehead  swells  with  horns  of  infant  might: 

^^^Vn  now  of  love  and  war  he  dreams  in  vain, 

■*ioonie«l  wilh  hia  blood  ihy  gelid  wave 

In  the  reil  Dog-stur  bum !  —  his  scorching  beam, 
Fkerc«  in  resplendence  shall  molest  not  thee ! 

Slill  sheltered  from  his  i^ige,  thy  hanks,  fair  si 
Til  the  will!  Hock  urouiiit  thee  wandering  fre«, 

And  the  tired  oxen  from  the  fiirrowcd  fiehl ; 

The  pmmi  Inslineas  of  ibeir  breath  shall  yield. 
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And  thou,  bright  Foiuit!  ennobled  and  renowned) 
Shall  by  thy  poet's  votive  song  be  made; 

Thou  and  the  oak  with  deathless  verdure  crowned, 
Whose  boughs,  a  pendent  canopy,  o'ershade 

Those  hollow  rocks,  whence,  murmuring  many  a  tale 

Thy  chiming  waters  pour  upon  the  vale. 

THE     SLEEPER    OF'MARATHON. 

I  LAY  upon  the  solemn  plain, 

And  by  the  funeral  mound, 
Where  those  who  died  not  there  in  vain 

Their  place  of  sleep  had  found. 

*T  was  silent  where  the  free  blood  gushed 
When  Persia  came  array'd  — 

So  many  a  voice  had  there  been  hushed, 
So  many  a  foot-step  stay'd. 

I  slumber'd  on  the  lonely  spot 

So  sanctified  by  death  : 
I  slumber'd  —  but  my  rest  was  not 

As  theirs  who  lay  beneath. 

For  on  my  dreams,  that  shadowy  hour. 
They  rose  —  the  chainless  dead  — 

All  arm'd  they  sprang,  in  j  oy,  in  power 
Up  from  their  grassy  bed. 

I  saw  their  spears,  on  that  red  field. 
Flash  as  in  time  gone  by  — 

Chased  to  the  seas  without  his  shield, 
1  saw  the  Persian  fly. 

I  woke  —  the  sudden  trumpet's  blast 

CalPd  to  another  fight  — 
From  visions  of  our  glorious  past, 

Who  doth  not  wake  in  might  ? 


THE     SPARTINS'    MARCH. 

'nrSpinin,  ated  not  Ibe  trumpel  in  tlii-ir  in<ircli  into  iNilile."  uyi 

I     V*'^"'".''l»™u»<!  ihey  wiihed  not  lo  bxc'm  Iho  rage  of  their  w«r- 

"?*    ^r«liwyin|:-ircp  <va*  mxle  to  ilie  ■Dorian  mooil  orQutes  nnd 

■^  ""Wen.'    Tli«  valour  of  a  Spntnin  wbs  too  higlily-  lenipered  to 

'"^fclUiaipui." — CAHtaKkLon  /Ae  E'/egiiu  Fotlry  oj  the  Grecki. 

^TwAs  morn  upon  ihe  Grecian  hills, 
Wlisre  ppiisanU  dresa'd  the  vines ; 

Sunlighl  waa  on   Cithierciti's  rills, 
Arcadia's  toclta  and  pines, 

JiJtA  brighily,  tbivugh  hia  reeds  and  flowers, 

Eu  rotas  wander'd  by, 
When  a  sound  amse  from  Sparta's  towen 

or  eolcun  hnrtuony. 

Wm  ii  the  hunters'  ehoral  strain 

To  ttie  woodland-go(l<les3  poiir'd  ? 
Did  virgin  hands  in  Pallas'  fane 

Strike  llie  Aill  sounding  cliord  ? 

fiat  helms  n'cre  glancing  on  the  stream, 

Spears  ranged  in  close  array. 
And  shields  Aung  back  a  glorious  beam 

To  the  mom  of  a  fearful  day ! 

And  the  mounlain-ecliues  uf  the  laud 

SwclI'd  through  the  deL>|>-bUio  sky ; 
While  to  soft  stmins  moved  forth  a  band 

Of  men  that  moved  to  die. 

They  march'il  not  wiili  (he  trumpet's  blail, 

Nor  bade  the  lioni  penl  out, 
And  the  laurel  groves,  as  on  ihcy  pass'd. 

Rung  with  no  battle  shout  I 
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They  askM  no  clarion's  voice  to  fire 
Their  souls  with  an  impube  high ; 

But  the  Dorian  reed  and  the  Spartan  lyre 
For  the  sons  of  liberty ! 

And  still  sweet  flutes,  their  path  around 
Sent  forth  ^olian  breath; 

They  needed  not  a  sterner  sound 
To  marshal  them  for  death! 

So  moved  they  calmly  to  their  field) 

Thence  never  to  return, 
Save  bearing  back  the  Spartan  shield, 

Or  on  it  proudly  borne! 


THE     URN     AND     THE     SWORD. 

They  sought  for  treasures  in  the  tomb. 
Where  gentler  hands  were  wont  to  spread 
Fresh  boughs  and  flowers  of  purple  bloom, 
And  sunny  ringlets,  for  the  dead. 

They  scatter'd  far  the  greensward  heap. 
Where  once  those  hands  the  bright  wine  pour'd ; 
—  What  found  they  in  the  home  of  sleep  ?  — 
A  mouldering  urn,  a  shiver'd  sword ! 

An  urn,  which  held  the  dust  of  one 
Who  died  when  hearts  and  shrines  were  free ; 
A  sword,  whose  work  was  proudly  done 
Between  our  mountains  and  the  sea. 

And  these  are  treasures !  —  imdismay'd, 
Still  for  the  su fleering  land  we  trust. 
Wherein  the  past  its  fame  hath  laid, 
With  freedom's  sword,  and  valour's  dusL 


"1 


ini  pay  greal  TenFintion  to  n  eerlaSn  bird 

■ruUy  hi  Iho  iiiKtil'liiiie.     Tliay  say  it  U  s  incssengeT 

■  fneniliBniireUlioDshave  >etii,Bnil  ihmitbriiiKi 

ihe  otiiei  worlil. — See  Picibt'i  CcrdrWnicf  ni"!  A(Ji 


''boc  tfi  come  from  the  apirila'  land,  thou  bird ! 

Tbau  vt  come  from  the  spirit''B  lani! ; 
Throng  the  »l«rk  pine  grove  lei  lliy  voice  be  heard. 
And  lell  of  ibe  ahadowy  band ! 

*    Itnow  th»i  the  bowers  are  green  and  fair 
'a  ihe  light  of  that  mtmincr  shore, 
^**  We  know  tliai  ilie  friends  we  have  lost  are  there, 


And 


ire  lliere  —  and  they  weep  no  more! 

**'«s  know  lliey  have  quenched  their  fever's  thin 
f.         ^Twm  the  Fountain  of  youlh  ere  now,* 

'Acre  must  tlie  stream  in  its  freshness  burst 
'Vhich  none  may  find  below! 

■'^B  know  that  they  will  not  be  lured  to  earth 
b        *'n>m  the  land  of  dealhless  flowers, 

***«  faast,  or  the  danee,  or  the  sonir  of  mirth, 
*t*hough  their  hearts  were  once  with  ours: 

Tv, 

"**^h  iliey  sal  with  us  hy  the  nJghl-Gre's  blaze, 

And  bent  with  us  the  bow, 

^*d  haui  the  tales  of  onr  fathi 

WUch  are  told  to  others  i 


'  daya. 


aoluiill]'  umlrrlikeii  by  Jiiin  Ponp«  ilo  heoo, 
iew  of  iHuovering  ■  wonilrrriil  IbunlaiD, 
?nu  Aico  lo  *|)tiii|i:  in  on*  or  die  Luoayo 


HaaiBTHi!!'*  Hulwy  of  Jmmoi. 


II  who  balhod  ia  ^^^ 
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But  tell  U8,  thou  bird  of  the  solenm  strain . 

Can  those  who  have  loved  foiget! 
We  call — and  they  answer  not  again — 

Do  they  love  —  do  they  love  us  yet  ? 

Doth  the  warrior  think  of  his  brother  there^ 
And  the  father  of  his  child  ? 

And  the  chief,  of  those  that  were  wont  to  share 
His  wandering  through  the  wild? 

We  call  them  far  through  the  silent  night, 
And  they  speak  not  from  cave  or  hill; 

We  know,  thou  bird !  that  their  land  is  bright, 
But  say,  do  they  love  there  still? 


A     DIROE. 

Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 
Young  spirit!  rest  thee  now. 

Even  while  with  us  thy  footstep  trod, 
His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath! 

Soul  to  its  place  on  high!  — 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death, 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 

Lone  are  the  paths,  and  sad  the  bowers, 
Whence  thy  meek  smile  is  gone; 

But  oh!  —  a  brighter  home  than  our&, 
In  heaven  is  now  thiue  own. 


''jJ'Wlo«.in(pieeoi»roun.ie>!onab«imiful  pnrlot  ihe  Greek  runar«l 


ir  filial  adieu^- 


CoHs  near!  —  ere  yei  the  dusl 
"*'  ihe  bright  paleness  of  llie  setileJ  brow, 
^^*  on  your  brother ;  and  embiace  him  now, 

In  atill  and  solemn  trust ! 
'r^'*'*  near!  —  once  more  lei  kindred  lips  be  press'd 
hig  cold  cheek;  then  bear  him  to  his  rest! 


Look  yel  un  thin  young  face ! 
'(  shall  th(!  buBuly.  from  umongsi  n: 
'*  of  its  tino^,  eTen  where  moat  il 


gone. 


I     •**  shall  th«  bca 

^^**  of  its  tino^,  eTen  where  moat  il  shone, 
B.  GUildeuing  its  hearth  timl  race  ? 

f,   ***  growa  the  semblance  on  man's  heart  impress 'd  - 
'^*'*'«  near,  and  bear  tlie  beauiiful  lo  tpmi  ! 

1^  Te  weep,  and  it  is  well' 

j^^*  tnni  befit  oartti's  partings !  —  Yesterday, 
^'^Olf  WTW  Upon   the  lips  of  this  pale  clny. 
And  sunshine  seemM  lo  dwell 
/^Twre'er  he  moved  —  the  welcome  and  the  blesa'd 
™ow  gaif !  and  bear  the  silenl  unto  rest! 

Look  yei  nn  him  whose  eve 
Sforts  yonn  no  more,  in  sadness  or  in  mirlh! 
Wm  he  not  &ir  amidst  the  sons  of  e-iirih, 

The  beings  bom  lo  die?  — 
But  not  where  death  has  power  may  love  be  bless 'd- 
Come  ni'nr '.  and  hear  ye  the  beloved  to  reni  I 
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How  may  the  mother^s  heart 
Dwell  on  her  son,  and  dare  to  hope  again  ? 
The  Springes  rich  promise  hath  been  given  in  yain, 

The  lovely  must  depart! 
Is  he  not  gone,  our  brightest  and  our  best? 
Come  near!  and  bear  the  early  callM  to  rest! 

Look  on  him !  is  he  laid 
To  slumber  from  the  harvest  or  the  chase  ? — 
Too  still  and  sad  the  smile  upon  his  face; 

Yet  that,  even  that  must  fade! 
Death  holds  not  long  unchanged  his  fairest  guest  !— 
Come  near!  and  bear  the  mortal  to  his  rest! 

His  voice  of  mirth  hath  ceased 
Amidst  the  vineyards !  there  is  \e(i  no  place 
For  him  whose  dust  receives  your  vain  embrace 

At  the  gay  bridal  feast! 
Earth  must  take  earth  to  moulder  on  her  breast ; 
Come  near !  weep  o'er  him!  bear  him  to  his  rest! 

Yet  mourn  ye  not  as  they 
Whose  spirit's  light  is  quenchM  !  —  for  him  the  past 
Is  seaPd.     He  may  not  fall,  he  may  not  cast 

His  birth-right's  hope  away  ! 
All  is  not  here  of  our  beloved  and  bless'd  — 
Leave  ye  the  sleeper  with  his  God  to  rest! 


THE     TREASURES     OF     THE     DEEP. 

What  hidcst  thou  in  thy  treasure-caves  and  cells  ? 

Thou  hollow-sounding  and  mysterious  main  !  — 
Pale  glistening  pearls,  and  rainbow-coloured  shells. 

Bright  things  which  gleam  unrecked  of  and  in  vain! 
Keep,  keep  thy  riches,  melancholy  sea! 
Wft  ask  not  such  from  thee. 


L 
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^nore,  the  depths  have  more !  —  what  wealth  untold, 
^or  down,  and  shining  through  their  stillness,  lies ! 
'Xi  hast  the  starry  gems,  the  burning  gold, 
o         ^^^^on  from  ten  thousand  royal  Argosies !  — 

o'er  thy  spoils,  thou  wild  and  wiathful  main ! 
Earth  claims  not  these  again. 

more,  the  depths  have  more !  —  thy  waves  have  rolled 
hove  the  cities  of  a  world  gone  by ! 
^  hath  filled  up  the  palaces  of  old, 

i-weed  o'ergrown  the  halls  of  revelry.  — 
h  o'er  them,  ocean !  in  thy  scornful  play ! 
Man  yields  them  to  decay. 

t  more !  the  billows  and  the  depths  have  more ! 
^ligh  hearts  and  brave  are  gathered  to  thy  breast ! 

ey  hear  but  now  the  booming  waters  roar,    . 
'TThe  battle-thunders  will  not  break  their  rest — 
thy  red  gold  and  gems,  thou  stormy  grave ! 
Give  back  the  true  and  brave! 


^ve  back  the  lost  and  lovely  I  —  those  for  whom 
The  place  was  kept  at  board  and  hearth  so  long ! 
e  prayer  went  up  through  midnight's  breathless  gloom, 
And  the  vain  yearning  woke  'midst  festal  song ! 
old  fast  thy  buried  isles,  thy  towers  o'erthrown  — 
But  all  is  not  thine  own. 


^0  thee  the  love  of  woman  hath  gone  down, 

Dark  flow  thy  tides  o'er  manhood's  noble  head,    ' 
O'er  youth's  bright  locks,  and  beauty's  flowery  crown ; 

Tet  must  thou  hear  a  voice  —  Restore  the  dead  f 
Earth  shall  reclaim  her  precious  things  from  thee !  — 
Restore  the  dead,  thou  sea! 
19* 
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BRING     F  LOWERS. 

Bring  flowers,  young  dowers,  for  the  festal  board, 
To  wreath  the  cup  ere  the  wine  is  poured : 
3ring  flowers !  they  are  springing  in  wood  and  vale : 
Their  breath  floats  out  on  the  southern  gale; 
And  the  touch  of  the  sunbeam  hath  w^aked  the  rose, 
To  deck  the  hall  where  the  briglit  wine  flows. 

Bring  flowers  to  strew  in  the  conqueror's  path  — 
I  le  hath  shaken  thrones  with  his  stormy  wrath ! 
He  comes  with  the  spoils  of  nations  back, 
The  vines  lie  crushed  in  his  chariot's  track, 
The  turf  looks  red  where  he  won  the  day  — 
Bring  flowers  to  die  in  the  conqueror's  way! 

Bring  flowers  to  the  captive's  lonely  cell, 

They  have  tales  of  the  joyous  woods  to  tell; 

Of  the  free  blue  streams,  and  the  glowing  sky. 

And  the  bright  world  shut  from  his  languid  eye ; 

They  will  bear  him  a  thought  of  the  sunny  hours. 

And  the  dream  of  his  youth  —  bring  him  flowers,  wild  flowc 

Bring  flowers,  fresh  flowers,  for  the  bride  to  wear ! 
They  were  bom  to  blush  in  her  shining  hair. 
She  is  leaving  the  home  of  her  childhood's  mirth, 
She  hath  bid  farewell  to  her  father's  hearth, 
Her  place  is  now  by  another's  side  — 
Bring  flowers  for  the  locks  of  the  fair  young  bride ! 

Bring  flowers,  pale  flowers,  o'er  the  bier  to  sljed, 
A  crown  for  the  brow  of  the  early  dead! 
For  this  through  its  leaves  hath  the  white  rose  burst, 
For  this  in  the  woods  was  the  violet  nursed ! 
Though  they  smile  in  vain  for  what  once  was  ours, 
They  are  love's  last  gift — bring  ye  flowers,  pale  flowers  f 
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^^ing  flowers  to  the  shrine  where  we  kneel  in  prayer, 

^ey  are  nature's  offering,  their  place  is  there  ! 

*  hey  speak  of  hope  to  the  fainting  heart, 

^ilh  a  voice  of  promise  they  come  and  part, 
*hey  sleep  in  dust  through  the  wintry  hours, 
*  hey  break  forth  in  glory  —  bring  flowers,  bright  flowers  ? 


THE     REVELLERS. 

Ring,  joyous  chord !  —  ring  out  agam ! 
A  swifter  still,  and  a  wilder  strain ! 
They  are  here  —  the  fair  face  and  the  careless  hearty 
And  stars  shall  wane  ere  the  mirthful  part. 
— But  I  met  a  dimly  mournful  glance, 
In  a  sudden  turn  of  the  flying  dance; 
I  heard  the  tone  of  a  heavy  sigh. 
In  a  pause  of  the  thrilUng  melody ! 
And  it  is  not  well  that  woe  should  breathe 
— Ye  that  to  thought  or  to  grief  belong. 
Leave,  leave  the  hall  of  song! 

Ring,  joyous  chords!— but  who  art  thou 
With  the  shadowy  locks  o'er  thy  pale  young  brow, 
And  the  world  of  dreamy  gloom  that  lies 
In  the  misty  depths  of  thy  soft  dark  eyes  ? 
^-Thou  hast  loved,  fair  girl !  thou  hast  loved  too  well  I 
Thou  art  mourning  now  o'er  a  broken  sf)ell ; 
Thou  hast  poured  thy  heart's  rich  treasures  forth, 
And  art  unrepaid  for  their  priceless  worth ! 
Mourn  on!  —  yet  come  tliou  not  here  the  while. 
It  is  but  a  pain  to  see  thee  smile! 
There  is  not  a  tone  in  our  song  for  thee  — 
—  Home  with  thy  sorrows  flee! 

I^ing^  joyous  chords!  —  ring  out  again! 
—  But  wliat  dost  thou  with  the  revel's  train? 
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A  silvery  voice  through  the  soft  air  floats^ 
But  thou  hast  no  part  in  the  gladdening  notes ; 
There  are  bright  young  faces  that  pass  thee  by. 
But  they  fix  no  glance  of  thy  wandering  eye ! 
Away !  there 's  a  void  in  thy  yearning  breast, 
Thou  weary  man  \  wilt  thou  here  find  rest  ? 
Away !  for  thy  thoughts  from  the  scene  have  fled, 
And  the  love  of  thy  spirit  is  with'  the  dead ! 
Thou  art  but  more  lone  'midst  the  sounds  of  mirth  — 
—  Back  to  thy  silent  hearth! 

Ring,  joyous  chords!  —  ring  forth  again 
A  swifler  still,  and  a  wilder  strain! 
—  But  thou^  though  a  reckless  mien  be  thine* 
And  thy  cup  be  crowned  with  the  foaming  wine, 
By  the  fitful  bursts  of  thy  laughter  loud, 
By  thine  eye's  quick  flash  through  its  troubled  cloud, 
I  know  thee !  —  it  is  but  the  wakeful  fear 
Of  a  haunted  bosom  that  brings  thee  here ! 
I  know  thee!  —  thou  fearest  the  solemn  night. 
With  her  piercing  stars  and  her  deep  wind's  might ' 
There 's  a  tone  in  her  voice  which  thou  fain  would'st  shuii 
For  it  asks  what  the  secret  soul  hath  done ! 
And  thou — there's  a  dark  weight  on  thine — away! — 
Back  to  thy  home,  and  pray! 

Ring,  joyous  chords!  —  ring  out  again! 
A  swifter  still,  and  a  wilder  strain ! 
And  bring  fresh  wreaths !— we  will  banish  all 
Save  the  free  in  heart  from  our  festive  hall. 
On !  through  the  maze  of  the  fleet  dance,  on  ! — 
But  where  are  the  young  and  the  lovely  ? — gone ! 
Where  are  the  brows  with  the  Red  Cross  crowned, 
And  the  floating  forms  with  the  bright  zone  bound  ? 
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J^  Ihe  waving  locks  anil  the  flying  feel, 
J^  siiJl  ihould  be  where  ihe  niinhful  meet  ?— 
'  '••>'  ire  gone  —  Ihey  are  fled  —  they  are  parted  all- 
Alas.'  lite  forsaken  hall! 


CON  QUEROS'f 


Sle&f  'midst  ihy  banners  fiirled! 
t.^  ■  iJioii  art  there,  upon  thy  buckler  lying, 
^ '**>  the  soft  wind  imfeli  around  thee  sighing, 
_       **«]  chief  of  hoels,  whose  trumpet  shakes  the  world! 
."^^Ji  while  (lie  babe  sleeps  on  lU  mother's  breast  — 
ilrong  is  night  —  for  thou  loo  art  at  rest! 


iOj 


.  Stillness  hath  snaolhed  thy   brow, 

-jtJ^^  now  might  love  kei-p  timid  vigil*  by  thee, 

*■  ^  ""^^  lightly,  watchers ! —  now  the  field 
*"^=«it  not  the  rest  of  Nature's  weary  i 


juight  the  foe  with  sienlthy  loot  draw  nigh  thee 
and  defenceless  thou! 


Perchance  some  lovely  dream 
w  •wj~**  ffom  the  stormy  figlil  thy  amil  is  bearing, 
■        '^  titv'grven  pluces  of  thy  boyish  daring, 


nv: 


*t4  all  the  windings  of  thy  n 


hy,  this  wfre  jo) 


■  upon  the  tenied  plaii 


-*Ram  on,  thou  Conqueror! — be  a  child  again  ; 


But  thon  wilt  wnke  at  mom, 
*Vith  thy  strong  passions  to  tli«  contlirt  leaping, 
Aud  thy  dark  troubled  thoughts  all  earth  u'ers  wee  ping; 
So  will  thou  rise,  oh !  ihou  of  woman  hnm ! 
And  put  thy  terrors  on,  till  none  may  dare 
Look  upon  thee  -  -  the  tir«d  one,  slumbering  there ' 


li^ii 
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Why,  so  the  peasant  sleeps 
Beneath  his  vine! — and  man  must  kneel  before  tfaee. 
And  for  his  birthright  vainly  still  implore  thee ! 
Shalt  thou  be  stayed  because  thy  brother  weeps  ?  — 
Wake !  and  forget  that  'midst  a  dreaming  world, 
Thou  hast  lain  thus  with  all  thy  banners  furled ! 

Forget  that  thou,  even  thou, 
Hast  feebly  shivered  when  the  wind  passed  o'er  thee, 
And  sunk  to  rest  upon  the  earth  which  bore  thee. 
And  felt  ihe  night-dew  chill  thy  fevered  brow ! 
Wake  with  the  trumpet,  with  the  spear  press  on ! 
Tet  shall  the  dust  take  home  its  mortal  son. 


THE     SONGS     OF     OUR    FATHERS. 


.  ti 


Sing  aloud 


Old  songs,  the  precious  music  of  the  heart."  —  Words  worts. 

Sing  ihem  upon  the  sunny  hills. 

When  days  are  long  and  bright, 
And  the  blue  gleam  of  shining  rills 

Is  loveliest  to  the  sight! 
Sing  them  along  the  misty  moor. 

Where  ancient  hunters  roved, 
And  swell  them  through  the  torrent's  roar. 

The  songs  our  fathers  loved ! 

The  songs  their  souls  rejoiced  to  hear 

When  harps  were  in  the  hall. 
And  each  proud  note  made  lance  and  spear 

Thrill  on  the  bannered  wall : 
The  songs  that  through  our  valleys  green. 

Sent  on  from  age  lo  age, 
Like  his  own  river's  voice,  have  been 

The  peasant's  heritage. 
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The  reaper  sings  them  when  the  vale 

Is  filled  with  plumy  sheaves; 
The  woodman,  by  the  starlight  pale, 

Cheered  homeward  through  the  leaves : 
And  unto  them  the  glancing  oars 

A  joyous  measure  keep, 
Where  the  dark  rocks  that  crest  our  shores 

Dash  back  the  foaming  deep. 

So  let  it  be!-^a  light  they  shed 

O'er  each  old  fount  and  grov^ 
A  memory  of  the  gentle  dead, 

A  lingering  spell  of  love. 
Murmuring  the  names  of  mighty  men, 

They  bid  our  streams  roll  on, 
And  link  high  thoughts  to  every  glen 

Where  valiant  deeds  were  done. 

Teach  them  your  children  round  the  hearth, 

When  evening  fires  bum  clear, 
And  in  the  fields  of  harvest  mirth. 

And  on  the  hills  of  deer: 
So  shall  each  unforgotten  word, 

When  far  those  loved  ones  roam. 
Call  back  the  hearts  which  once  it  stirred, 

To  childhood's  holy  home. 

The  green  woods  of  their  native  land 

Sliall  whisper  in  the  strain, 
The  voices  of  their  household  band 

Shall  breathe  their  names  again; 
The  heathery  heights  in  vision  rise 

Where,  like  the  stag,  they  roved  — 
Sing  to  your  sons  those  melodies. 

The  songs  your  fathers  loved  I 
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KINDRED    HEARTS. 

Oh!  ask  not,  hope  thou  not  too  much 

Of  sympathy  below ; 
Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  sweet  fountains  flow: 
Few — and  by  still  conflicting  powers 

Forbidden  here  to  meet  — 
Such  ties  would  make  this  life  of  ours 

Too  fair  for  aught  so  fleet 

It  may  be  that  thy  brother's  eye 

Sees  not  as  thine,  which  turns 
In  such  deep  reverence  to  the  sky, 

Where  the  rich  sunset  bums: 
It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  spring. 

Bom  amidst  violets  lone, 
A  rapture  o'er  thy  soul  can  brings 

A  dream,  to  his  unknown. 

The  tune  that  speaks  of  other  times  «• 

A  sorrowful  delight! 
The  melody  of  distant  chimes, 

The  sound  of  waves  by  night. 
The  wind  that,  with  so  many  a  tone, 

Some  chord  within  can  thrill,— 
These  may  have  language  all  thine  own. 

To  him  a  mystery  still. 

Yet  scorn  thou  not,  for  this,  the  troe 

And  steadfast  love  of  years; 
The  kindly  that  from  childhood  grew, 

The  faithful  to  thy  tears! 
If  there  be  one  that  o'er  the  dead 

Hath  in  thy  grief  borne  part. 
And  watched  through  sickness  by  thy  bed,- 

Call  his  a  kindred  heart! 
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SdI  for  those  bonds  all  perfect  made, 

Wherein  bright  spirits  blend, 
Xike  sister  flowers  of  one  sweet  sbade^ 

With  the  s&me  breeze  that  bend, 
For  thai  full  bliss  of  tliought  allied, 

Ne»«  to  mortals  given, — 
Ob!  lay  thy  lovely  dreams  aside, 
Or  lift  them  unto  Heaven. 


Tat  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck 

Whence  all  but  he  had  fled; 
The  flame  tliat  lit  the  battlers  wreck, 

Shone  round  him  o'er  tne  dead. 

Tet  beautiful  and  bright  he  stood, 

As  born  to  rule  the  storm ; 
A  creature  of  heroic  blood, 

A  proud,  though  child-like  form. 

The  flames  rolled  on  —  he  would  not  go 

Without  his  Father's   word; 
That  Father,  faint  in  death  betow, 

His  voice  no  longer  heard. 

He  called  aloud  : — "Say,  Father,  say 

IT  yet  my  task  is  done  ?" 
He  knew  not  that  the  chieftain  lay 

Unconscious  of  his  son. 

"^ Speak,  Father!"  once  again  he  cried^ 

"  If  I  may  yei  be  gone !" 
And  but  the  booming  shots  replied, 

And  iasl  the  flames  rolled  on. 

^      "ouni  Cualuanco,  a  hnj  about  Ihiitef n  yeat»  oUI,  wo  m  Uir  Admiral 

I^J^  Oilm,  temaiDpil  >t  Vii  post  (in  the  battle  of  ihe  Nile)  nftei  tha 

hi  ^^  ■■k'n  tie  and  til  llie  guns  had  been  alianJonod ;  and  petialieil 

^^  ttplouoD  orihe  Tauel,  whm  ibe  flame*  bad  reached  Iha  powdet 

SO 
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Upon  his  br>w  he  felt  their  breath, 

And  in  his  waving  hair, 
And  looked  from  that  lone  post  of  death, 

In  still,  yet  brave  despair. 

And  shouted  but  once  more  aloud, 

''My  Father!  must  I  stay?" 
While  o'er  him  fast,  through  sail  and  shroud. 

The  wreathing  fires  made  way. 

They  wrapt  the  ship  in  splendour  wild, 
They  caught  the  flag  on  high, 

And  streamed  above  the  gallant  child. 
Like  banners  in  the  sky. 

There  came  a  burst  of  thunder  sound  — 
The  boy  —  oh  !  where  was  he  ? 

Ask  of  the  winds  that  far  around 
With  fragments  strewed  the  sea!  — 

With  mast,  and  helm,  and  pennon  fair, 
That  well  had  borne  their  part  — 

But  the  noblest  thing  which  perished  there, 
Was  that  young  faithful  heart! 
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THE  HEBREW  MOTHER. 

The  rose  was  rich  in  bloom  on  Sharon's  plain, 

When  a  young  mother  with  her  first-born  thence 

Went  up  to  Zion,  for  the  boy  was  vowed 

Unto  the  Temple-service;  —  by  the  hand 

She  led  him,  and  her  silent  soul,  the  while, 

on  as  the  dewy  laughter  of  his  eye 

Met  her  sweet  serious  glance,  rejoiced  to  think 

That  aught  so  pure,  so  beautiful,  was  hers, 

To  bring  before  her  (Sod.     So  passed  they  on. 

O'er  Judah's  hills ;  and  wheresoever  the  leaves 

Of  the  broad  sycamore  made  sounds  at  noon, 

like  lulling  rain-drops,  or  the  olive-boughs. 

With  their  cool  dimness,  crossed  the  sultry  blue 

Of  Syria's  heaven,  she  paused,  that  he  might  rest ; 

Yet  from  her  own  meek  eyelids  chased  tlie  sleep 

That  weighed  their  dark  fringe  down,  to  sit  and  watch 

The  crimson  deepening  o'er  his  cheek's  repose. 

As  at  a  red  flower's  heart.  —  And  where  a  fount 

Lay  like  a  twilight-star  'midst  palmy  shades. 

Making  its  banks  green  gems  along  the  wild. 

There  too  she  lingered,  from  the  diamond  wave 

Drawing  bright  water  for  his  rosy  lips. 

And  softly  parting  clusters  of  jet  curls 

To  bathe  his  brow.     At  last  the  Fane  was  reached, 

The  Earth's  One  Sanctuary  —  and  rapture  hushed 

Her  bosom,  as  before  her,  through  the  day. 

It  rose,  a  mountain  of  white  marble,  steeped 

In  light,  like  floating  gold.     But  when  that  hour 

Waned  to  the  farewell  moment,  when  the  boy 

Lifted,  through  rainbow-gleaming  tears,  his  eye 

_  « 

Beseechingly  to  hers,  and  half  in  fear 

Turned  from  the  white-robed  priest,  and  round  her  arm 

Clung  as  the  ivy  clings  —  the  deep  spring-tide 

Of  Nature  then  swelled  high,  and  o'er  her  child 
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Bending,  her  soul  broke  forth,  in  mingled  sounds 
Of  weeping  and  sad  song.— -^  Alas,"  she  cried, 

^  Alas !  my  boy,  thy  gentle  grasp  is  on  me, 
The  bright  tears  quiver  in  thy  pleading  eyes, 

And  now  fond  thoughts  arise. 
And  silver  cords  again  to  earth  have  won  me ; 
And  like  a  vine  thou  claspest  my  full  heart — 

How  shall  I  hence  depart? 

"  How  the  lone  paths  retrace  where  thou  wert  playing 
So  late,  along  the  mountains,  at  my  side  ? 

And  I,  in  joyous  pride, 
By  every  place  of  flowers  my  course  delaying 
Wove,  e'en  as  pearls,  the  lilies  round  thy  hair. 

Beholding  thee  so  fair! 

*'  And  oh  !  the  home  whence  thy  bright  smile  hath  parted, 
Will  it  not  seem  as  if  the  sunny  day 

Turned  from  its  door  away  ? 
While  through  its  chambers  wandering,  weary-hearted. 
1  languish  for  thy  voice,  which  past  me  still 

Went  like  a  singing  rill  ? 

"  Under  the  palm-trees  thou  no  more  shalt  meet  me. 
When  from  the  fount  at  evening  1  return. 

With  the  full  water-urn ; 
Nor  will  thy  sleep's  low  dove-like  breathings  greet  me, 
As  'midst  the  silence  of  the  stars  I  wake, 

And  watch  for  thy  dear  sake. 

"  And  thou,  will  shiml  er's  dewy  cloud  fall  round  thee. 
Without  thy  mother's  hand  to  smooth  thy  bed  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  vainly  spread 
Thine  arms,  when  darkness  as  a  veil  hath  wound  tliee, 
To  fold  my  neck,  and  lift  up,  in  thy  fear, 

A  cry  which  none  shall  hear? 
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«  What  have  J  said,  my  child  ?— Will  He  not  hear  thee. 
Who  the  young  ravens  heareth  from  their  nest ' 

Shall  He  not  guard  thy  rest, 
And,  in  the  hush  of  holy  midnight  near  thee, 
Breathis  o'er  thy  soul,  and  fill  its  dreams  with  joy  ? 

Thou  shalt  sleep  soft,  my  hoy! 

*  I  give  thee  to  thy  God — the  God  that  gave  thee, 
A  wellspring  of  deep  gladness  to  my  heart  f 

And  precious  as  thou  art. 
And  pure  as  dew  of  Hermon,  He  shall  have  thee, 
My  own,  my  beautiful,  my  undefiled ! 

And  thou  shalt  be  His  child. 

**  Therefore,  farewell ! —  I  go,  my  soul  may  fail  me, 
As  the  hart  panteth  for  the  water-brooks. 

Teaming  for  thy  sweet  looks  — 
But  thou,  my  first-bom,  droop  not,  nor  bewail  me ; 
Thou  in  the  Shadow  of  the  Rock  shalt  dwell, 

The  Rock  of  Strength.  —  Farewell !" 


THE     WRECK. 

All  night  the  booming  minute-gun 

Had  pealed  along  the  deep, 
And  mournfully  the  rising  sun 

Looked  o'er  the  tide-wom  steep. 
A  bark  from  India's  coral  strand. 

Before  the  raging  blast, 
Had  vailed  her  topsails  to  the  sand, 

And  bowed  her  noble  mast. 

The  queenly  ship!  —  brave  hearts  had  striven. 
And  tme  ones  died  with  her  — 

We  saw  her  mighty  cable  riven, 
Like  floating  gossamer. 
•30  • 
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We  saw  her  proud  flag  struck  that  monif 
A  star  once  o'er  the  seas  — 

Her  anchor  gone,  her  deck  uptom. 

And  sadder  things  than  these. 

• 
We  saw  her  treasures  cast  away  — 

The  rocks  with  pearls  were  sown, 
And  strangely  sad,  the  ruby's  ray 

Flashed  out  o'er  fretted  stone. 
And  gold  was  strewn  the  wet  sands  o'er, 

Like  ashes  by  a  breeze  — 
And  gorgeous  robes  —  but  oh!  that  shore 

Had  sadder  things  than  these? 

We  saw  the  strong  man  still  and  low, 

A  crushed  reed  thrown  aside  — 
Yet  by  that  rigid  lip  and  brow, 

Not  without  strife  he  died. 
And  near  him  on  the  sea-weed  lay  — 

Till  then  we  had  not  wept, 
But  well  our  gushing  hearts  might  say* 

That  there  a  mother  slept! 

For  her  pale  arms  a  babe  had  prest, 

With  such  a  wreathing  grasp, 
Billows  had  daslied  o'er  that  fond  breast, 

Yet  not  undone  the  clasp. 
Her  very  tresses  had  been  flung 

To  wrap  the  fair  child's  form, 
Where  still  their  wet  long  streamers  clung. 

All  tangled  by  the  storm. 

And  beautiful  'midst  that  wild  scene, 
Gleamed  up  the  boy's  dead  face, 

Like  Slumber's,  trustingly  serene. 
In  melancholy  grace. 


J)eep  in  her  bosom  lay  his  head, 

Wiih  hnlf-shui  violet  eye  — 
Ife  luul  known  little  of  her  dread, 

Nought  or  her  agony! 

Oh  !  human  Love,  whose  yearning  heart, 

Through  all  things  vainly  true, 
So  Eiamps  upon  iliy  mortal  part 

Its  passionate  adieu  — 
Surely  thou  haat  another  lot, 

There  is  some  home  for  thee, 
"Vhere  thou  shalt  rest,  remembering  not 

The  moaning  of  the  seal 

THE     TBCMPKT. 

Tbb  trumpei^s  voice  halh  roused  the  land, 

Light  up  the  beacon  pyre ! 
— A  hundred  hills  have  seen  the  brand 

And  waved  the  sign  of  fire. 
A  hundred  banners  to  the  breeze 

Their  gorgeous  folds  have  cast  — 
And  bftrk!  —  was  that  the  sound  of  seaa? 

—  A  king  to  war  wem  past. 

The  chief  is  arming  in  his  hall, 

The  peasant  by  his  hearili ; 
The  mourner  hears  the  thrilling  call, 

And  rises  from  the  earth. 
The  mother  on   her  lirst-bnrn   son 

Looks  with  a  boding  eye  — 
TArp  come  not  back,  though  all  be  won, 

Whose  young  hearts  leap  so  high. 

The  bard  halh  ceased  his  song,  and  bound 
The  falchion  u>  liia  side; 
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E'en  for  the  marriage  sltar  crowned, 

1'he  lover  qutis  his  bride. 
And  all  this  hasie,  and  change,  and  fear* 

By  tarlhly  clarion  spread! — ■ 
How  will  it  be  when  kingdoms  hear 

The  blast  that  wakes  the  dead? 


ENINO      PRATES, 


"Now  in  thy  youth,  beaeeoli  of  Him, 

Who  giveth,  upliraiding  nolj 
That  Ilia  li^bt  in  iliy  hearl  becoioa  not  dim, 

And  hia  love  be  unrurgol; 
And  111/  GoJ,  in  the  datlieii  of  days,  will  be, 
Gceeniieas,  and  beauty,  and  slrenglli  to  thee." 

BlBMABD    BjlBTOI 

Hush!  \'a  a  holy  hour — the  quiet  room 
Seems  like  a  temple,  while  yon  soft  lamp  sheds 

A  faint  anJ  aiarry  railiance,  through  the  gloom 
And  the  sweet  stillness,  down  on  fair  young  heads, 

With  all  iheir  clust'ring  locks,  untouch'd  by  care. 

And  bow'd,  as  flowers  are  bow'd  with  night,  in  prayer. 

Gaze  on  —  'tis  lovely  ! — Childhood's  lip  and  cheek, 
Mantling  beneath  its  earnest  brow  of  thought — 

Gaze — yet  what  seest  thou  in  those  fair,  and  meek, 
And  fragile  things,  as  but  for  sunshine  wrought  i  — 

Thou  seesl  what  grief  must  nurture  for  the  sky, 

What  death  must  fashion  for  eternity ! 

O!  joyous  creature!  thai  will  sink  to  rest! 

Lightly,  when  those  pure  orisons  are  done, 
As  birds  with  slumber's  honey-dew  oppreat, 

'Midst  the  dim  folded  leaves,  at  set  of  sun  — 
Lift  up  your  hearts !  though  yet  no  sorrow  lies 
Dark  in  the  summei^4iGaven  of  those  clear  eyea. 
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Though  fresh  within  your  breasts  th'  untroubled  springs 
or  hope  make  melody  wherever  ye  tread, 

And  o'er  your  sleep  bright  shadows,  from  the  wings 
Of  spirits  visiting  but  youth,  be  spread ; 

Tet  in  those  flute-like  voices,  mingling  low. 

Is  woman's  tenderness — how  soon  her  woe! 

Her  lot  is  on  you  —  silent  tears  to  weep 
And  patient  smiles  to  wear  through  sufiering's  hour, 

And  sumless  riches,  from  aflection's  deep. 
To  pour  on  broken  reeds  —  a  wasted  shower ! 

And  to  make  idols,  and  to  find  them  clay, 

And  to  bewail  that  worship— 'therefore  pray! 

Her  lot  is  on  you — to  be  found  untired. 
Watching  the  stars  out  by  the  bed  of  pain. 

With  a  pale  cheek,  and  yet  a  brow  inspired, 
And  a  true  heart  of  hope,  though  hope  be  vain ; 

Meekly  to  bear  with  wrong,  to  cheer  decay, 

And,  oh !  to  love  through  all  things  —  therefore  pray  ! 

And  take  the  thought  of  this  calm  vesper  time. 
With  its  low  murmuring  sounds  and  silvery  light, 

On  through  the  dark  days  fading  from  their  prime. 
As  a  sweet  dew  to  keep  your  souls  from  blight ! 

Earth  will  forsake  —  O !  happy  to  have  given 

Th'  unbroken  heart's  first  fragrance  unto  Heaven. 


THE     HOUR     OF     DEATH. 

li  e8t  dans  la  Nature  d'aimer  k  se  livrer  k  I'id^e  mdme  qu'on  redoiite.** 

Corinm. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall. 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath. 

And  stars  to  set  —  but  all, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death ! 
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Day  is  for  mortal  care, 
Eve,  for  glad  meetings  round  the  joyous  hearth^ 

Night,  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of  prayor- 
But  all  for  thee,  thou  mightiest  of  the  earth. 

The  banquet  hath  its  hour, 
Its  feverish  hour,  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wine  ^ 

There  comes  a  day  for  griePs  overwhelming  power^ 
A  time  for  softer  tears  —  but  all  are  thine. 

Touth  and  the  opening  rose 
May  look  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay, 
,  And  smile  at  thee  —  but  thou  art  not  of  those 
That  wait  the  ripen'd  bloom  to  seize  their  prey. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall. 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath, 

And  stars  to  set  —  but  all, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death ! 

We  know  when  moons  shall  wane. 
When  Summer-birds  from  far  shall  cross  the  sea, 

When  autumn's  hue  shall  tinge  the  golden  grain- 
But  who  shall  teach  us  when  to  look  for  thee ! 

Is  it  when  Spring's  first  gale 
Comes  forth  to  whisper  where  the  violets  lie  ? 
Is  it  when  roses  in  our  paths  grow  pale  ? — 
Thev  have  one  season  —  all  are  ours  to  die ! 

Thou  art  where  billows  foam. 
Thou  art  where  music  melts  upon  the  air; 

Thou  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  home, 
And  the  world  calls  us  forth  —  and  thou  art  there. 

Thou  art  where  friend  meets  friend. 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  elm  to  rest  — 
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'oatt  tft  where  few  meets  foe,  anil  trumpets  renil 
'Mftkisi^  (iid  sn-onla  beat  down  the  princely  vrest. 

'^»ea  have  their  time  lo  fall, 
^aow«»tB  to  wither  ai  the  nonh-wiud's  breath, 
-'nd   sian  to  gel  — but  all, 
"Mi  h«at  til  seaaons  for  iliine  own,  O  Death ! 


Ch'  rIiio  ponno  i  iiionati  at  pJangeT  oatil" 

Child,  amidat  the  flowers  at  play, 
Vrtiile  the  red  light  fades  away; 
Mother  with  tliine  earnest  eye, 
E»er  folloiring  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  hreeze  of  eve 
Ctll'd  thy  harvest  work  to  leave, 
Pmy:  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be. 
Lift  tlie  heart  and  bend  the  knee! 

Tnreller,  in  ihe  stranger's  land. 
Far  from  tliine  own  household  band; 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  fruni  this  world  gone ; 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Stmahine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell ; 
Sailor  on  the  liiirkening  sea  — 
LilV  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee! 

Warrior,  thai  from  battle  won 
Brmthesi  now  at  set  of  sun ; 
Woman,  oVr  the  lowly  slain 
Weeping  on  hia  burial-plain; 


m, 
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Ye  that  triumph,  ye  that  sigh. 
Kindred  by  one  holy  tie, 
Heaven's  first-star  alike  ye  see-^- 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee! 


THE     DREAMER. 

"  Thou  hast  been  called,  O  Sleep !  the  friend  of  woe, 
But  'tis  the  happy  who  have  called  thee  so."— Southi 

Peace  to  thy  dreams!  —  thou  art  slumbering  now, 
The  moonlight's  calm  is  upon  thy  brow ; 
All  the  deep  love  that  overflows  thy  breast 
Lies  'midst  the  hush  of  thy  heart  at  rest, 
Like  the  scent  of  a  (lower  in  its  folded  bell^ 
When  eve  through  the  woodlands  hath  sighed  farewel 

Peace!  —  the  sad  memories  that  through  the  day 
With  a  weight  on  thy  lonely  bosom  lay, 
The  sudden  thoughts  of  the  changed  and  dead, 
That  bowed  thee  as  winds  bow  the  willow's  head. 
The  yearnings  for  faces  and  voices  gone  — 
All  are  forgotten !  —  Sleep  on,  sleep  on ! 

Are  they  forgotten  ?  —  It  is  not  so ! 
Slumber  divides  not  the  heart  from  its  woe. 
E'en  now  o'er  thine  aspect  swift  changes  pass, 
Like  lights  and  shades  over  wavy  grass : 
Tremblest  thou,  Dreamer? — O  love  and  grief! 
Ye  have  storms  that  shake  e'en  the  closed-up  leaf! 

On  thy  parted  lips  there's  a  quivering  thrill. 

As  on  a  lyre  ere  its  chords  are  still; 

On  the  long  silk  lashes  that  fringe  thine  eye, 

There's  a  large  tear  gathering  heavily; 

A  rain  from  the  clouds  of  thy  spirit  pressed  — 

Sorrowful  Dreamer!  this  is  not  rest! 
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1  IS  Thought  at  work  amidst  buried  hours, 

t  is  Love  keeping  vigil  o'er  perished  flowers.— 

h!  we  bear  within  us  mysterious  things; 

^)f  Memory  and  Anguish,  unfathomed  springs ; 

^And  Passion  •— those  gulfs  of  the  heart  to  fill 

^ilh  bitter  waves,  which  it  ne'er  may  still. 

TfeU  might  we  pause  ere  we  gave  them  sway, 
Flinging  the  peace  of  our  couch  away ! 
Well  might  we  look  on  our  souls  in  fear, 
They  find  no  fount  of  oblivion  here! 
They  forget  not,  the  mantle  of  sleep  beneath  — 
How  know  we  if  under  the  wings  of  death  ? 

THB    WINGS    OF    A    DOVB. 
t«t        ^^h  !  that  I  had  wings  like  a  dove,  for  then  would  I  fly  away,  and  be 

Oh!  for  thy  wings,  thou  dove! 
"^ow  sailing  by  with  sunshine  on  thy  breast ; 

That,  borne  like  thee  above, 
^   too  might  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest! 

Where  wilt  thou  fold  those  plumes, 
^ird  of  the  forestnshadows,  holiest  bird  ? 

In  what  rich  leafy  glooms, 
By  the  sweet  voice  of  hidden  waters  stirred? 

Over  what  blessed  home, 
What  roof  with  dark,  deep  Summer  foliage  crowned, 

O !  fair  as  ocean's  foam ! 
Shall  thy  bright  bosom  shed  a  gleam  around  ? 

Or  seek'st  thou  some  old  shrine 

Of  nymph  or  saint,  no  more  by  votary  wooed, 

Though  still,  as  if  divine. 

Breathing  a  spirit  o'er  the  solitude? 
21  Q 
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Yet  wherefore  ask  tliy  way? 
Blest,  ever  blest,  whatever  its  aim,  thou  art! 

Unto  the  greenwood  spray, 
Beanng  no  dark  remembrance  at  thy  heart! 

No  echoes  that  will  blend 
A  sadness  with  the  whispers  of  the  grove; 

No  memory  of  a  friend 
Far  off,  or  dead,  or  changed  to  thee,  thou  dove! 

Oh!  to  some  cool  recess 
Take,  take  me  with  thee  on  the  summer  wind. 

Leaving  the  weariness 
And  all  the  fever  of  this  life  behind : 

The  aching  and  the  void 
Within  the  heart,  whereunto  none  reply, 

The  young  bright  hopes  destroyed  — 
Bird !  bear  me  with  thee  through  the  sunny  sky ! 

Wild  wish,  and  longing  vain. 
And  brief  upspringing  to  be  glad  and  free! 

Go  to  thy  woodland  reign : 
My  soul  is  bound  and  held  —  I  may  not  flee. 

For  even  by  all  the  fears 
And  thoughts  that  haunt  my  dreams  —  untold,  unknown 

And  burning  woman's  tears. 
Poured  from  mine  eyes  in  silence  and  alone; 

Had  I  thy  wings,  thou  dove! 
High  'midst  the  gorgeous  isles  of  cloud  to  soar, 

Soon  the  strong  chords  of  love 
Would  draw  me  eaJ^ wards  —  homewards  —  yet  once  m( 
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I     GO,     SWEET    friends! 

I  oo,  sweet  friends !  yet  think  of  me 
When  Spring's  young  voice  awakes  the  flv>wer8 ; 

For  we  have  wandered  far  and^free 
In  those  bright  hours,  the  violet's  hours. 

I  go;  but  when  you  pause  to  hear, 

From  distant  hills,  the  Sabbath-bell 
On  summer-winds  float  silvery  clear, 

Think  on  me  then  —  I  loved  it  well ! 

Forget  me  not  around  your  hearth. 

When  cheerly  smiles  the  ruddy  blaze, 
For  dear  hath  been  its  evening  mirth 

To  me,  sweet  friends,  in  other  days. 

And  oh!  when  music's  voice  is  heard 

To  melt  in  strains  of  parting  woe. 
When  hearts  to  love  and  grief  are  stirred. 

Think  of  me  then !  —  I  go,  1  go ! 

TO     A     CHILD     ON     HIS    BIRTHDAY. 

Thou  wakest  from  rosy  sleep  to  play 

With  bounding  heart,  my  boy! 
Before  thee  lies  a  long  bright  day 

Of  summer  and  of  joy. 

Thou  hast  no  heavy  thought  or  dream 

To  cloud  thy  fearless  eye; 
Long  be  it  thus  —  life's  early  stream 

Should  still  reflect  the  sky. 

Yet,  ere  the  cares  of  life  he  dim 

On  thy  young  spirit's  wings. 
Now  in  thy  mom  forget  not  Him 

From  whom  each  pure  thought  springs! 
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So,  in  the  onward  vale  of  teara, 
Where'er  thy  path  may  be, 

When  strength  hath  bowed  to  eril  yeami 
He  will  remember  thee! 


SOUND    OF     THE     SEA. 

Thou  art  sounding  on,  thou  mighty  sea, 

For  ever  and  the  same! 
The  ancient  rocks  yet  ring  to  thee, 

Those  thunders  nought  can  tame. 

Oh!  many  a  glorious  voice  is  gone, 

From  the  rich  bowers  of  earth. 
And  hushed  is  many  a  lovely  one 

Of  nioumfuhiess  or  mirth. 

The  Dorian  flute  that  sighed  of  yore 

Along  the  wave,  is  still ; 
The  harp  of  Judah  peals  no  more 

On  Zion's  awful  hill. 

And  Memnon's  lyre  hath  lost  the  chord 

That  breathed  the  mystic  tone, 
And  the  songs,  at  Rome's  high  triumphs  poured. 

Are  with  her  eagles  flown. 

And  mute  the  Moorish  horn,  that  rang 

O'er  stream  and  mountain  free. 
And  the  hymn  the  leagued  Crusaders  sang, 

Hath  died  in  Galilee. 

But  thou  art  swelling  on,  thou  deep, 

Through  many  an  olden  clime. 
Thy  billowy  anthem,  ne'er  to  sleep 

Until  the  close  of  time. 
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Thoa  liftest  up  thy  solemn  voice 

To  every  wind  and  sky, 
And  all  our  earth's  green  shores  rejoice 

In  that  one  harmony. 

ft  fills  the  noontide's  calm  profound, 

The  sunset's  heaven  of  gold ; 
And  the  still  midnight  hears  the  sound, 

E'en  as  when  first  it  rolled. 

Let  there  be  silence,  deep  and  strange, 

Where  spectred  cities  rose! 
Thou  speak'st  of  one  who  doth  not  change  — 

—  So  may  our  hearts  repose. 


DBATH    OF     THE     HUNTER'S     DAUGHTER. 

"  Thou  'rt  passing  from  the  lake's  green  side. 
And  the  hunter's  hearth  away; 
From  the  time  of  flowers,  for  the  summer's  pride, 
Daughter!  thou  canst  not  stay. 

"Thou'rt  journeying  to  thy  spirit's  home. 
Where  the  skies  are  ever  clear; 
The  com  month's  golden  hours  will  come. 
But  they  shall  not  find  thee  here. 

^  And  we  shall  miss  thy  voice,  my  bird ! 
Under  our  whispering  pine; 
Music  shall  'midst  the  leaves  be  heard. 
But  not  a  song  like  thine. 

"A  breeze  that  roves  o'er  stream  and  hill. 

Telling  of  winter  gone, 

Hath  such  sweet  falls  —  yet  caught  we  stiU 

A  farewell  in  its  tone. 
21* 
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^^  But  thou,  my  bright  one !  thou  shalt  be 
Where  farewell  sounds  are  o^er; 
Thou,  in  the  eyes  thou  lovest,  shalt  see 
No  fear  of  parting  more. 

"The  mossy  grave  thy  tears  have  wet, 
And  the  wind's  wild  moanings  by, 
Thou  with  thy  kindred  shalt  forget, 
'Midst  flowers  —  not  such  as  die. 

"The  shadow  from  thy  brow  shall  melt. 
The  sorrow  from  thy  strain. 
But  where  thine  earthly  smile  hath  dwelt 
Our  hearts  shall  thirst  in  vain. 

"Dim  will  our  cabin  be,  and  lone. 
When  thou,  its  light,  art  fled : 
Yet  hath  thy  step  the  pathway  shown 
Unto  the  happy  dead. 

"  And  we  will  follow  thee,  our  guide ! 
And  join  that  shining  band ; 
Thou'rt  passing  from  the  lake's  green  side  — 
Go  to  the  better  land!" 

The  song  had  ceased  —  the  listeners  caught  no  breath, 
That  lovely  sleep  had  melted  into  death. 


THE     HOMES     OF     ENGLAND. 

"  Where  's  the  coward  that  would  not  daro 
To  fight  for  such  a  land  ?"  —  Mansion. 

The  stately  Homes  of  England, 

How  beautiful  they  stand! 
Amidst  their  tall  ancestral  trees, 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land. 
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The  deer  across  their  greensward  bound. 

Through  shade  and  sunny  gleam, 
And  the  swan  glides  past  them  with  the  sound 

Cf  some  rejoicing  stream. 

The  merry  Homes  of  England ! 

Around  their  hearths  by  night, 
What  gladsome  looks  of  household  love 

Meet  in  the  ruddy  light! 
There  woman's  voice  flows  forth  in  song, 

Or  childhood's  tale  is  told. 
Or  lips  move  tunefully  along 

Some  glorious  page  of  old. 

Tlie  blessed  Homes  of  England ! 

How  softly  on  their  bowers 
Is  laid  the  holy  quietness 

That  breathes  from  Sabbath  hours! 
Solemn,  yet  sweet  the  church-bell's  chime 

Floats  through  their  woods  at  morn; 
All  other  sounds,  in  that  still  time, 

Of  breeze  and  leaf  are  born. 

The  Cottage  Homes  of  England ! 

By  thousands  on  her  plains, 
They  are  smiling  o'er  the  silvery  brooks. 

And  round  the  hamlet  fanes. 
Through  glowing  orchards  forth  they  peep, 

Each  from  its  nook  of  leaves, 
And  fearless  there  the  lowly  sleep. 

As  the  bird  beneath  their  eaves. 

The  free,  fair  Homes  of  England ! 

Long,  long,  in  hut  and  hall, 
May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  reared 

To  guard  each  hallowed  wall! 
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And  green  for  ever  be  the  groves, 
And  bright  the  flowery  sod, 

Where  first  the  child's  glad  spirit  lores 
Its  country  and  its  God! 


LANDING    OF     THE     PILGRIM    FATHERS. 

**Look  now  abroad — another  race  hat  filled 

Those  populous  borders— wide  the  wood  recedes. 
And  towns  shoot  up,  and  fertile  realms  are  tilled; 

The  land  is  full  of  harvests  and  green  meads.'*— -Bryoi*/;. 

The  breaking  waves  dashed  high 

On  a  Stem  and  rock-bound  coast. 
And  the  woods  against  a  stormy  sky 

Their  giant  branches  tossed; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark, 

The  hills  and  wslters  o'er, 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  conqueror  comes, 

They,  the  true-hearted,  came; 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drums, 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fame ; 

Not  as  the  flying  come. 

In  silence  and  in  fear;  — 
They  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert  gloom 

With  their  hjonns  of  lofty  cheer. 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang. 

And  the  stars  heard  and  the  sea : 
And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods  nmg 

To  the  anthem  o(  the  free! 
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The  ocean  eagle  soared 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  wave's  foam; 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roared  — 

This  was  their  welcome  home! 

There  were  men  with  hoary  hair 

Amidst  that  pilgrim  band :  — 
Wliy  had  they  come  to  wither  there, 

Away  from  their  childhood's  land? 

There  was  woman's  fearless  eye, 

Lit  by  her  deep  love's  truth; 
lliere  was  manhood's  brow  serenely  high, 

And  the  fiery  heart  of  youth. 

What  sought  they  thus  afar? 

Bright  jewels  of  the  mine  ? 
The  wealth  of  seas,  the  spoils  of  war  ?  — 

They  sought  a  faith's  pure  shrine! 

Ay,  call  it  holy  ground. 

The  soil  where  first  they  trode, 
They  have  left  unstained,  what  there  they  found — 

Freedom  to  worship  God. 

THE     PALM     TREE.* 

It  waved  not  through  an  eastern  sky. 
Beside  a  fount  of  Arabv; 
It  was  not  fanned  by  southern  breeze 
In  some  green  isle  of  Indian  seas; 
Nor  did  its  graceful  shadow  sleep 
O'er  stream  of  Afric,  lone  and  deep. 

"P^is  incident  is,  I  think,  recorded  by  De  Lille,  in  his  poom  of  Lu 
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But  fidr  the  exiled  palm-tree  grew 
llidet  foliage  of  no  kindred  hoe; 
Through  the  laburnum's  dropping  gold 
Rose  the  light  shaft  of  orient  mould, 
And  Europe^s  violets,  faintly  sweet. 
Purpled  the  moss-beds  at  its  feet 

Strange  looked  it  there! — the  willow  streamed 
Where  silvery  waters  near  it  gleamed; 
The  lime  bough  lured  the  honey-bee 
To  murmur  by  the  desert's  tree, 
And  showers  of  snowy  roses  made 
A  lustre  in  its  fiin-like  shade. 


There  came  an  eve  of  festal  hours  — 
Rich  music  filled  that  garden's  bowers: 
Liamps,  that  from  flowering  branches  hung. 
On  sparks  of  dew  soft  colour  flung, 
And  bright  forms  glanced — a  fairy  show  — 
Under  the  blossoms  to  and  fro. 

But  one,  a  lone  one,  'midst  the  throng. 
Seemed  reckless  of  all  dance  or  song: 
He  was  a  youth  of  dusky  mien. 
Whereon  the  Indian  sun  had  been, 
Of  crested  brow  and  long  black  hair — 
A  stranger,  like  the  palm-tree,  there. 

And  slowly,  sadly,  moved  his  plumes. 
Glittering  athwart  the  leafy  glooms : 
He  passed  the  pale  green  olives  by. 
Nor  won  the  chestnut  flowers  his  eye; 
But  when  to  that  sole  palm  he  came. 
Then  shot  a  rapture  through  his  frame. 
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To  him,  to  him  its  rustling  spoke, 

The  silence  of  his  soul  it  broke  f 

It  whispered  of  his  own  bright  isle, 

That  lit  the  ocean  with  a  smile; 

Ay,  to  his  ear  that  native  tone 

Had  something  of  the  sea  wave's  moin! 

His  mother's  cabin  home,  that  lay 
Where  feathery  cocoas  fringed  the  bay; 
The  dashing  of  his  brethren's  oar — 
The  conch-note  heard  along  the  shore; 
All  through  his  wakening  bosom  swept  — 
He  clasped  his  country's  tree  and  wept! 

Oh,  scorn  him  not! — the  strength  whereby 
The  patriot  girds  himself  to  die, 
Th'  unconquerable  power  which  fills 
The  freeman  battling  on  his  hilb  — 
These  have  one  fountain  deep  and  clear — 
The  same  whence  gushed  that  childlike  tear! 


THE     SPELLS     OF     HOME. 

There  blend  the  ties  that  strengthen 

Our  hearts  in  hours  of  grief, 
The  silver  links  that  lengthen 

Joy's  visits  when  most  brief. 

Bbbitabd  Bamtov 

Bt  the  sof^  green  light  in  the  woody  glade. 
On  the  banks  of  moss  where  thy  childhood  played ; 
By  the  household  tree  through  which  thine  eye 
First  looked  in  love  to  the  summer-sky; 
By  the  dewy  gleam,  by  the  very  breath 
Of  the  primrose  tufts  in  the  grass  beneath, 
Upon  thy  heart  there  is  laid  a  spell, 
Holy  and  precious  —  oh!  guard  it  well! 
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By  the  sleepy  ripple  of  the  stream. 
Which  hath  lulled  thee  into  many  a  dream ; 
By  the  shiver  of  the  ivy-leaves 
To  the  wind  of  morn  at  thy  casement-eaves, 
By  the  bee^s  deep  murmur  in  the  limes, 
By  the  music  of  the  Sabbath-chimes, 
By  every  sound  of  thy  native  shade, 
Stronger  and  dearer  the  spell  is  made. 

By  the  gathering  round  the  winter  hearth. 
When  twilight  called  unto  household  mirth ; 
By  the  fairy  tale  or  the  legend  old 
In  that  ring  of  happy  faces  told;  * 

■^^       By  the  quiet  hour  when  hearts  unite 

In  the  parting  prajrer  and  the  kind  "  Good-night  \^ 
By  the  smiling  eye  and  the  loving  tone, 
Over  thy  life  has  a  spell  been  thrown. 

And  bless  that  gift !  —  it  hath  gentle  might, 
A  guardian  power  and  a  guiding  light. 
It  hath  led  the  freeman  forth  to  stand 
In  the  mountain  battles  of  his  land; 
It  hath  brought  the  wanderer  o'er  the  seas, 
To  die  on  the  hills  of  his  own  fresh  breeze ; 
And  back  to  the  gales  of  his  father's  hall. 
It  hath  led  the  weeping  prodigal. 

1 

Yes !  when  thy  heart  in  its  pride  would  stray 

From  the  pure  first  loves  of  its  youth  away ; 

When  the  sullying  breath  of  the  world  would  come 

O'er  the  flowers  it  brought  from  its  childhood's  hom 

Think  thou  again  of  the  woody  glade, 

And  the  sound  by  the  rustling  ivy  made. 

Think  of  the  tree  at  thy  father's  door, 

And  the  kindly  spell  shall  have  power  once  more ! 


*TBBr  grew  in  beauty,  side  by  side. 

They  filled  one  house  with  glee  — 

Their  graves  are  Bevered  lar  and  wide, 
By  mouat,  and  stream,  and  sea. 

The  rame  fond  mother  bent  at  nighl 
O'er  each  fair  sleeping  brow ; 

She  had  each  Tolded  flower  in  eight  — 
Where  are  those  dreamers  now  ? 

One,  'midst  the  foresLa  of  the  West, 
By  a  dark  stream  is  laid  — 

The  Indian  knows  his  plarc  of  real, 
Far  in  the  cedar  shade. 

The  lea,  the  bine  lone  sea,  hath  one, 
He  lies  where  pearls  lie  deep  — 

He  WBS  the  loved  of  all,  yet  none 
O'er  his  low  bed  may  weep. 

One  sleeps  where  southern  vines  are  drest, 

Above  the  noble  slain: 
He  wrapt  his  colours  round  his  breast, 

Oa  ft  blood-red  field  of  Spain. 

And  one — o'er  her  the  myrtle  showers 
lla  leaves,  hy  soft  winds  lanned; 

She  fiided,  'midst  Italian  flowers, 
The  last  of  that  bright  band. 

And  parted  thus  they  rest,  who  played 
Beneath  llie  same  green  tree ; 

Whose  voices  mingled  as  iliey  piayed 
.Around  one  parent  knee! 
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They  that  with  smiles  lit  up  the  hall. 
And  cheered  with  song  the  hearth 

Alas !  for  love,  if  tlum  wert  all, 

And  nought  beyond,  Oh  earth! 


THE     VAUDOIS'    WIPE* 

Clasp  me  a  little  longer,  on  the  brink  « 
Of  fate!  while  I  can  feel  thy  dear  caress: 

And  when  this  heart  hath  ceased  to  beat,  oh !  think  — 
And  let  it  mitigate  thy  woe's  excess  — 
That  thou  hast  been  to  me  all  tenderness, 

And  friend,  to  more  than  human  friendship  just. 
Oh  I  by  that  retrospect  of  happiness. 

And  by  the  hopes  of  an  immortal  trust, 

God  shall  assuage  thy  pangs,  when  I  am  laid  in  dust. 

Gbbtbudk  or  Wtokiv«. 

Thy  voice  is  in  mine  ear,  beloved! 

Thy  look  is  in  my  heart, 
Thy  bosom  is  my  resting-place. 

And  yet  I  must  depart. 
E^rth  on  my  soul  is  strong — too  strong — 

Too  precious  is  its  chain, 
All  woven  of  thy  love,  dear  friend, 

Yet  vain  —  though  mighty  —  vain! 

Thou  see'st  mine  eye  grow  dim,  beloved ! 

Thou  seest  my  life-blood  flow. — 
Bow  to  the  chastener  silently. 

And  calmly  let  me  go! 
A  little  while  between  our  hearts 

The  shadowy  gulf  must  lie. 
Yet  have  we  for  their  communing 

Still,  still  Eternity! 


•  The  wife  of  a  Vaudois  leader,  in  one  of  the  attacks  made  on  the 
Protestant  hamlets,  received  a  mortal  wound,  and  died  in  her  husband^s 
arms,  exhortin-^  him  to  courage  and  endurance. 


MRS.      HEMANS.  255 

Alas!  thy  tears  are  on  my  cheek, 

My  spirit  they  detain; 
I  know  that  from  thine  agony 

Is  wrung  that  huming  rain. 
Best,  kindest,  weep  not; — make  the  pang^ 

The  bitter  conflict,  less  — 
Oh !  sad  it  is,  and  yet  a  joy, 

To  feel  thy  love's  excess! 

But  calm  thee !    Let  the  thought  of  death 

A  solemn  peace  restore! 
The  voice  that  must  be  silent  soon. 

Would  speak  to  thee  once  more. 
That  thou  mayest  bear  its  blessing  on 

Through  years  of  after  life  — 
A  token  of  consoling  love. 

Even  from  this  hour  of  strife. 

I  bless  thee  for  the  noble  heart. 

The  tender,  and  the  true. 
Where  mine  hath  found  the  happiest  rest 

That  e'er  fond  woman's  knew; 
I  bless  thee,  faithful  friend  and  guide, 

For  my  own,  my  treasured  share, 
In  the  mournful  secrets  of  thy  soul. 

In  thy  sorrow,  in  thy  prayer. 

I  bless  thee  for  kind  looks  and  words 

Showered  on  my  path  like  dew. 
For  all  the  love  in  those  deep  eyes, 

A  gladness  ever  new! 
For  the  voice  which  ne'er  to  mine  replied 

But  in  kindly  tones  of  cheer, 
For  every  spring  of  happiness 

My  soul  hath  tasted  here! 
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I  bless  thee  for  the  last  rich  boon 

Won  from  affection  tried, 
The  right  to  gaze  on  death  with  thee, 

To  perish  by  thy  side! 
And  yet  more  for  the  glorious  hope 

Even  to  these  moments  given  — 
Did  not  thy  spirit  ever  lift 

The  trust  of  mine  to  Heaven  ? 

Now  be  thou  strong !  Oh !  knew  we  not 

Our  path  must  lead  to  this? 
A  shadow  and  a  trembling  still 

Were  mingled  with  our  bliss! 
We  plighted  our  young  hearts  when  storms 

Were  dark  upon  the  sky, 
In  full,  deep  knowledge  of  their  task 

To  suffer  and  to  die! 

Be  strong !  1  leave  the  living  voice 

Of  this,  my  martyred  blood, 
With  the  thousand  echoes  of  the  hills, 

With  the  torrent's  foaming  flood, — 
A  spirit  'midst  the  caves  to  dwell, 

A  token  on  the  air. 
To  rouse  tlie  valiant  from  repose, 

The  fainting  from  despair. 

Hear  it,  and  bear  thou  on,  my  love! 

Ay,  joyously  endure! 
Our  mountains  must  be  altars  yet, 

Inviolate  and  pure; 
There  must  our  God  be  worshipped  still 

With  the  worship  of  the  free  — 
Farewell!  —  there's  but  one  pang  in  death, 

One  only,  —  leaving  thee! 
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THE     STRANOBR'b     HEART. 

The  stranger's  heart !  Oh !  wound  it  not ! 
A  yearning  anguish  is  its  lot; 
In  the  green  shadow  of  thy  tree, 
The  straz*ger  finds  no  rest  with  thee. 

• 

Thou  think'st  the  Tine's  low  rustling  leayes 
Glad  music  round  thy  household  eaves; 
To  him  that  sound  hath  sorrow's  tone — 
The  stranger's  heart  is  with  his  own. 

Thou  think'st  thy  children's  laughing  play 
A  lovely  sight  at  fall  of  day;  — 
Then  are  the  stranger's  thoughts  oppressed-— 
His  mother's  voice  comes  o'er  his  breast. 

Thou  think'st  it  sweet  when  friend  with  friend 
Beneath  one  roof  in  prayer  may  blend; 
Then  doth  the  stranger's  eye  grow  dim  — 
Far,  &r  are  those  who  prayed  with  him. 

Thy  hearth,  thy  home,  thy  vintage  land— 
The  voices  of  thy  kindred  band  — 
Oh !  'midst  them  all  when  blest  thou  art^ 
Deal  gently  with  the  stranger's  heart  I 
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THK    SLKKFKR. 

«Foi  sleep  is  awful." — Brmov. 

Oh  !  lightly,  lightly  tread ! 

A  holy  thing  a  sleep, 
On  the  worn  spirit  shed, 

And  eyes  that  wake  to  weep. 

A  holy  thing  from  HeaTen, 
A  gracious  dewy  cloud, 

A  covering  mantle  given 
The  weary  to  enshroud. 

Oh!  lightly,  lightly  tread! 

Revere  the  pale  still  brow. 
The  meekly-drooping  head, 

The  long  hair's  willowy  flow. 

Te  know  not  what  ye  do. 
That  call  the  slumberer  back, 

From  the  world  unseen  by  you 
Unto  life'    dim  faded  track. 

Her  soul  is  ^ar  away, 

In  her  childhood's  land,  perchance, 
Where  her  young  sisters  play, 

Where  shines  her  mother's  glance. 

Some  old  sweet  native  sound 
Her  spirit  haply  weaves; 

A  harmony  profonnd 

Of  woods  with  all  their  leaves; 

A  murmur  of  the  sea, 

A  laughing  tone  of  streams :  — 

Long  may  her  sojourn  be 
In  the  music  land  of  dreams  t 


Eich  voire  of  love  is  there. 
Each  gleam  of  beauly  flecl^ 

Each  lost  one  aiill  more  fair— 
Oh!  lightly,  lightly  iread! 


I  Willi  my  an^rc  would  cFJoii 


Uaac  Waitos. 


^■lon  that  hast  loved  lo  long  and  well 
Tlie  vale's  deep  unlet  streams, 

"'"here  liie  pure  waler-lilies  dwell. 
Shedding  forth  tender  gleams; 

And  o'er  the  pool  the  Msy-fly's  winy 

Qlances  in  golden  eves  of  spring. 

Oh !  lone  and  lovely  haunts  are  thine, 

So^  sod  rhe  river  dows, 
Vfearine  the  shadow  of  thy  line. 

The  gloom  of  alder-bnughs ; 
And  in  the  midst,  a  richer  hue, 
One  gliding  vein  of  heaven's  own  blue, 


And  there  but  low  sweel  sounds  are  heard  — 

The  whisper  of  ihe  reed. 
The  plashing  irout,  the  rustling  bird, 

The  scythe  upon  ihe  mead : 
Yet,  through  tlie  murmuring  osiere  near, 
There  steals  a  step  w^ich  mariaia  fear. 
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Tis  not  the  stag,  that  comes  to  lave, 

At  noon,  his  panting  breast; 
Tis  not  the  bittern  by  the  wave 

Seeking  her  sedgy  nest; 
The  air  is  filled  with  summer^s  breath, 
The  young  flowers  laugh  —  yet  look!  'tis  death! 

But  if,  where  silvery  currents  rove, 
Thy  heart,  grown  still  and  sage, 

Hath  learned  to  read  the  words  of  love 
That  shine  o'er  nature's  page; 

If  holy  thoughts  thy  guests  have  been, 

Under  the  shade  of  willows  green; 

Then,  lover  of  the  silent  hour. 

By  deep  lone  waters  past, 
Thence  hast  thou  drawn  a  faith,  a  power. 

To  cheer  thee  tlirough  the  last; 
And,  wont  on  brighter  worlds  to  dwell, 
May'st  calmly  bid  thy  streams  farewell. 

BYENING     SONG    OF     THE    TTROLKBK. 

Come  to  the  sunset  tree! 

The  day  is  past  and  gone; 
The  woodman's  axe  lies  free, 

And  the  reaper's  work  is  done. 

The  twilight  star  to  heaven. 

And  the  summer  dew  to  flowers, 

And  rest  to  us,  is  given 

By  the  cool  sof\  evening  hours. 

Sweet  is  the  hour  of  rest! 

Pleasant  the  wind's  low  sigh. 
And  the  gleaming  of  the  west, 

And  the  turf  whereon  we  lie ; 


When  the  burden  amt  the  heat 

Of  labour's  task  arc  o'er, 
And  kindly  voices  greet 

The  tired  one  at  his  door. 

Come  to  the  sunset  tree! 

The  day  ia  past  atid  gone ; 
The  woodman's  axe  lies  free, 

And  the  reaper's  work  is  doae. 

7es;  tuneful  is  the  eound 

That  dwells  in  whispering  boughs; 
Welcome  the  freshness  round ! 

And  the  gale  that  fans  our  brows. 

3  sweet  and  still 
Than  ever  nightfall  gave, 
Oar  yearning  hearts  shall  fill 
In  the  world  beyond  the  grave. 

There  shall  no  tempest  blow. 

No  scorching  noontide  V 
There  shall  be  r 

No  weary  wandering  feet. 

So  we  lift  our  trusting  eyes 

From  the  hills  our  fathers  Irode^ 

To  the  quiet  of  the  skies, 
To  the  sabbalh  of  our  God. 

The  day  is  past  and  gone, 
The  woodman's  axe  lies  free, 
And  the  reaper's  work  is  doi]& 
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WOMAN    AND    FAMB. 

Thou  hast  a  channed  cup,  O  Fame! 

A  draught  that  mantles  high. 
And  seems  to  lift  this  earthly  frame 

Above  mortality. 
Away!  to  me  —  a  woman  —  bring 
Sweet  waters  from  affection's  spring. 

Thou  hast  green  laurel  leaves,  that  twine 

Into  so  proud  a  wreath; 
For  that  resplendent  gift  of  thine,      * 

Heroes  have  smiled  in  death : 
Give  me  from  some  kind  hand  a  flower, 
The  record  of  one  happy  hour! 

Thou  hast  a  voice,  whose  thrilling  tone 
Can  bid  each  life-pulse  beat 

As  when  a  trumpet's  note  hath  blown. 
Calling  the  brave  to  meet : 

But  mine,  let  mine  —  a  woman's  breast^ 

By  words  of  home-bom  love  be  blessed. 

A  hollow  sound  is  in  thy  song, 

A  mockery  in  thine  eye. 
To  tlie  sick  heart  that  doth  but  long 

For  aid,  for  sympathy  — 
For  kindly  looks  to  cheer  it  on. 
For  tender  accents  that  are  gone. 

Fame,  Fame !  thou  canst  not  be  the  stay 

Unto  tlie  drooping  reed. 
The  cool  fresh  fountain  in  the  day 

Of  the  soul's  feverish  need :  — 
Where  must  the  lone  one  turn  or  flee?  — 
Not  unio  thee  —  oh!  not  to  thee! 
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LBT     HER     DEPART. 

Her  home  is  far,  oh?  far  away' 

Tho  clear  light  in  her  eyes 
Hath  naught  to  do  with  earthly  day, 

Tis  kindled  from  the  skies. 
Let  her  depart! 

She  looks  upon  the  things  of  earth, 

Even  as  some  gentle  star 
Seems  gazing  down  on  grief  or. mirths 

How  softly,  yet  how  far! 
Let  her  depart! 

Her  spirit's  hope  —  her  bosom's  love  — 
Oh!  could  they  mount  and  fly! 

She  never  sees  a  wandering  dove, 
But  for  its  wings  to  sigh. 
Let  her  depart! 

She  never  hears  a  soft  wind  bear 

Low  music  on  its  way, 
But  deems  it  sent  from  heavenly  air, 

For  her  who  cannot  stay. 
Let  her  depart! 

Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  glorious  dreams. 
She  breathes  and  moves  alone, 

Pining  for  those  bright  bowers  and  streams 
Where  her  beloved  is  gone. 
Let  her  depart ! 


I    WOULD    WE     HAD    NOT    MET    AQAIIT. 

I  WOULD  we  had  not  met  again! 

—  1  had  a  dream  of  thee, 
Lovely,  though  sad,  on  desert  plain. 

Mournful  on  midnight  sea. 
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'  What  though  it  haunted  me  hy  night, 
And  troubled  through  the  day? 
It  touched  all  earth  with  8pirit4ight, 
It  glorified  my  way! 

Oh!  what  shall  now  my  &ith  restore 

In  holy  things  and  fair? 
We  met  —  I  saw  thy  soul  once  more — 

—  The  world's  breath  had  been  there! 

Yes!  it  was  sad  on  desert-plain, 
Mournful  on  midnight  sea, 

Yet  would  I  buy  with  life  again 
That  one  deep  dream  of  thee ! 


COME     TO     ME,     GENTLE     S  L  K  ■  P. 

Come  to  me,  gentle  sleep! 

I  pine,  I  pine  for  thee ; 
Come  with  thy  spells,  the  soft,  the  deep, 

And  set  my  spirit  free ! 
Each  lonely,  burning  thought. 

In  twilight  languor  steep  — 
Come  to  the  full  heart,  long  o'erwrought, 

O  gentle,  gentle  sleep! 

Come  with  thine  urn  of  dew, 

Sleep,  gentle  sleep!  yet  bring 
No  voice,  love's  yearning  to  renew, 

No  vision^on  thy  wing! 
Come,  as  to  folding  flowers. 

To  birds  in  forests  deep; 
—  Long,  dark,  and  dreamless  be  thine  hours, 

O  gentle,  gentle  sleep! 


Fbir  wts  within  ihe  tossing'  bark 
When  Btormy  winds  grew  loud, 

And  waves  came  roliiiig  high  and  dark, 
And  the  (alt  mast  was  bowed. 

stood  breathless  in  their  dread, 
And  baffled  in  their  skill ; 
But  One  was  there,  who  rose  and  said 
To  the  wild  sea — be  tlill ! 

And  the  wind  ceased — it  ceased!  —  that  word 
Passed  through  the  gloomy  sky ; 

The  troubled  billows  knew  their  Lord, 
And  fell  beneath  His 


And  slumber  seUled  on  the  deep, 

And  silence  on  ihe  hiast; 
They  sank,  as  flowers  that  fold  to  sleep 

Wben  sultry  day  is  past. 

O  Thou,  that  in  its  wildcflt  hour 
Didst  rule  the  lempesi's  mood, 

Send  thy  meek  spirit  forth  in  power, 
Soft  on  our  souls  to  brood ! 

Thon  that  didst  bow  the  billows'  prldo 

Thy  mandate  to  fulfil! 
Oh,  speak  to  passion's  raging  tide, 

Speak,  and  say,  "  Peace,  be  ttilt  P* 
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HTMlf    OF    THE    TAUDOIS 

«*Thmiiki  be  to  God  for  the  monntaiai." 

HowUVm  Book  of  tkt  8ea 

For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee, 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  God! 
Thou  hast  made  thy  children  mighty, 

By  .the  touch  of  the  mountain  sod. 
Thou  hast  fixed  our  ark  of  refuge, 

Where  the  spoiler's  foot  ne'er  trod; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  hless  thee, 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  God! 

We  are  watchers  of  a  beacon 

Whose  light  must  never  die; 
We  are  guardians  of  an  altar 

'Midst  the  silence  of  the  sky : 
The  rocks  yield  founts  of  courage. 

Struck  forth  as  by  thy  rod; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee« 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  God! 

For  the  dark  resounding  caverns, 

Where  thy  still  small  voice  is  heard; 
For  the  strong  pines  of  the  forests, 

Tliat  by  thy  breath  are  stirred; 
For  the  storms  on  whose  free  pinions 

Thy  spirit  walks  abroad; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee. 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  God! 

The  royal  eagle  darteth 

On  his  quarry  from  the  heights. 
And  the  stag  that  knows  no  master 

Seeks  there  his  wild  delights; 
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But  we,  for  thy  communion^ 
Have  sougrht  the  mountain  sod; 

For  thie  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee, 
Our  God,  our  fathers'  God! 

The  banner  of  the  chieftain, 

Far,  far  below  us  waves; 
The  war-horse  of  the  spearman 

Cannot  reach  our  lofty  caves: 
Thy  dark  clouds  wrap  the  threshold 

Of  freedom's  last  abode ; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee. 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  God! 

For  the  shadow  of  thy  presence, 

Round  our  camp  of  rock  outspread; 
For  the  stem  deiiles  of  battle, 

Bearing  record  of  our  dead; 
For  the  snows  and  for  the  torrents, 

For  the  free  heart's  burial  sod; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee. 

Our  God,  our  fathers^  God! 
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THB     AGONT     IN    THE     GARDEN. 

He  knelt,  the  Saviour  knelt  and  prayed. 

When  but  his  Father's  eye 
Looked  through  the  lonely  garden's  shade 

On  that  dread  agony; 
The  Lord  of  All  above,  beneath, 
Was  bowed  with  sorrow  unto  death. 


The  sun  set  in  a  fearful  hour, 
The  s  ars  might  well  grow  dim, 
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When  this  mortality  had  power 

So  to  o'ershadow  Him! 
That  He  who  gave  man's  breath,  might  know 
The  ver}'  depths  of  human  woe. 

He  proved  them  all !  —  the  doubt,  the  strife, 

The  faint  perplexing  dread, 
The  mists  that  hang  o'er  parting  life, 

All  gathered  round  his  head; 
And  the  Deliverer  knelt  to  pray  — 
Tet  passed  it  not,  that  cup,  away ! 

It  passed  not — though  the  stormy  wave 

Had  sunk  beneath  his  tread; 
It  passed  not — though  to  him  the  grave 

Had  yielded  up  its  dead. 
But  there  was  sent  him  from  on  high 
A  gift  of  strength  for  man  to  die. 

And  was  the  sinless  thus  beset 

With  anguish  and  dismay? 
How  may  we  meet  our  conflict  yet. 

In  the  dark  narrow  way  ? 
Through  Him — through  Him,  that  path  who  trod— 
Save,  or  we  perish,  Son  of  God ! 


SONNETS. 

TREES. 

And  ye  are  strong  to  shelter !  —  all  meek  things^ 
All  that  need  home  and  covert,  love  your  shade ! 
Birds,  of  shy  song,  and  low-voiced  quiet  springs, 
And  nun-like  violets,  by  the  wind  betrayed. 
Childhood  beneath  your  fresh  green  tents  hath  played 
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With  his  first  primrose-wealth :  there  love  hath  sought 
A  Telling  gloom  for  his  unuttered  thought; 
And  silent  grief,  of  day's  keen  glare  afraid, 
A  refuge  for  her  tears;  and  ofttimes  there 
Hath  lone  devotion  found  a  place  of  prayer, 
A  native  temple,  solemn,  hushed,  and  dim ; 
For  wheresoever  your  murmuring  tremors  thrill 
The  woody  twilight,  there  man's  heart  hath  still 
Confessed  a  spirit's  breath,  and  heard  a  ceaseless  hymn. 


FOLIAGE. 

Gome  forth,  and  let  us  through  our  hearts  receive 

The  joy  of  verdure !  —  see,  the  honied  lime 

Showers  cool  green  light  o'er  banks  where  wildflowers 

weave 
Thick  tapestry ;  and  woodbine  tendrils  climb 
Up  the  brown  oak  from  buds  of  moss  and  thyme. 
The  rich  deep  masses  of  the  sycamore 
Hang  heavy  v^ith  the  fulness  of  their  prime, 
^And  the  white  poplar,  from  its  foliage  hoar. 
Scatters  forth  gleams  like  moonlight,  with  each  gale 
That  sweep."  the  boughs :  —  the  chestnut  flowers  are  past, 
The  crowning  glories  of  the  hawthorn  fail. 
But  arches  of  sweet  eglantine  are  cast 
From  every  hedge :  —  Oh !  never  may  we  lose. 
Dear  friend !  our  fresh  delight  in  simplest  nature's  hues ! 


FLOWERS     IN     A     SICK-ROOM. 

Welcome,  O  pure  and  lovely  forms,  again 

Unto  the  shadowy  stillness  of  my  room  I 

For  not  alone  ye  bring  a  joyous  train 

Of  summer-thoughts  attendant  on  your  blo<Hn 
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VisionB  of  freshness,  of  rich  bowny  gloom. 
Of  the  low  murmurs  filling  mossy  dells. 
Of  stars  that  look  down  on  your  folded  bells 
Through  dewy  leaves,  of  many  a  wild  perfume 
Greeting  the  wanderer  of  the  hill  and  grove 
Like  sudden  music;  more  than  this  ye  bring-— 
Far  more ;  ye  whisper  of  the  all-fostering  love, 
Which  thus^hath  clothed  you,  and  whose  dove4ike  w 
Broods  o'er  the  suflerer,  drawing  fevered  breath, 
Whether  the  couch  be  that  of  life  or  death. 


SABBATH. 


WRITTEN    NEAR    DEATH. 


How  many  blessed  groups  this  hour  are  bending 

Through  England's  primrose  meadow  paths  their  way 

Toward  spire  and  tower,  'midst  shadowy  elms  ascending 

When  the  sweet  chimes  proclaim  the  hallowed  day. 

The  halls,  from  old  heroic  ages  grey, 

Pour  their  fair  children  forth  ;  and  hamlets  low,  • 

With  those  thick  orchard  blooms  the  soft  winds  play, 

Send  out  their  inmates  in  a  happy  flow, 

Like  a  free  vernal  stream.     I  may  not  tread 

With  them  those  pathways,  —  to  the  feverish  bed 

Of  sickness  bound ;  —  yet,  oh  my  God !  I  bless 

Thy  mercy,  that  with  Sabbath  peace  hath  filled 

My  chastened  heart,  and  all  its  throbbings  stilled 

To  one  deep  calm  of  lowliest  thankfulness. 
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The  blue,  deep,  glorious  heavens !  —  I  lift  mine  eye, 
And  bless  ihee,  O  my  God  !  tliRt  I  have  met 

And  owned  ihiiie  image  in  (he  majesty 
Of  iheir  culm  temple  si  ill ! —  lliai  never  yet 

There  Iiaih  ihy  face  been  shrouded  from  my  sight 

By  noontide  blaze,  or  sweeping'  aiorm  of  night : 
I  blesa   ihee,  O  my  God  • 

That  now  siill  clearer,  from  their  pure  expanse, 
I  see  the  mercy  of  thine  aspect  shine, 

Touching  death's  features  with  a  lovely  glance 
Of  light,  serenely,  solemnly  divine, 

And  lending  lo  each  holy  star  a  ray 

As  of  kind  eyes,  that  woo  my  soul  away ; 
1  bless  ihee,  O  my  God ! 

That  I  have  heard  thy  voice,  nor  been  afraid, 

In  the  earth's  garden  —  'midst  the  mountains  old, 

And  the  low  thrillings  of  the  forest  nhade. 
And  the  wild  sounds  of  waters  uncontrolled. 

And  upon  many  a  desert  plain  and  shore  — 

No  Holiiude  — for  there  1  fell  Hue  more: 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God  ! 

And  if  ihy  spirit  on   thy  child  halli  shed 
Tlie  gift,  the  vision  of  the  unsealed  eye, 

To  pierce  the  mist  o'er  life's  deep  meanings  spread, 
To  reach  the  hidden  fountuiii-unis  that  lie 
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Far  in  man's  heart  —  if  I  have  kept  it  free 
And  pure  —  a  consecration  unto  thee: 

I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

If  my  soul's  utterance  hath  by  thee  been  fraught 
With  an  awakening  power  —  if  thou  hast  made 

Like  the  winged  seed,  the  breathings  of  my  thought. 
And  by  the  swift  winds  bid  tliem  be  conveyed 

To  lands  of  other  lays,  and  there  become 

Native  as  early  melodies  of  home : 

I  bless  thee,  O  my  Godf 

Not  for  the  brightness  of  a  mortal  wreath, 
Not  for  a  place  'midst  kingly  minstrels  dead, 

But  that,  perchance,  a  faint  gale  of  thy  breath, 
A  still  small  whisper  in  my  song,  hath  led 

One  struggling  spirit  upwards  to  thy  throne, 

Or  but  one  hope,  one  prayer  —  for  this  alone 

I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

That  I  have  loved  —  that  1  have  known  the  love 
Which  troubles  in  the  soul  the  tearful  springs, 

Yet,  with  a  colouring  halo  from  above, 
Tinges  and  glorifies  all  earthly  things 

Whatever  its  anguish  or  its  woe  may  be. 

Still  weaving  links  for  intercourse  with  thee: 

I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

That  by  the  passion  of  its  deep  distress. 
And  by  the  o'erflowing  of  its  mighty  prayer, 

And  by  the  yearning  of  its  tenderness, 

Too  full  for  words  upon  their  stream  to  bear, 

I  have  been  drawn  still  closer  to  thy  shrine. 

Well-spring  of  love,  the  unfathomed,  the  divine : 

I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 
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Tliat  hope  hath  neVr  my  heart  or  song  i'orsaken, 

High  hope,  which  even  from  mystery,  doubt,  or  dread, 

C^mly,  rejoicingly,  the  things  hath  taken. 
Whereby  its  torchlight  for  the  race  was  fed ; 

*lliat  passing  storms  have  only  fanned  the  fire, 

^V'hich  pierced  them  still  with  its  triumphal  spire, 

1  bless  tliee,  O  my  God! 


ow  art  thou  calling  me  in  every  gale, 
Each  sound  and  token  of  the  dying  day : 
lou  leavest  me  not,  though  early  life  grows  pale^ 
I  am  not  darkly  sinking  to  decay; 
»Tit,  hour  by  hour,  my  soul's  dissolving  shroud 
A^elts  off  to  radiance,  as  a  silvery  cloud. 

I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

if  this  earth,  with  all  its  choral  streams. 
And  crowning  woods,  and  soft  or  solemn  skies, 
nd  mountain  sanctuaries  for  poet's  dreams, 
Be  lovely  still  in  my  departing  eyes  — 
is  not  that  fondly  I  would  linger  here, 
ut  that  thy  foot-prints  on  its  dust  appear:  — 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

-4nd  that  the  tender  shadowing  I  behold, 

The  tracery  veining  every  leaf  and  flower, 
^^  glories  cast  in  more  consummate  mould, 
No  longer  vassals  to  the  changeful  hour; 
*Trhat  life's  last  roses  to  my  thoughts  can  bring 
^ich  visions  of  unperishable  spnng : 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

Tes    the  young  vernal  voices  in  the  skies 

Woo  me  not  back,  but,  wandering  past  mine  ear, 

Seem  heralds  of  th'  eternal  melodies. 
The  spirit-music,  imperturbed  and  clear; 
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The  full  of  soul,  yet  passionate  no  more  — 
Let  me  too,  joining  those  pure  strains,  adore ' 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

Now  aid,  sustain  me  still  f  —  to  thee  I  come, 
Make  thou  my  dwelling  where  thy  children  are ! 

And  for  the  hope  of  that  immortal  home, 
And  for  thy  Son,  the  bright  and  morning  star, 

The  sufferer  and  the  victor-king  of  death, 

]  bless  thee  with  my  glad  song^s  dying  breath! 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 
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don  Literary  Gazette,  her  productions  frequently  and  for  a  long  period 
appeared  in  that  magazine.  Her  mother  being  left  a  widow  with  a 
dependent  family  in  very  narrow  circumstances,  Letitia  devoted  herself 
to  constant  and  successful  literary  exertion  for  their  support  Her  in- 
dustry was  very  great,  and,  notwitlistanding  her  genius  and  wonderful 
facility  of  rhythm,  we  regret  that  she  was  obliged  to  write  so  fiist,  as 
more  careful  study  would  have  placed  her  in  the  very  front  rank  of  fe- 
male talents :  us  it  was,  she  continued  greatly  to  improve,  and  few  names 
stand  so  high  in  the  list  of  poetesses  as  hers.  In  June  1838,  she  was 
married  to  Captain  Maclean,  then  appointed  Governor  of  Cape  Coast 
Castle,  Africa,  whither  she  almost  immediately  accompanied  him«  but 
died  on  the  15th  of  October,  not  many  weeks  after  her  arrival  at  the 
settlement  The  circumstances  of  her  death  were  very  painful.  She 
was  found  lying  dead  near  the  door,  on  the  floor  of  her  own  room,  with 
a  vial  of  prussic  acid  in  her  hand,  having  taken  an  excessive  dose  of  the 
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•hich  h«d  been  prefcribed  lo  her,  and  ehe  waa  accustomed  lo 
M^"*       **>•  wlief  of  byBtericHl  spHsms.     Suiipjcioneof  Buicide,  and  even 

■  ^^'*'<'«wg[Mag:niiMl  lier  lile  by  alhera,  were  rife  at  Die  time;  but 

■  ™*»ty  lone  of  her  letters  written  the  ni|;hl  before  lier  decease,  and 
*  "foi  colmnnfr  she  jjave  in  Ihem  lo  lier  expecleil  liilure,  ought  to 
'   ■wh  dreadful  accusations,  and  coavince  as  that  the  verdict 
'>  JU17  of  accidental  deatli,  in  the  manner  above  stated, 

"tnin  uf  nearly  ti\  her  poenu  is  warm  and  passionate :  love,  do- 
'  *elf«acrili<:ing,  absorbing  and  unealis6cd,  being  her  fbvourite 
Tha,  with  a  certain  recklessness  of  mere  rigid  rules,  which 
"  "•te^iUca  of  aociely  liave  prescribed,  but  ill  suited  to  her  impul- 
*  of  character  increased  by  her  habila  of  self-re iiaoce,  gave  rise 

■  ■ti^*''*  naiuoBlions  against  her,  oa  afflictive  an  they  were  undeserved. 
R  'iendsbipof  her  literary  adviser,  Mr.  Jerdan,  was  misreiireseoled 
I "  "^fidal,  in  which  envy  of  her  attractive  genius  had  no  small  part ; 

^^^  aiiiinil  dispusitiuii,  notwithstanding  her  trying  circumstance^ 
Ay  and  kindly,  ever  loth  to  give  pain,  and  delighting  lo  accord 
r**^  though  towards  the  end  of  her  career  her  indignant  scorn  of  false 
?^*«  Aovrt  iXaulf  thnxtgh  her  versea.  In  1924,  she  [lublinhed  7'he 
^^^taalrtcr  and  atktr  Pneua,  which  Was  Ibllowed,  in  rapid  siicce* 
^J*-  by  Tkr  TrnuiaJour,  The  Vrnetian  BraceUl,  The  Uotden  Vialrl, 
^^^  lav  a/lhv  Peaccek,  with  very  numerous  smaller  pieces.     Besides 
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ireral  romfinccs,   The  Fate  of  Adtlaiile  (her 


jT^'^st  separate  publication,  in  hur  eighteenth  year),  Romance  ana 
^^*ly.  Frimrrti^  Caran.  and  Elhrl  Churekill.  all  deservedly  suc- 
^__*^I.  beaidea  reviews,  CHsaya,  &c.  The  flow  of  poetical  language 
*  rhyme  vnw  so  iwuiral  lo  her,  that  her  biographer,  Mr.  Blanchard, 
^^y*  idif  ortiti:  verse  more  rapidly  than  prose.  This  is  necn  eepecially 
r  Impromsatriee.  wliifl)  Hows  on  like  improvisation,  as  it  iin- 
^tHwily  wax,  ht>r  p»n  being  to  her  us  a  voice.  Some  of  her  smaller 
^^  u  VrttctntiuM,  show  her  to  have  been  capable  of  higher  classia 
™'*»J,  if  »he  hod  hod  the  patience  to  cultivate  a  greater  severity  of 
'*t4CMo  (di  lM<r  own  productions.  The  editor  has  ftr  greater  pleasure 
"/I  *p™king  of  her  writings,  as  they  alriieh  his  youthful  fancy,  than  with 
^*  tuol  judgment  of  more  mature  ycors;  but  hn  believes  tlut  tlierc 
iti  (rbo  will  nut  Join  him  in  a  willing  tribute  to  the  minstrel  power 
iho,  whatever  luu  defect*  inay  have  been,  bad  Um 
poetic  uwpiratioD. 
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PETRARCH    AlfD     LAURA. 

(FROM    THE    IM7R0YISATBICB.) 

Divine  ST  Petrarch  f  he  whose  lyre, 
Like  morning  light,  half  dew,  half  fire, 
To  Laura  and  to  love  was  vowed  — 
He  looked 'on  one,  who  with  the  crowd 
Mingled,  but  mixed;  not  on  whose  cheek 

There  was  a  blush,  as  if  she  knew 
Whose  look  was  fixed  on  her^s.     Her  eye, 

Of  a  spring-sky's  delicious  blue. 
Had  not  the  language  of  that  bloom, 
But  mingling  tears,  and  light,  and  gloom, 
Was  raised  abstractedly  to  Heaven:  — 
No  sign  was  to  her  lover  given. 
I  painted  her  with  golden  tresses. 
Such  as  float  on  the  wind's  caresses 
When  the  laburnums  wildly  fling 
Their  sunny  blossoms  to  the  spring. 
A  cheek  which  had  the  crimson  hue 

Upon  the  sun-touched  nectarine; 
A  lip  of  perfume  and  of  dew; 

A  brow  like  twilight's  darkened  line. 
I  strove  to  catch  each  charm  that  long 
Has  lived,  —  thanks  to  her  lover's  song  I 
Each  grace  he  numbered  one  by  one, 
That  shone  in  her  of  AvigBon. 

I  ever  thought  that  poet's  fate 
Utterly  lone  and  desolate. 
It  is  the  spirit's  bitterest  pain 
To  love,  to  be  beloved  again; 
And  yet  between  a  gulf  which  ever 
The  hearts  that  burn  to  meet  must  sever. 
And  he  was  vowed  to  one  sweet  star. 
Bright  yet  to  him,  but  bright  afar. 


I  LOTKD  him  as  young  Genius  loves, 

When  its  own  wild  and  radiant  heaven 
Of  stony  thoughi  bums  with  the  light, 

The  love,  the  life,  by  passion  given. 
1  loved  him,  too,  as  woman  loves  — 

Reckless  of  sorrow,  sin,  or  scorn : 
Ijfe  h»d  no  evil  destiny 

That,  with  him,  1  could  nol  have  home  t 
1  had  been  nursi  in   palaces  ; 

Tet  earth  huJ  nol  a  spot  so  drcnr, 
That  1  should  not  have  llioughl  n  home 

In  Paradise,  linil  he  been  near  I 
How  swept  it  would  have  been  lo  dwell, 
Apart  from  all,  in  some  green  deil 
Of  sunny  beauty,  leaves  and  flowers; 
And  nestling  birds  lo  sing  the  hours! 
Our  home,  beneath  some  cheslnnrs  shade, 
But  of  ihe  woven  branches  made : 
Our  vesper  hymn,  the  low,  lone  wail 
The  rosT  hears  from  (he  nightingale*, 
And  waked  nt  morning  by  the  call 
Of  music  from  a  waterfall. 
But  not  alone  in  dreams  like  this, 
Breathed  in  tlie  very  hope  of  bliss, 
I  loved :  my  love  lud  been  ihe  same 
In  hushed  despair,  in  open  shame. 
I  would  have  lalher  been  a  slnve. 

In  leers,  in  bondage,  by  his  side, 
Than  shared  in  all,  if  wiintiug  him, 

This  world  had  power  lu  give  beside! 
U 
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My  heart  was  withered^ —  and  my  heart 

Had  ever  been  the  world  to  me ; 
And  love  had  been  the  first  fond  dream, 

Whose  life  was  in  reality. 
I  had  sprung  from  my  solitude, 

Like  a  young  bird  upon  the  wing 
To  meet  the  arrow ;  so  1  met 

My  poisoned  shaft  of  suflering. 
And  as  that  bird,  with  drooping  crest 
And  broken  wing  will  seek  his  nest, 
But  seek  in  vain ;  so  vain  I  sought 
My  pleasant  home  of  song  and  thought 
There  was  one  spell  upon  my  brain, 
Upon  my  pencil,  on  my  strain; 
But  one  face  to  my  colours  came; 
My  chords  replied  but  to  one  name  — 
Lorenzo!  —  all  seemed  vowed  to  thee. 
To  passion,  and  to  misery ! 
I  had  no  interest  in  the  things 

That  once  had  been  like  life,  or  light 
No  tale  was  pleasant  to  mine  ear, 

No  song  was  sweet,  no  picture  bright 
1  was  wild  with  my  groat  distress. 
My  lone,  my  utter  hopelessness! 
I  would  sit  hours  by  the  side 
Of  some  clear  rill,  and  mark  it  glide. 
Bearing  my  tears  along,  till  night 
Came  with  dark  hours ;  and  soft  starlight 
Watch  o'er  its  shadowy  beauty  keeping, 

Till  I  grew  calm :  —  then  I  would  take 
The  lute,  which  had  all  day  been  sleeping 

Upon  a  cypress  tree,  and  wake 
The  echoes  of  the  midnight  air 
With  words  that  love  wrung  from  despair. 
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LOVE,    HOPE,     AND     BEAUTY. 

Love  may  be  increased  by  fears. 

May  be  fanned  with  sighs, 
Nurst  by  &ncies,  fed  by  doubts; 

But  without  Hope  it  dies! 
As  in  the  far  Indian  isles 

Dies  the  young  cocoa  tree, 
Unless  within  the  pleasant  shade 

Of  the  parent  plant  it  be : 
So  Love  may  spring  up  at  first 

Lighted  at  Beauty's  eyes : — 
But  Beauty  is  not  all  its  life, 

For  without  Hope  it  dies. 


lines   of   life. 

Orphan  in  my  first  years,  I  early  learnt 
To  make  my  heart  siifRce  itself,  and  sdek 
Support  and  sympathy  in  its  own  depths. 

Well,  read  my  cheek,  and  watch  my  eye, 
Too  strictly  schooled  are  they 

One  secret  of  my  soul  to  show, 
One  hidden  thought  betray.' 

I  never  knew  the  time  my  heart 
Looked  freely  from  my  brow  ; 

It  once  was  checked  by  timidness, 
'T  is  taught  by  caution  now. 

I  live  among  the  cold,  the  false, 
And  I  must  seem  like  them ; 

And  such  I  am,  for  1  am  false 
As  those  I  most  condemq. 
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I  teach  my  lip  its  sweetest  smile, 
My  tongue  its  softest  tone: 

I  borrow  others'  likeness,  till 
Almost  I  lose  my  own. 

I  pass  through  flattery's  gilded  sieve, 
Whatever  I  would  say; 

In  social  life,  all,  like  the  blind. 
Must  learn  to  feel  their  way. 

I  check  my  thoughts  like  curbed  steeds 
That  struggle  with  the  rein; 

I  bid  my  feelings  sleep,  like  wrecks 
In  the  unfathomed  main. 

I  hear  them  speak  of  love,  the  deep, 
The  true,  and  mock  the  name  ; 

Mock  at  all  high  and  early  truth. 
And  I  too  do  the  same. 

I  hear  them  tell  some  touching  tale, 
I  swallow  down  the  tear; 

I  hear  them  name  some  generous  deed, 
And  I  have  learnt  to  sneer. 

I  hear  the  spiritual,  the  kind. 
The  pure,  but  named  in  mirth; 

Till  all  of  good,  ay,  even  hope, 
Seems  exiled  from  our  earth. 

And  one  fear,  withering  ridicule, 
Is  all  that  I  can  dread; 

A  sword  hung  by  a  single  hair 
For  ever  o'er  the  head. 

We  bow  to  a  most  servile  faith. 
In  a  most  servile  fear ; 
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While  none  among  us  dares  to  say 
What  none  will  choose  to  hear. 

And  if  we  dream  of  loftier  thoughts, 

In  weakness  they  are  gone; 
And  indolence  and  vanity 

Rivet  our  fetters  on. 

Surely  I  was  not  bom  for  this! 

I  feel  a  loftier  mood 
Of  generous  impulse,  high  resolve. 

Steal  o'er  my  solitude! 

I  gaze  upon  the  thousand  stars 

That  fill  the  midnight  sky; 
And  wish,  so  passionately  wish, 

A  light  like  theirs  on  high. 

I  have  such  eagerness  of  hope 

To  benefit  my  kind ; 
And  feel  as  if  immortal  power 

Were  given  to  my  mind. 

I  think  on  that  eternal  fame, 

The  sun  of  earthly  gloom. 
Which  makes  the  gloriousness  of  death, 

The  future  of  the  tomb  — 

That  earthly  future,  the  faint  sign 

Of  a  more  heavenly  one ; 
—  A  step,  a  word,  a  voice,  a  look, — 

Alas!  my  dream  is  done. 

And  earth,  and  earth's  debasing  stain. 

Again  is  on  my  soul ; 
And  I  am  but  a  nameless  part 

Of  a  most  worthless  whole. 
24* 
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Why  write  I  this?  because  my  heart 
Towards  the  future  springs, 

That  future  where  it  loves  to  soar 
On  more  than  eagle  wings. 

The  present,  it  is  but  a  speck 

In  that  eternal  time, 
In  which  my  lost  hopes  find  a  home, 

My  spirit  knows  its  clime. 

O!  not  myself, — for  what  am  I? 

The  worthless  and  the  weak, 
Whose  every  thought  of  self  should  raise 

A  blush  to  bum  my  cheek. 

But  song  has  touched  my  lips  with  fire, 
And  made  my  heart  a  shrine; 

For  what,  although  alloyed,  debased. 
Is  in  itself  divine. 

I  am  myself  but  a  vile  link 

Amid  life's  weary  chain; 
But  1  have  spoken  hallowed  words, 

O  do  not  say  in  vain! 

My  first,  my  last,  my  only  wish. 
Say  will  my  charmed  chords 

Wake  to  the  morning  light  of  fame, 
And  breathe  again  my  words  ? 

Will  the  young  maiden,  when  her  tears 

Alone  in  moonlight  shine  — 
Tears  for  the  absent  and  the  loved 
Murmur  some  song  of  mine  ? 

Will  the  pale  youth  by  his  dim  lamp, 
Himself  a  dying  flame, 
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From  many  an  antique  scroll  beside, 
Choose  that  which  bears  my  name  ? 


Let  music  make  less  terrible 
The  silence  of  the  dead ; 

I  care  not  so  my  spirit  last 
Long  after  life  has  fled. 


¥FBKN  SHOULD  LOTBRS  BRKATHK  THBIR  VOWt 

Wh£N  should  loTers  breathe  their  vows? 

When  should  ladies  hear  them  ? 
When  the  dew  is  on  the  boughs, 

When  none  else  are  near  them; 
When  the  moon  shines  cold  and  pale, 

When  the  birds  are  sleeping, 
When  no  voice  is  on  the  gale. 

When  the  rose  is  weeping; 
When  the  stars  are  bright  on  high, 

Like  hopes  in  young  Love's  dreaming, 
And  glancing  round  the  light  clouds  fly. 

Like  soft  fears  to  shade  their  beaming. 
The  fairest  smiles  are  those  that  live 

On  the  brow  by  starlight  wreathing; 
And  the  lips  their  richest  incense  give 

When  the  sigh  is  at  midnight  breathing. 
O,  softest  is  the  cheek's  love-ray 

When  seen  by  moonlight  hours. 
Other  roses  seek  the  day, 

But  blushes  are  night  flowers. 
O,  when  the  moon  and  stars  are  bright, 

When  the  dew-drops  glisten. 
Then  their  vows  should  lovers  plight, 

Then  should  ladies  listen! 
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THE     LITTLE     SHROUD. 

She  put  him  on  a  snow-white  shroad, 

A  chaplet  on  his  head; 
And  gathered  early  primroses 

To  scatter  o'er  the  dead. 

She  laid  him  in  his  little  grave  ^ 
Twas  hard  to  lay  him  there, 

When  spring  was  putting  forth  its  flowers, 
And  every  thing  was  fair. 

She  had  lost  many  children  —  now 
The  last  of  them  was  gone ; 

And  day  and  night  she  sat  and  wept 
Beside  the  funeral  stone. 

One  midnight,  while  her  constant  tears 

Were  falling  with  the  dew, 
She  heard  a  voice,  and  lo!  her  child 

Stood  by  her  weeping  too ! 

His  shroud  was  damp,  his  face  was  wliitei 
He  said,  —  "I  cannot  sleep. 

Your  tears  have  made  my  shroud  so  wet, 
O,  mother,  do  not  weep!" 

O,  love  is  strong !  —  the  mother's  heart 
Was  filled  with  tender  fears; 

O,  love  is  strong!  —  and  for  her  child 
Her  grief  restrained  its  tears. 

One  eve  a  light  shone  round  her  bed, 
And  there  she  saw  him  stand  — 

Her  infant  in  his  little  shroud, 
A  taper  in  his  hand. 
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!  mother,  see  my  shroud  is  dry, 
And  I  can  sleep  once  more!" 
-Ajdd  beautiful  the  parting  smile 
The  little  infant  wore. 

-And  down  within  the  silent  grare 

He  laid  his  weary  head; 
^And  soon  the  early  violets 

Grew  o'er  his  grassy  bed. 

"The  mother  went  her  household  ways — 

Again  she  knelt  in  prayer, 
And  only  asked  of  Heaven  its  aid 
Her  heavy  lot  to  bear. 

EZPEG  TATION. 

She  looked  from  out  the  window 

With  long  and  asking  gaze, 
From  the  gold  clear  light  of  morning 

To  the  twilight's  purple  haze. 
Cold  and  pale  the  planets  shone. 
Still  the  girl  kept  gazing  on. 
From  her  white  and  weary  forehead 

Droopeth  the  dark  hair, 
Heavy  with  the  dews  of  evening, 

Heavier  with  her  care; 
Falling  as  the  shadows  fall. 
Till  flung  round  her  like  a  pall. 

When  from  the  carved  lattice 

First  she  leant  to  look, 
Her  bright  face  was  written 

Like  some  pleasant  book ; 
Her  warm  cheek  the  red  air  quaffed. 
And  her  eyes  looked  out  and  laughed. 
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She  IS  leaning  back  now  languid, 
And  her  cheek  is  white. 

Only  on  the  drooping  eyelash 
Glistens  tearful  light. 

Colour,  sunshine  hours  are  gone, 

Yet  the  lady  watches  on. 

Human  heart,  this  history 

Is  thy  fated  lot, 
Even  such  thy  watching, 

For  what  cometh  not 
Till  with  anxious  waiting  dull, 
Round  thee  fades  the  beautiful, 
Still  thou  seekest  on,  though  weary 

Seeking  still  in  vain : 
Daylight  deepens  into  twilight. 

What  has  been  thy  gain! 
Death  and  night  are  closing  ronnd, 
All  that  thou  hast  sought  unfound. 


THE     FORGOTTEN     ONE. 

No  shadow  rests  upon  the  place 
Where  once  thy  footsteps  roved; 

Nor  leaf,  nor  blossom,  bears  a  trace 
Of  how  thou  wert  beloved. 

The  very  night  dew  disappears 

Too  soon,  as  if  it  spread  its  tears. 

Thou  art  forgotten  !  —  thou,  whose  feet 

Were  listened  for  like  song ! 
They  used  to  call  thy  voice  so  sweet ;  — 

It  did  not  haunt  them  long. 
Thou,  with  thy  fond  and  fairy  mirth  — 
How  could  they  bear  their  lonely  hearth  ? 
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There  is  no  picture  to  recall 

Thy  glad  and  open  brow; 
No  profiled  outline  on  the  wall 

Seems  like  thy  shadow  now; 
They  have  not  even  kept  to  wear 
One  ringlet  of  thy  golden  hair. 

When  here  we  sheltered  last,  appears 

But  just  like  yesterday ; 
It  startles  me  to  think  that  years 

Since  then  are  passed  away. 
The  old  oak  tree  that  was  our  tent, 
No  leaf  seems  changed,  no  bough  seems  rent 

A  shower  in  June  — a  summer  shower, 

Drove  us  beneath  the  shade; 
A  beautiful  and  greenwood  bower 

The  spreading  branches  made, 
The  raindrops  shine  upon  the  bough, 
The  passing  rain  —  but  where  art  thou? 

But  I  forget  how  many  showers 

Have  washed  this  old  oak  tree. 
The  winter  and  the  summer  hours 

Since  I  stood  here  with  ihee : 
And  I  forget  how  chance  a  thought 
Thy  memory  to  my  heart  has  brought. 

I  talk  of  friends  who  once  have  wept. 

As  if  they  still  should  weep ; 
I  speak  of  grief  that  long  has  slept, 

As  if  it  could  not  sleep; 
I  mourn  o'er  cold  forgetfulness, 
Have  I,  myself,  forgotten  less? 
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I've  mingled  with  the  young  and  fair, 
Nor  thougnt  how  there  was  laid 

One  fair  and  young  as  any  tliere, 
In  silence  and  in  shade. 

How  could  I  see  a  sweet  mouth  shine 

With  smiles,  and  not  remember  thine  ? 

Ah!  it  is  well  we  can  forget, 

Or  who  could  linger  on 
Beneath  a  sky  whose  stars  are  set, 

On  earth  whose  flowers  are  gone  ? 
For  who  could  welcome  loved  ones  near, 
Thinking  of  those  once  far  more  dear, 

Our  early  friends,  those  of  our  youth  ? 

We  cannot  feel  again 
The  earnest  love,  the  simple  truth, 

Which  made  us  such  friends  then. 
We  grow  suspicious,  careless,  cold: 
We  love  not  as  we  loved  of  old. 

No  more  a  sweet  necessity, 
Love  must  and  will  expand, 

Loved  and  beloving  we  must  be. 
With  open  heart  and  hand. 

Which  only  ask  to  trust  and  share 

The  deep  affections  which  they  bear. 

Our  love  was  of  that  early  time; 

And  now  that  it  is  past. 
It  breathes  as  of  a  purer  clime 

Than  where  my  lot  is  cast, 
My  eyes  fill  with  their  sweetest  tears 
In  thinking  of  those  early  years. 
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]l  shocked  me  first  to  see  ihe  sun 
Shine  gitidly  o'er  thy  lomb; 

To  see  the  wild  flowers  o'er  it  run 
In  such  luxutianl  bloom. 

Now  I  feel  gltkd  ihai  they  should  keep 

A  brigbl  sweet  watch  obove  thy  sleep. 

The  heaven  whence  thy  nature  came 

Only  recalled  iia  own ; 
It  is  lliipc  tlial  now  breathes  ihy  name, 

Though  borrowing  Memory's  lone. 
I  feel  tliia  earlli  cr.uld   never  be 

The  native  home  of  one  like  ihee. 

Farewell!  the  early  dews  that  fall 

Upon  ihy  g(»sft^own  bed. 
An  like  tlie  thoughts  ihal  now  recall 

Thine  image  from  the  dead. 
A  blessing  hallow.i  thy  dark  cell  — 
I  will  not  stay  to  weep.     Farewell ! 


1  LtrT  my  home;  —  'twas  in  a  lidle  Tale, 
Sheltered  from  snow-storms  by  the  stalely  pinea; 
A  small  clear  river  wandered  quietly, 
lu  amnoth  wave*  only  cut  by  the  light  barks 
Of  fishers,  and  hut  darkened  by  the  shade 
The  willows  flung,  when  to  the  southern  wind 
They  thr«rw  their  long  green  tresses.     On  the  slope 
Were  five  or  si«  white  cottages,  whose  roofa 
Rnurhed  not  to  the  bhumiini's  height,  wbo«e  boughs 
Shook  over  Hiem  bright  showers  of  golden  bloom. 
Sweet  silence  reigned  around  :  —  no  uiher  sound 
C^c  on  iho  air,  tlian  when  the  shepherd  ntade 
85  T 


LETITIA    ELIZABETH    LANDUN. 

The  reed-pipe  rudely  musical,  or  notes 
From  the  wild  birds  or  children  in  their  play 
Sending  forth  shouts  or  laughter.    Strangers  came 
^  Rarely  or  never  near  the  lonely  place.  .  .  . 
I  went  into  Su  countries.    Years  past  by, 
But  still  that  vale  in  silent  beauty  dwelt 
Within  my  memory.    Home  I  came  at  last. 
I  stood  upon  a  mountain  height,  and  looked 
Into  the  vale  below;  and  smoke  arose, 
And  heavy  sounds ;  and  thro^  the  thick  dim  air 
Shot  blackened  turrets,  and  brick  walls,  and  roofs 
Of  the  red  tile.     I  entered  in  the  streets: 
There  were  ten  thousand  hurrying  to  and  fro ; 
And  masted  vessels  stood  upon  the  river. 
And  barges  sullied  the  once  dew-clear  stream. 
Where  were  the  willows,  where  the  cottages  ? 
I  sought  my  home ;  I  sought  and  found  a  city,*- 
Aks!  for  the  green  valley! 

SONO. 

The  dream  on  the  pillow 

That  flits  with  the  day, 
The  leaf  of  the  willow 

A  breath  wears  away; 

The  dust  on  the  blossom. 

The  spray  on  the  sea: 
Ay  —  ask  thine  own  bosom  — 

Are  emblems  of  thee. 

When  I  trust  the  dark  waters, 

And  tempests  are  near. 
List  the  blue  sea's  false  daughters, 

And  tb*nk  not  on  fear  — 
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Oh  then  I'll  believe  thee 

As  once  I  believed, 
Nor  dread  thou  'It  deceive  me 

As  thou  hast  deceived. 

When  the  rose  blooms  at  Christmas, 

I'll  trust  thee  again, 
Or  the  snow  falls  in  summer, — 

But  never  till  then! 

SONG. 

What  was  our  parting  ?  —  one  wild  kisft) 

How  wild  I  may  not  say. 
One  long  and  breathless  clasp,  and  then 

As  life  were  past  away. 

We  parted, —  ]  to  weep  o'er  all 

My  young  heart's  great  excess 
Of  passion,  you  to  dream  your  love 

Into  forgetfulness. 

Wliat  has  our  absence  been  ?  a  long 

And  dreary  while  to  me ; 
And  must  I  feel  —  I  dare  not  ask 

What  it  has  been  to  thee? 

How  shall  we  meet  on  either  side, 

With  heart  so  light  as  thine? 
On  yours  it  may  be  fond  again. 

It  will  be  cold  on  mine! 

GRESCENTIUS. 

I  LOOKED  upon  his  brow,  —  no  sign 

Of  guilt  or  fear  was  there ; 
He  stood  as  proud  by  that  death-shrine 

As  even  o'er  Despair 
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He  had  a  power;  in  his  eye 
There  was  a  quenchless  energy, 

A  spirit  that  could  dare 
The  deadliest  form  that  Death  could  take, 
And  dare  it  for  the  dariug^s  sake. 

He  stood,  the  fetters  on  his  hand, — 
He  raised  them  haughtily; 

And  had  that  grasp  been  on  the  brand 
It  could  not  wave  on  high 

With  freer  pride  than  it  waved  now. 

Around  he  looked  with  changeless  brow 
On  many  a  torture  nigh : 

The  rack,  the  chain,  the  axe,  the  wheel. 

And,  worst  of  all,  his  own  red  steel. 

I  saw  him  once  before;  he  rode 

Upon  a  coal-black  steed. 
And  tens  of  thousands  thronged  the  road 

And  hade  their  warrior  speed. 
His  helm,  his  breastplate,  were  of  gold, 
And  trraved  with  many  a  dint  that  told 

Of  many  a  soldier's  deed ; 
Tlie  Sim  shone  on  his  sparkling  mail. 
And  danced  his  snow-plume  on  the  gale. 

But  now  he  stood  chained  and  alone, 
The  headsman  by  his  side; 

The  plume,  the  helm,  the  charger,  gone  ; 
The  sword,  which  had  defied 

Tlie  mightiest,  lay  broken  near; 

And  yet  no  sign  or  sound  of  foar 
Came  from  that  lip  of  pride, 

And  never  king  or  conqueror's  brow 

Wore  higher  look  than  his  did  now. 


He  benl  beneaili  llie  headsmairs  Btroke 

With  so  uncoveied  eye; 
A  wild  shout  Trom  llie  Duinbers  broke 

Who  thronged  lo  see  him  die. 
It  was  a  people's  loud  accltum, 
The  voice  of  anger  and  of  shame, 

A  nalioii''s  funeral  cry, 
Rome's  wul  above  her  only  son, 
Her  patriot,  and  her  latest  one. 


It  is  a  fearful  stake  the  poet  casta, 
When  he  comes  forth  from  his  sweet  solitude 
Of  hopes,  and  songs,  and  visionary  ihings, 
To  ask  the  iron  verdict  of  the  world. 
Till  then  his  home  has  heen  in  fairyland, 
Hieltered  in  the  sweet  depths  of  his  own  heart; 
But  the  strong  need  of  praise  impels  him  forth  ; 
For  never  was  there  poet  but  he  craved 
That  golden  sunshine  of  secure  renown, 
That  sympaihy  which  is  the  life  of  fame. 
Il  is  full  dearly  bought :  henceforth  he  lives 
Feverish  antJ  anxious,  in  an  imkind  world. 
That  only  gives  the  laurel  to  the  grave. 


F«w  know  of  life's  beginnbgs  —  men  behold 
The  goal  achieved;  —  ilie  warrior,  when  his  sword 
Plaahrs  reil  triumph  in  the  noonday  sun ; 
The  poet,  when  his  lyre  hangs  on  the  palm  ; 
The  natefiman,  when  tlie  crowd  prorlaim  his  voice^ 
And  mould  opinion,  on  his  gii^etl  tongue : 
They  coum  not  life's  first  steps,  (md  never  think 
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Upon  the  many  miserable  hours 
When  hope  deferred  was  sickness  to  the  heart. 
They  reckon  not  the  battle  and  the  march, 
The  long  privations  of  a  wasted  youth; 
They  never  see  the  banner  till  unfurled. 
What  are  to  them  the  solitary  nights 
Past  pale  and  anxious  by  the  sickly  lamp. 
Till  the  young  poet  wins  the  world  at  last 
To  listen  to  the  music  long  his  own  ? 
The  crowd  attend  the  statesman's  fiery  mind 
That  makes  their  destiny ;  but  they  do  not  trace 
Its  struggle,  or  its  long  expectancy. 
Hard  are  life's  early  steps ;  and,  but  that  youth 
Is  buoyant,  confident,  and  strong  in  hope, 
Men  would  behold  its  threshold,  and  despair. 

THE     FLOATING     BEACON. 

Why  art  thou  thus,  thou  lonely  bark, 

The  last  on  the  darkling  sea  ? 
Why  are  thy  sails  to  the  night-wind  spread, 

And  why  shines  that  light  on  thee  ? 

Why  art  thou  here,  thou  lonely  bark. 
When  the  other  ships  are  gone  ? 

I  deemed  thee  away,  with  those  to-day; 
But  still  thou  art  sailing  alone. 

There  came  a  voice  from  the  lonely  bark. 
Or  mine  own  thoughts  answered  to  me  : 

Spread  is  my  sail  to  the  midnight  gale. 
And  my  light  shines  lone  on  the  sea ; 

For  my  watch  is  by  the  shoal  and  the  sand^ 
And  the  rock  that  is  hidden  by  night, 

And  many  a  mariner  kneels  at  home. 
And  blesses  the  beacon  light. 
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Is  not  my  light  like  that  holier  light 

That  heaven  sheds  over  lifers  path, 
Thought  not  of,  prized  not  in  stillness  and  shine, 

But  welcomed  in  darkness  and  wrath! 


CHANGE. 

And  this  is  what  is  left  of  youth !     .     .     • 

There  were  two  boys,  who  were  bred  up  together. 

Shared  the  same  bed,  and  fed  at  the  same  board ; 

Each  tried  the  other's  sport,  from  their  first  chase, 

Young  hunters  of  the  butterfly  and  bee. 

To  when  they  followed  the  fleet  hare,  and  tried 

The  swiftness  of  the  bird.     They  lay  beside 

The  silver  trout  stream,  watching  as  the  sun 

Played  on  the  bubbles :  shared  each  in  the  store 

Of  cither's  garden :  and  together  read 

Of  him  the  master  of  the  desert  isle, 

Till  a  low  hut,  a  gun,  and  a  canoe. 

Bounded  their  wishes.     Or  if  ever  came 

A  thought  of  future  days,  't  was  but  to  say 

That  they  would  share  each  other's  lot,  and  do 

Wonders,  no  doubt.     But  this  was  vain  :  they  parted 

With  promises  of  long  remembrance,  words 

Whose  kindness  was  the  heart's,  and  those  warm  tears, 

Hidden  like  shame  by  the  young  eyes  which  shed  them, 

But  which  are  thought  upon  in  after  years 

As  what  we  would  give  worlds  to  shed  once  more. 

They  met  again,  —  but  different  from  themselves, 
At  least  what  each. remembered  of  themselves: 
The  one  proud  as  a  soldier  of  his  rank. 
And  of  his  many  battles  :  and  tlie  other 
Proud  of  his  Indian  wealth,  and  of  the  skilf 
And  toil  which  gathered  it ;  each  with  a  brow 
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And  heart  alike  darkened  by  years  and  care. 

They  met  with  cold  words,  and  yet  colder  looks : 

Each  was  changed  in  himself,  and  yet  each  thought 

The  otlier  only  changed,  himself  the  same. 

And  coldness  bred  dislike,  and  rivalry 

Came  like  the  pestilence  o^er  some  sweet  thoughts 

That  lingered  yet,  healthy  and  beautiful. 

Amid  dark  and  unkindly  ones.     And  they, 

Whose  boyhood  had  not  known  one  jarring  word. 

Were  strangers  in  their  age :  if  their  eyes  met, 

'T  was  but  to  look  contempt,  and  when  they  spokei 

Their  speech  was  wormwood!    .... 

•    .    .    .    And  this,  this  is  life! 

THE     SNOWDROF. 

Thou  beautiful  new  comer, 

With  while  and  maiden  brow; 
Thou  fairy  gift  from  summer, 

Why  art  thou  blooming  now  ? 
This  dim  and  sheltered  alley 

Is  dark  with  winter  green ; 
Not  such  as  in  the  valley 

At  sweet  spring  time  is  seen. 

The  lime  tree's  lender  yellow, 

The  aspen's  silvery  sheen, 
With  mingling  colours  mellow 

The  universal  green. 
Now  solemn  yews  are  bending 

'Mid  gloomy  fires  around ; 
And  in  long  dark  wreaths  descending, 

The  ivy  sweeps  the  ground. 

No  sweet  companion  pledges 
Thy  health  as  dewdrops  pass; 
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No  rose  is  on  the  hedges, 

No  violet  in  the  grass. 
Thou  art  watching,  and  thou  only 

Above  the  earth^s  snow  tomb, 
Thus  lovely,  and  thus  lonely, 

I  bless  thee  for  thy  bloom. 

Though  the  singing  rill  be  frozen. 

While  the  wind  forsakes  the  west, 
Though  the  singing  birds  have  chosen 

Some  lone  and  silent  rest; 
Like  thee,  one  sweet  thought  lingers 

In  a  heart  else  cold  and  dead. 
Though  the  summer's  flowers,  and  singers, 

And  sunshine,  long  hath  fled : 

^Tis  the  love  for  long  years  cherished. 

Yet  lingering,  lorn,  and  lone ; 
Though  its  lovelier  lights  have  perished. 

And  its  earlier  hopes  are  flown. 
Though  a  weary  world  hath  bound  it. 

With  many  a  heavy  thrall, 
And  the  cold  and  changed  surround  it. 

It  blossometh  o'er  all. 


THE     widow's     mite. 

It  is  the  fruit  of  waking  hours 

When  others  are  asleep, 
When  moaning  round  the  low-thatched  roof 

The  winds  of  winter  creep. 

It  is  the  fruit  of  summer  days 

Passed,  in  a  gloomy  room, 
When  others  are  abroad  to  taste 

The  pleasant  morning  bloom. 
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Tis  given  from  a  scanty  store, 
And  missed  while  it  is  given; 

Tis  given — for  the  chums  of  earth 
Are  less  than  those  of  heaven. 


Few  save  the  poor  feel  for  the  poor; 

The  rich  know  not  how  hard 
It  is  to  he  of  needful  food 

And  needful  rest  debarred. 

Their  paths  are  paths  of  plenteonsness; 

They  sleep  on  silk  and  down, 
And  never  think  how  heavily 

The  weary  head  lies  down. 

They  know  not  of  the  scanty  meal 
With  small  pale  faces  round; 

No  fire  upon  the  cold,  damp  hearth, 
When  snow  is  ou  the  groimd. 

They  never  by  their  window  sit, 

And  see  the  gay  pass  by; 
Yet  take  their  weary  work  again* 

Though  with  a  mournful  eye. 

The  rich,  they  give  — they  miss  it  not«- 

A  blessing  cannot  be 
Like  that  which  rests,  thou  widowed  one, 

Upon  thy  gift  and  theef 
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LAST    VERSES    OF    L.    E.    L. 

IV  AllXJnoa  TO  THK  folk  star,   DUKIKQ   her  TOTAOR  to  AFRICA. 

A  STAR  has  left  the  kindling  sky-^ 

A  lovely  northern  light; 
How  many  planets  are  on  high! 

But  that  has  left  the  night. 

I  miss  its  bright  familiar  face, 

It  was  a  friend  to  me; 
Associate  with  my  native  place. 

And  those  beyond  the  sea. 

It  rose  upon  our  English  sky, 
Shone  o^er  our  English  land, 

And  brought  back  many  a  loving  eye, 
And  many  a  gentle  hand. 

It  seemed  to  answer  to  my  thought, 

It  called  the  past  to  mind, 
And  with  its  welcome  presence  brought 

All  I  had  left  behind. 

• 

The  voyage  it  lights  no  longer,  ends 

Soon  on  a  foreign  shore; 
How  can  I  but  recall  the  friends 

That  I  may  see  no  more  ? 

Fresh  from  the  pain  it  was  to  part— 
How  could  1  bear  the  pain  ? 

Yet  strong  the  omen  in  my  heart 
That  says  —  We  meet  again. 
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Meet  with  a  deeper,  dearer  love; 

For  absence  shows  the  worth 
Of  all  from  which  we  then  remoye. 

Friends,  home,  and  native  earth. 

Thou  lovely  polar  star,  mine  eyes 
Still  turned  the  first  on  thee 

Till  I  have  felt  a  sad  surprise, 
That  none  looked  up  with  me. 

But  thou  hast  sunk  upon  the  wave. 
Thy  radiant  place  unknown ; 

I  seem  to  stand  beside  a  grave, 
And  stand  by  it  alone. 

Farewell !  ah,  would  to  me  were  given 
A  power  upon  thy  light! 

What  words  upon  our  English  heaven 
Thy  loving  rays  should  write! 

Kind  messages  of  love  and  hope 
Upon  thy  rays  should  be; 

Thy  shining  orbit  should  have  scope 
Scarcely  enough  for  me. 

Oh,  fancy  vain,  as  it  is  fond, 

And  little  needed  too; 
My  friends !  I  need  not  look  beyond 

My  heart  to  look  for  you. 


LADY  FLORA  HASTINGS 


-^J^SBr  daughter  of  Fnncis,   Mnnjuis    of   Hnatin^   born   1806. 

'"^  esfl;  life  she  waa  deToted  W  eluily,  many  of  her  pieces  showing 

**'tD«ie  firniiliarily  with  ancient  ami  modem  InnguageH.     She  was 

^Bt«d  Lid;  of  the  Bedchnmber  to  tlie  Duchece  of  Eeat,  and  while 

"*)•  atatioa  no  eoinr^inent  of  her  livt^r  excited  rash  suspicions  of 

'vmoe.fo  which  the  virgin  heireu  to  the  throne  of  EnglamJ,  keenly 

~         for  the  chancier  of  her  court,  and  mialed  by  Sir  Janieg  Clark's 

misjudgment  uf  the  case,  unhappily  tiHtened.     The  deeply- 

*Jurol  lady,  eminent  for  beauty,  accompliehment,  talents  and  piety, 

'''^Kd  but  for  a  brief  «easnn  in  the  public  estimation,  and  died,  amidst 

'""nikl  exprmaions  of  sympathy  and  mournful  ceteem.at  Buckingham 

^^Wce.  July  5th,  1839,     Her  poems,  collected  by  herself,  were  pub- 

^'^  after  her  denlh  by  her  affectionate  sister.     They  are  sweet  and 

auwUtuiing  tfom  the  purity  and  holiness  of  their  sentiments  a 

redilation  of  the  cruel  calumnies  which  ahadowed  the  close 

of  her  ucellent  life. 


When  first  1  met  thee,  on  thy  brow 

The  light  of  fency  plnyed, 

And  brightly  beamed  the  eyes  which  i|i 

Those  downcast  lashes  shaJe. 

Thou  moveUst  an  airy  fona  of  light, 

A  lhin|[  almost  divine; 

I  might  not  dim  thy  fortunes  bright 

Bv  love  go  sad  as  mine. 
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For  I  had  seen  the  dreams  depart 

Which  once  illusion  shed; 

Had  known  the  chillness  of  the  heart 

When  youth's  gay  charm  is  fled. 

Thou  wert  so  blest,  thou  couldst  not  share 

The  darkness  of  my  doom; 

Thou  wert  a  flower  too  sweet,  too  rare, 

To  cheer  the  desert's  gloom. 

But  years  are  past,  and  thou  hast  known 
Youth's  noon-dreams  fade  away; 
The  light  of  cloudless  mirth  is  flown^ 
And  rapture's  fleeting  ray. 
Chastened  and  calm  the  hope  appears 
That  gilds  thy  placid  brow; 
Sweet  sister!  in  this  vale  of  tears, 
I  dare  to  love  thee  now 

I  T  ALT. 

Oh  !  name  it  not,  there  is  a  spell 
Around  its  memory  clinging, 
To  which  F  would  not  bid  farewell 
For  all  the  future's  bringing. 

The  skies  of  radiant  Italy ! 

Oh  I  they  are  deeply  blue ; 

And  nothing  save  their  kindred  waves 

Can  match  their  sapphire  hue. 

No  little  clouds  e'er  flit  across, 

To  dim  their  heavenly  light; 

Would  that  my  soul  were  pure  as  they, 

As  spotless  and  as  bright! 

The  gales  of  balmy  Italy! 
Ohf  as  they  fleet  along, 
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They  bear  upon  their  downy  wings 
The  treasured  wealth  of  song. 
They  linger  through  the  blooming  scenes 
Where  once  my  footsteps  roved; 
And  they  are  free,  though  1  am  not, 
To  kiss  the  flowers  I  loved 

The  songs  of  tuneful  Italy ! 
They  wake  within  the  heart 
Those  visions  of  the  olden  time, 
Which  will  not  thence  depart 
And  freedom,  love,  and  honour  bright, 
Rise  from  the  dust  again. 
Would  that  my  feeble  lyre  could  wake 
The  spirit-stirring  strain! 

The  flowers  of  sunny  Italy ! 

Oh !  blissful  is  their  doom ; 

A  brief,  bright  space  to  bloom,  then  sink 

Untrodden  to  the  tomb. 

Still  breathing  fragrance  as  they  droop 

Beneath  the  golden  ray; 

Oh  thus  were  H  mine  to  sigh  my  soul 

In  ecstasy  away! 

The  tombs  of  holy  Italy ! 

The  earth  where  heroes  trod; 

Where  sainted  martyrs  glorified 

In  death  th'  Incarnate  God! 

Where  all  is  bright,  and  pure,  and  calm. 

On  earth,  in  air,  and  sea. 

O  Italy !  amongst  thy  tombs. 

Hast  thou  not  one  for  me  ? 
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TBK  iwAK   soira. 

Orievi  not  that  I  die  youDg.  —  la  it  not  well 
To  pass  away  ere  life  halh  lost  its  brighlnrsa  i 
Bind  me  no  longer,  sister?)  with  the  spell 
Of  love  and  your  kind  words.     List  ye  to  me : 
Here  I  am  blessed  —  but  1  would  be  more  free; 
1  would  go  forth  in  all  my  apirit^a  lightness. 
Let  me  depart ! 

Ah  !  who  would  linger  till  bright  eyes  grow  dimt 
Kiiid  voices  mule,  and  faithful  bosoms  cold  ? 
Till  carking  care,  and  coil,  and  anguish  grim, 
Cast  their  dark  shadows  o'er  this  faery  world; 
Till  fancy's  many-coloured  wings  are  furled, 
And  all,  save  the  proud  spirit,  waxcih  old  } 
I  would  depart! 


Thus  would  I  pass  away  —  yielding  my  soul 
A  joyous  [hank -<'ffe ring  to  Him  who  gave 
That  soul  to  be,  tlinse  starry  orbs  to  roll. 
Thus  —  thus  cxultingly  would  I  depart. 
Song  on  my  lips,  ecstasy  in  my  hcarL 
Sisters  —  sweet  sisters,  bear  me  to  my  grave  — 
Let  me  depsri! 


MARY-ANNE  BROWNE, 


(MRS.  ORAY,) 


*    tfce 


horn  ia  1SL2,  at  Maiilen  Heid,  Berkshire.  Sbe  published  aa 
*«l!4Z7b?r  Mount  HiaiK,ailS2;i  Adit,and  in  ItfJ^  Jteprntanee ; 
'Vom/.  IWMi  Birih-Day  Gift.  l-iSe;  Ignalia,  1838;  besidea 
ouller  pieces,  puriiciiWIy  a  series  of  poera.'*  andaajjcul  nibjeclB, 
Dobtiri  [JuiverBiljr  Ma^zine.  Her  father  removing  to  Lirer- 
•fcoot  1S30.  tbe  enjoyed  the  advantage  of  Mr.  Bobc(«'s  literary 
^ip,  tod  lubsequenlly  that  of  the  Rev.  Hugh  M'Neile,  at  whose 
eUm  tXie  published  in  I&IU  t,  small  volume  of  Sacreil  Poetry.  In 
1  Ae  wu  morrinl  to  an  estimable  Scotch  gentleman  of  literary 
\Sb.  June*  Gray,  a  lavourite  nephew  of  the  EUrick  Shepherd, 
^icd  at  Cork,  iu  1S44.  Miss  Browne's  poetry,  though  not  of  a 
*  odder,  is  characteriied  by  pure  lA^te,  juitl  sentiment,  a  strong 
■  (br  eluucal  examples,  and  an  unaflecled  picly  which  woo  for 
Ihevana  esteem  of  all  who  knew  her  in  domestic  life. 


TH£     roftOOTTEH. 

TasT  have  forgoilen  tliee  —  and  yet 
How  beautiful  wen  thou! 

The  light  of  holiness  seetned  set 
Upon  thy  lovely  brow ; 

And  ever,  'neath  thy  soft  dark  eye, 

AAction'8  fountain  seemed  to  lie. 


They  saw  thee  failing  in  thy  youth, 
And  shrunk  with  mournful  feara, 

Dreading  to  look  upon  the  truth, 
Thinking  thereon  with  tears. 

Hoping,  when  hope  wa^  wild  and  raini 

— lA  sad   relief  from   present  pain. 
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I  Stood  with  them  beside  the  bed. 
Where  lay  thy  mortal  frame, 

And  oh!  what  bitter  tears  we  shed 
Murmuring  thy  sainted  name, 

Linked  to  expressions  fond  and  dear 

Which  thou  in  life  hadst  loved  to  hearf 

Tes,  in  that  chamber^s  solemn  gloom, 
What  idle  vows  were  made! 

Methought  their  anguish  for  thy  doom 
Could  never  more  be  staid. 

It  seemed  as  if  all  happy  glee 

Had  from  their  dwelling  passed  with  thee 

But  this  is  changed  —  a  few  short  years 
And  thou  art  with  the  past; 

Thy  name  unseals  no  source  of  tears, 
And  scarce  a  shade  is  cast 

When  thou  art  mentioned,  by  some  chance. 

On  the  light  tone  or  mirthful  glance. 

They  used  to  go  as  pDirrims  oft 
To  weep  beside  thy  grave  — 

Now  may  the  summer  dews  fall  soft, 
Or  wintry  tempests  rave. 

Yet  no  familiar  fool  hath  pressed 

The  turf  of  thy  lone  place  of  rest 

They  would  not  ottm  thy  lessened  power, 

And  yet  —  a  fallen  star  — 
A  perished  bird  —  a  last  year's  flower, 

As  much  remembered  are ; 
Even  he,  whose  heart  seemed  wholly  thine, 
Is  kneeling  at  another's  shrine.  * 
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I  look  upon  the  silken  hair 

I  treasure  for  thy  sake  — 
And  wonder  others  do  not  share 

The  thoughts  it  can  awake; 
Strange  that  I  keep  thy  mem'ry  yet, 
When  nearer  friends  can  so  forget. 


IHB     WAS     NOT    MADE     FOR    HAPPINESS. 

She  was  not  made  for  happiness;  her  eyes 

Were  all  too  soft  and  deep, 
Shade  'midst  their  radiance  —  as  in  lovely  skies 

Of  April  when  they  weep. 
Tet  when  she  spake  with  earnest  eloquence, 

The  soul  beneath  them  burned 
As  if  her  thoughts  concentred  and  intense, 

Them  into  stars  had  turned. 

She  was  not  made  for  happiness;  her  brow 

Had  lines  of  early  thought. 
Traced  e'en  in  childhood's  sunny  time,  and  now 

Still  daily  deeper  wrought. 
And  her  sweet  lips !  they  were  not  chiselled  forms, 

Such  as  the  sculptor  knows, 
The  quivering  smile,  that  saddens  while  it  warms, 

Hung  o'er  their  rose. 

She  was  not  made  for  happiness ;  too  much 

She  felt  for  others'  woe, 
What  to  another's  heart  was  but  a  touch. 

Hers  felt  a  cruel  blow. 
No  tale  of  suffering,  sorrow,  or  disease. 

But  found  an  echo  there  — 
A  wounded  bird — a  broken  flower  —  e'en  these 

Her  sympathy  might  share. 
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She  was  not  made  for  happiness ;  and  yet 

Too  much  of  ours  she  made. 
With  what  unmingled  anguish  and  regret 

We  saw  her  droop  and  fade! 
Sufiering  had  seemed  her  birthright  dower, 

Tears  of  sad  pain  went  o'er, 
And  yet  we  loved  our  frail  and  feeble  flower 

Even  for  this  the  more. 

But  standing  by  her  dying  bed,  we  felt 

A  better  prospect  dawn; 
A  mist  around  her  spirit  seemed  to  melt, 

A  curtain  seemed  withdrawn. 
Bright  happy  glances  from  her  eyes  were  sent 

Up  through  the  summer  sky  — 
Ah !  now  slie  knew  her  own  true  element, 

The  belter  world  on  high. 

And  hopefully  she  spake,  and  happily 

Of  communings  with  God  — 
Of  light  and  glory,  that  we  could  not  see, 

Upon  the  path  she  trod. 
A  setting  sunbeam  from  her  cloudy  lot 

At  length  broke  brightly  forth  — 
Oh!  she  was  made  for  happiness  —  but  not 

The  happiness  of  earth. 


THE      SKY. 

Fair  sky  !  what  hast  thou  in  the  time  of  spring  } 

Birds,  borne  along  on  the  joyous  wing; 

Feathery  clouds  and  fleeting  showers; 

Odours,  breathed  up  from  the  fresh-blown  flowers  • 

Echoes  of  voices  and  song  on  earth. 

Of  the  child's  light  laugh,  and  the  peasant's  mirth ; 
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Blue  gleams,  bright  from  the  sun-ray ^s  kiss, 
And  trembling  as  if  from  excess  of  bliss. 

And  what  is  thine  in  the  summer^s  eve* 
When  the  full  bright  sun  hath  taken  his  leave  ? 
Clouds,  that  are  rich  as  young  Hope's  dreams,  — 
Rainbow  colouring,  and  amber  beams; 
Flushes  of  crimson  glory,  growing, 
Like  a  maiden's  blush  more  intensely  glowing 
Beneath  the  ardent  gazer's  view ; 
Purple  twilight,  and  fragrant  dew. 

What  hast  thou  in  the  depth  of  night  ? 
Grandeur  and  beauty,  and  calm  moonlight ; 
Stars,  bright  stars,  on  their  thrones  on  high ; 
Making  their  voiceless  melody. 
Prayers,  sent  up  from  the  sleepless  bed ; 
Sounds  of  ttie  weary  sentinel's  tread; 
Murmurs  of  forests,  by  light  winds  stirred, 
And  sweet,  sweet  music,  from  night's  own  bird. 

What  is  below  thee  ?     A  land  of  sin. 

Where  sorrow  and  death  have  entered  in ; 

Where  tears  have  darkened  the  brightest  eyes, 

And  the  rosiest  lip  breathes  forth  sad  sighs ; 

Where  the  sunny  curls  blanch  with  the  hand  of  time, 

And  the  purest  spirits  are  tinged  with  crime; 

Where  the  flowers,  and  the  trees,  and  the  birds  must  die ; 

And  all  things  tell  of  mortality. 

What  is  beyond  thee  ?     A  world  where  the  power 
Of  time  cannot  wither  a  single  flower; 
Where  the  earthly  stains  of  our  human  clay, 
Ir  the  streams  of  mercy  are  washed  away ; 
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Where  there  comes  not  a  shade  o^er  the  tranquil  hrow; 
Where  the  voice  never  sounds  in  one  tone  of  woe. 
Fair  sky !  we  forget  half  our  sorrow  and  care, 
When  we  gaze  upon  thee,  and  think —  heaven  is  there! 


THT    WILL    BE    DONB. 

It  is  a  short  and  simple  prayer; 

But  'tis  the  Christian's  stay, 
Through  every  varied  scene  of  care, 

Until  his  dying  day. 
As  through  the  wilderness  of  life. 

Calmly  he  wanders  on, 
His  prayer  in  every  time  of  strife 

Is  still  "Thy  will  be  done!" 

When  in  his  happy  infant  years 

He  treads  'midst  thornless  flowers ; 
When  pass  away  his  smiles  and  tears 

Like  April  suns  and  showers : 
Then,  kneeling  by  its  parents'  hearth, 

Play-tired,  at  set  of  sun, 
What  is  the  prayer  he  murmurs  forth  ? 

—  "  Father !  —  thy  will  be  done." 

When  the  bright  summer  sky  of  time. 

Cloudless,  is  o'er  him  spread ; 
When  love's  bright  wreath  is  in  its  prime 

With  not  one  blossom  dead : 
Whilst  o'er  his  hopes,  and  prospects  fair. 

No  mist  of  woe  hath  gone; 
Still,  he  repeats  the  first  taught  prayer  — 

"  Father,  thy  will  be  done  f" 
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But  when  hi»  sun  no  longer  beams. 

And  love's  sweet  flowers  ilerny ; 
When  nil  hope's  rainbow- coloured  dreamt 

Are  sadly  wept  away ; 
A*  a  flower  bent  beneath  the  storm 

Still  fragrantly  lircathes  on ; 
So  wlien  dark  clouds  life's  heaven  deform, 

He  prays,— "Tby  will  be  done!" 

And  when  the  winter  of  his  age 

Sheds  o'er  his  locks  its  snows; 
When  he  can  feel  his  pilgrimage 

Fo9t  drawing  to  a  close : 
Then,  as   lie  tinds  his  strength  decline, 

This  is  his  prayer  nlone; 
•'To  thee  my  spirit  1  resign  — 

Father!  thy  will  be  dcme!" 


CHARLOTTE    ELIZABETH, 
(MiiS.  TnNNA.) 

_  ^^**  ratuiniiKH»  writer,  wlia*e  pruse  works  liave  hud  ao  extraordj- 
&  '  >itB  of  populiritf  smun^  tliat  riass  uf  religious  persons  known  ■■ 
_^^lle»I,  wmte  msny  brief  pneticnl  pieces  which  were  inspired  by 
n  or  devotion.  They  partake  of  the  clwncteristiCB  exhibited  in 
<XlMir  writingiv  and  luve  tbu  merits  of  emoothness  and  ease.  She 
[D  ham  set  little  stnre  by  her  poeticiLl  pieces,  seldom  retaining 
^Vto  of  liiem  tn  her  pusBeaaion ;  and  it  was  not  without  difficulty  that 
"**  Kallwed  leaves  uiseribed  by  her  pen  between  tbe  years  1817  and 
'^K,  were  cotloclod  fiir  publication  after  her  decease.  In  1S4I  she 
*W  marrioi^  l«  Lucius  H-  Juteplj  Tunna.  a  gentleman  of  suniB  literary 
F'tifnuNis  much  ^"'"'SBr  than  heriielf,  wbu  eeems  to  have  cherished 

knrbcr  a  sincere  affMliim.  For  many  years  nflwr  life  she  wo*  affiicted 
vilh  deaftieas,  which  made  lier  seek  with  crrater  seat  the  sohwe  of 
ibamrjp  amipatiuo.    Shi  died  12(h  of  July.  1846. 
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TOGETHER     AND     ALONE. 

Oh  sweet  it  is,  through  life's  dark  way^ 

In  Christian  fellowship  to  move, 
Illumed  by  one  unclouded  ray, 

And  one  in  faith,  in  hope,  in  love. 
Sweet  is  the  ever  beaming  face 

Of  friendship  long  and  freely  known, 
As  in  the  mirror's  orb  to  trace 

Each  fleeting  thought  that  marks  our  own. 

But  bid  the  severed  pilgrim  wend 

Lonely  along  his  chequered  road, 
Remove  the  hand  was  wont  to  tend 

His  faltering  steps  and  share  his  load. 
Triumphantly  his  soul  can  rise 

Above  the  fate  that  calls  to  part, 
It  cannot  rend  tlie  sacred  ties 

Entwined  around  that  kindred  heart. 

Oh !  glorious  privilege  to  feel, 

When  sev'ring  oceans  roll  between. 
Before  one  radiant  throne  they  kneel, 

And  mingle  in  a  world  unseen! 
Spuming  the  reign  of  time  and  space. 

To  one  bright  dwelling  they  repair. 
Soar  to  the  spirit's  resting-place, 

And  pierce  the  veil,  and  anchor  there. 

STANZAS. 

How  beautiful,  how  bright, 

Through  the  soft  gloom  of  night. 
Yon  zone  of  lamps,  girdling  the  river's  pride  I 

With  many  a  varied  dye 

They  flash  upon  the  eye, 
And  glance  reflected  from  the  sparkling  tide. 
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Yet  from  this  darksome  earth 

They  date  their  unblest  birth, 
And  glow  with  but  a  base  terrestrial  fire ; 

Beneath  the  comiog  day 

They  sicken  and  decay, 
And  quenched  in  sunbeams  unobserved  expire. 

But,  lo!  upon  the  stream 

Descends  a  living  beam, 
And  gently  spreads  a  pale,  calm,  solemn  ray, 

Nocturnal  waitch  to  keep. 

O'er  those  who  plough  the  deep. 
Then  blush  and  brighten  into  sunny  day. 

]n  silver  mantle  clad 

The  little  waves  seem  glad. 
And  blithely  ripple,  murmuring  their  delight ; 

Tall  ships  with  swelling  sail. 

And  the  weak  shallop,  hail 
Their  guide,  and  scorn  the  perils  of  the  night. 

Be  mine  the  calm  light  given 

From  the  high  courts  of  heaven. 
Then  earth's  gay  flames  may  glitter  or  may  die ; 

I  reck  not  of  her  toys. 

Vain  hopes  and  empty  joys, 
But  bathe  me  in  thy  beams,  O  blest  eternity. 

THE     mariner's     MIDNIGHT    HTMIC. 

O  THOU,  who  didst  prepare 

The  ocean's  cavemed  cell. 
And  lead  the  gath'ring  waters  there 

To  meet  and  dwell: 
Tossed  in  our  reeling  bark. 

On  this  tumultuous  sea, 

Thy  wondrous  ways,  O  Lord,  we  mark^ 

And  sing  to  thee. 
87      * 
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How  terrible  art  thou, 

In  all  thy  wonders  shown^ 
Though  veiled  is  that  eternal  brow, 

Thy  steps  unki^own. 
Invisible  to  sight, 

But,  oh!  to  faith  how  near; 
Beneath  the  gloomiest  cloud  of  night 
Thou  beamest  here. 

Borne  on  the  darkening  wave 
In  measured  sweep  we  go, 
Nor  dread  th'  unfathomable  grave 

That  yawns  below; 
For  He  is  nigh  who  trod 

Amid  that  foaming  spray, 
Whose  billows  owned  th'  incarnate  God, 
And  died  away. 

Let  slumber's  balmy  seal 

Imprint  our  tranquil  eyes, 
Though  deep  beneath  the  waters  steal, 

And  circling  rise. 
Though  swells  the  confluent  tide 

And  beetles  far  above, —  ^ 
We  know  in  whom  our  souls  confide 
With  fearless  love. 

Snatched  from  a  darker  deep, 
And  waves  of  wilder  foam. 
Thou,  Lord,  those  trusting  souls  wilt  keep, 

And  waft  them  home; 
Home,  where  no  tempests  sound. 

Nor  angry  waters  roar. 
Nor  troublous  billows  heave  around 
The  peaceful  shore. 


MBS.  AMELIA  OPIE. 

HxE  maideu  name  was  Alderlow.  She  married  early  John  Opie 
(altered  from  Hoppy),  the  eminent  historical  and  portrait  paintei,  who 
Micceeded  Fuseli  as  lecturer  to  the  Institution,  was  Professor  of  Paint- 
ing in  the  Royal  Academy,  and  died  1807.  Mrs.  Opie  began  her  lite- 
rary career  in  1801  with  the  publication  of  a  domestic  tale,  The  Fa- 
ther and  Daughter^  which  was  followed  by  a  number  of  others,  making 
in  all  nineteen  volumes  of  pathetic  stories,  too  well  known  to  need  our 
comments.  About  the  year  1820,  she  became,  in  remarkable  contrast 
to  her  former  habits  as  a  writer  of  romanced  and  the  wife  and  biogra- 
pher of  an  artist,  a  member  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  and  signalized 
her  new  faith  by  her  lUustratwns  of  Lying,  Though  now  seldom 
spoken  of  as  a  poetical  writer,  Mrs.  Opie  published  as  early  as  1802  a 
▼olame  of  Miscellaneous  Poems^  and  some  of  her  songs  were  great 
&vourites  at  the  time  when  the  harpsichord  had  just  yielded  to  the 
puma  In  later  years  a  vohime  of  serious  poems  and  a  number  of  scat- 
tered pieces  from  her  pen  have  appeared. 

Miss  Sedgwick  (^Letters  from  Abroad^  1841)  says :  **  I  owed  Mrs. 
Opie  a  grudge  for  having  made  me  in  my  youth  cry  my  eyes  out  over 
her  stories ;  but  her  fair,  cbeerfiil  face  forced  me  to  forget  it  She  long 
ago  forswore  the  world  and  its  vanities,  and  adopted  the  Quaker  faith 
and  costume;  but  I  fancied  that  her  elaborate  simplicity,  and  the 
&8hionable  little  train  tocher  pretty  satin  gown,  indicated  how  much 
easier  it  is  to  adopt  a  theory  than  to  change  one's  habits." 

SON  G. 

Go,  youth  beloved,  to  distant  glades, 

New  friends,  new  hopes,  new  joys  to  find ; 

Yet  sometimes  deign,  midst  fairer  maids. 
To  think  on  her  thou  leavest  behind. 

Thy  love,  thy  fate,  dear  youth,  to  share. 
Must  never  be  my  happy  lot; 

Brt  thou  mayest  grant  this  humble  prayer. 
Forget  me  not,  Forget  me  not! 

(3M) 
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Yet  should  the  thought  of  my  distress 
Too  painful  to  thy  feelings  be, 

Heed  not  the  wish  I  now  express, 
Nor  ever  deign  to  think  of  me. 

But  oh !  if  grief  thy  steps  attend, 
If  want,  or  sickness  be  thy  lot, 

And  thou  require  a  soothing  friend, 

Forget  me  not,  Forget  me  not! 

SONO. 

I  KNOW  you  false,  I  know  you  vain, 
Yet  still  I  cannot  break  my  chain; 
Though  with  those  lips  so  sweetly  smiling. 
Those  eyes  so  bright  and  so  beguiling, 
On  every  youth  by  turns  you  smile. 
And  every  youth  by  turns  beguile. 
Yet  still  enchant  and  still  deceive  me, 
Do  all  things,  fatal  fair,  but  leave  me. 

Still  let  me  in  those  sparkling  eyes 

Trace  all  your  feelings  as  they  rise ; 

Still  from  those  lips  in  crimson  swelling 

Which  seem  of  soft  delights  the  dwelling, 

Catch  tones  of  sweetness  which  the  soul 

In  fetters  ever  need  control  — 

Nor  let  my  starts  of  passion  grieve  thee, 

'T  were  death  to  stay,  't  were  death  to  leave  thee. 

ADDRESS     TO     A     DYLXG     PRIEND. 

There  is  light  on  the  hills,  and  the  valley  is  past! 

Ascend,  happy  pilgrim !  thy  labours  are  o'er ! 
The  sunshine  of  heaven  around  thee  is  cast. 

And  thy  weak  doubting  footsteps  c^n  falter  no  more. 
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On,  Pilgrim,  that  hill  richly  circled  with  rays 
Is  Zion  f  Lo,  there  is  ''  the  city  of  saints  !'^ 

And  the  beauties,  the  glories,  that  region  displays. 
Inspiration's  own  language  imperfectly  paints. 

But  the  ^  gate  of  one  pearP'  to  thee  opened  shall  be, 
And  thou  all  its  beauties  and  glories  behold : 

The  Saviour  an  entrance  has  purchased  for  thee. 
And  thy  dwelling  henceforth  is  the  city  of  gold. 

The  rustling  of  wings  when  thou  reachest  the  gate 
Will  announce  the  glad  angels  the  sentinels  there  : 

Knock,  pilgrim !  not  long  thou  for  entrance  canst  wait. 
For  spirits  like  thee  to  those  angels  are  dear. 

And,  perhaps,  in  the  portal,  the  glorified  band 
Of  kindred  and  friends  long  removed  from  thy  sight. 

Breathing  welcome' and  bliss  around  thee  will  stand. 
Arrayed  in  their  garments  of  heavenly  light. 

Transporting  re-union !  bright  meed  of  all  those 
Who  on  earth  bowed  in  meekness  and  faith  to  the  rod. 

Still  thankful  alike,  if  the  thorn  or  the  rose. 
Was  strewed  on  the  pathway  that  led  them  to  God. 

She  has  knocked,  she  has  entered !  blest  spirit,  farewell ; 

We  rejoice  in  thy  bliss,  though  our  loss  we  deplore ; 
It  is  joy  that  thou  art  where  the  blessed  ones  dwell ; 

But,  Oh !  it  is  grief  we  behold  thee  no  more. 
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■  MARY  RUSSELL  MITFORD 

Wab  bom  in  1789,  at  Alnafurd,  Hampshire.     Tliou^h  best  known 

ftnd  appreciated  frotn  her  admimble  pmae  iketchea  of  nml  lilb  md 

L  tnnil  scenes,  she  began  her  literary  cancer  us  a  poelicai  writer.     Her 

WSisi  publicuiion  was  a  volume  ol'  Miicrllanmar  Pitm;  in  ISIO;  fel- 

n  1S11  by  Chriitinf,  The  Maid  nf  tkr  Smdk  Seat  (a  nautical 

tale  of  Pilcairn's  Islanil);  iu  1R12  by  Wairinglon  IM  {  a  descriptive 

■joein),  and  yarralip"  Pormt  an  f/ie  FFtnnle  Charaelert.     After  a  slu- 

Idbus  retirement  of  nearly  twelve  yearn,  she  reappeared  aa  a  diamalist 

■  by  llic  production  oTJuiian.  a  tragedy,  the  aiicceae  of  which,  u  a  read- 

■  jug  play,  encouraged  her  to  pursue  heir  fame  with  Ritnti,  TTu  Vetprri 
f  Pattrma,  Foteart,  and  Ckarle»  the  Firnl.     The  first-named  three 

e  brought  on  the  etoge;  but  Rim:  i.  certainly  the  best  of  them.  aJone 

with  much  farour.     She  publiehed  the  linil  volume  of  Our  Vitiate 

ia  1924,  which  was  carried  through  four  more:  the  last  appearing 

Her  Btl/iirJ  Reni*,  a  description  of  a  niarlvt-town,  is  characterized  by 

the  same  graphic  talenL    Miaa  Millbrd*8  early  poems  prove  the  abeence 

ofan  ear  for  rhythm;  and  her  sense  of  natural  benuty.sQctoquent  in  prose,  , 

■truggles  in  vain  for  expreseion  through  the  diSlculiic^  of  rhyme.     She        = 

sncceeds  better  in  dramatic  verse,  and  some  of  her  scenes  have  much      ^ 

tragic  power,   llerstiidyoftbeGreekdramntista,  especially  Euripides,  is    ^s 

often  distinctly  tmceable;  and  in  tlie  addres  uf  Claudia  lo  Rienii,  as  ^^ 

sIk.  in  that  of  Annabel  to  Julian,  we  Rnd  the  very  thoughts  of  Iphige-       =: 

nii>  pleading  with  Agamemnon.     Her  prose  is  simple,  natural,  and  fulLf  M 

of  frank,  kind-judging  lovingneou     }Ier  autumnal  landscape   has  alV.CL 

thi!  soft  brown  beauty,  with  the  exquisite  finish  of  a  Ciiyp;  and  w^^*^ 

almost  hear  the  rustling  of  the  Iluga  in  tlie  summer  wind,  aa  she  leads  C^ 

H      us  to  chat  with  our  liiiniliar  friend  the  Busket-maker,  by  the  side  oflbk-^r^ 

^B     pool.     Her  sunny  spirit  makes  bcautiftil  with  tight  the  moat 

^H    place  scenes,  and  she  has  the  rare  faculty  of  concealing  the  coarsene: 

^^B    of  rustic  poverty,  while  she  presents  the  simple  giaces  of  homely  gorn 

^H^  feeling  and  sportive  childhood.     .As  a  pruuf  that  wo  tove  her,  wr  lit 

^^t  kerdogi  Walter  Scott's  stately  Maids  is  not  more  an  historical  choru. 

^^V(er,  than  her  springing  spaniel  or  Italian  greyhound.     If  she  bagan  I 

^^F  Iwing  prosaic  In  poetry,  she  has  redeemed  berst:ll'by  being  inosl  poelit 

^^R    in  pastoral  prose. 
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THE     CHARM. 
(rmOM     THE     RIYAL     SISTERS.) 

It  was  not  beauty ;  for,  in  very  truth, 
No  symmetry  of  features  decked  the  maid ; 

Was  it  the  vivid  blush  of  early  youth; 

The  Klebe  lip,  whose  changeful  dimples  played, 
The  flaxen  locks,  whose  crisped  ringlets  strayed 

Over  the  blue  dove-like  eyes  serene  and  mild; 
The  rose-tipped  fingers  that  her  toil  betrayed ; 

The  rounded  form  luxuriantly  wild, 

Of  summer  graces  full  —  the  face  so  like  a  child  ? 

Or  was  it  the  expression,  calm  and  even, 

Which  tells  of  blest  inhabitants  within ; 
A  look  as  tranquil  as  the  summer  Heaven; 

A  smile  that  cannot  light  a  face  of  sin ; 

A  sweetness  so  composed  that  passion's  din 
Its  fair  unrulHed  brow  has  never  moved ; 

Beauty  not  of  the  features,  nor  the  skin. 
But  of  the  soul,  —  a  loveliness  best  proved 
By  one  unerring  test,  no  sooner  seen  than  loved  ? 

HERFRIEND. 

(from    the    SAM  E.) 

^ts?  if  a  friend  I  sought,  it  should  be  one 

Who  to  such  childish  pleasures  loves  to  bend ; 
^Tho  seeks  the  shell  upon  the  sea-beach  thrown. 

And  the  light  bud  whose  shape  and  colouring  blend ; 
Whose  feet  the  wild  untrodden  vale  descend 
AO  seek  the  primrose  pale,  the  violet  fair, 

The  robin's  ne<»t  from  plunderers  to  drfcnd ; 
^Viih  the  young  brood  her  sinij)lo  viands  share. 
And  smile  with  blameless  joy  at  each  successtul  care. 


320  MARY     RUSSELL   MITFORD. 

For  good  and  happy  is  the  glowing  breast 

Whence,  universal  Love,  thine  essence  springs! 
What  though  wit's  cap'ring  tribe,  fondly  unblest, 

Mock  at  the  bliss  thy  joyous  spirit  brings ! 

What  though  they  hold  the  beauties  nature  flings 
And  her  free  denizens,  as  parts  so  small 

Of  this  fair  world,  such  vile  and  useless  things 
As  wisdom  scorns  and  folly  dooms  to  fail ! 
Yet  she  whom  Genius  loves  has  love  and  care  for  aU. 


DBA  TH      S  0  ENS. 

(FROM     JULIAN.) 

Julian.  Annabel,  look  forth 

Upon  this  glorious  world  I     Look  once  again 
On  our  fair  Sicily,  lit  by  that  sun 
Whose  level  beams  do  cast  a  golden  shine 
On  sea,  and  shore,  and  city,  on  tlie  pride 
Of  bowery  groves ;  on  Etna's  smouldering  top  ;-^ 
Oh  bright  and  glorious  world !  and  thou  of  all 
Created  things  most  glorious,  tricked  in  light. 
As  the  stars  that  live  in  heaven ! 

Annaheh  Why  dost  thou  gaze 

So  sadly  on  me  ? 

Jul.  The  bright  stars,  how  of^ 

They  fall,  or  seem  to  fall !    The  sun  —  look !  look .' 
He  sinks,  he  sets  in  glory.     Blessed  orb. 
Like  thee  —  like  thee  —  Dost  thou  remember  once 
We  sat  by  the  sea  shore  when  all  the  heaven 
And  all  the  ocean  seemed  one  glow  of  fire. 
Red,  purple,  saffron,  melted  into  one 
Intense  and  ardent  flame,  the  doubtful  line 
Where  sea  and  sky  should  meet  was  lost  in  that 
Continuous  brightness ;  there  we  sate  and  talked 
Of  the  mysterious  union  that  blessed  orb 
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Wrought  between  earth  and  heaven,  of  life  and  death  — 

High  mysteries !  —  and  thou  didst  wish  thyself 

A  spirit  sailing  in  that  flood  of  light 

Straight  to  the  Eternal  Gates,  didst  pray  to  pass 

Away  in  such  a  glory.    Annabel! 

Look  out  upon  the  burning  sky,  the  sea 

One  lucid  ruby  —  His  the  very  hour! 

Thou  It  be  a  seraph  at  the  Fount  of  Light 

Before 

JlniL  What,  must  I  die  ?     And  wilt  thou  kill  me  ? 
Ouiflt  thou  ?    Thou  cam'st  to  save 

Jul.  To  save  thy  honour* 

I  shall  die  with  thee. 

Jlim.  Oh  no !  no !  live !  live ! 

If  I  must  die  —  oh  it  is  sweet  to  live. 
To  breathe,  to  move,  to  feel  the  throbbing  blood 
Beat  in  the  veins, —  to  look  on  such  an  earth 
And  such  a  heaven, —  to  look  on  thee !     Young  life 
Is  very  dear. 

M.  Would'st  live  for  D'Alba  ? 

Jhm.  No! 

]  had  forgot     PU  die.    Quick!  Quick! 

Jul.  One  kiss ! 

Angel,  dost  thou  forgive  me  ? 

jlim.  Yes. 

Jul.  My  sword  ! 

I  cannot  draw  it. 

•^fifi.  Now!     I'm  ready. 

CLAUDIA     PLEADING    FOR     ANGELO. 

(FKOMRIENZI.  ) 

Enter  Claudia,  hastily. 

Cla.  Who  dares  to  stop  me  ?     Father ! 

[Rushes  into  the  arms  of  Rienxi. 

V 
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Rie.  I  bade  ye  guard  the  entrance. 

Cla.  Against  me! 

Ye  must  have  men  and  gates  of  steel  to  bar 
Claudia  from  her  dear  father.     Where  is  he  ? 
They  said  that  he  was  with  you  —  he  —  thou  know'st' 
Whom  I  would  say.     I  heard  ye  loud.     I  thought 
I  heard  ye;  but,  perchance,  the  dizzying  throb 
Of  my  poor  temples  —  Where  is  he  ?     I  see 
No  corse  —  an'  he  were  dead  -^  Oh,  no,  no,  no ! 
Thou  couldst  not,  wouldst  not !     Say  he  lives. 

Rie.  As  yet 

He  lives. 

Cla,  Oh  !  blessing  on  thy  heart,  dear  father ! 

Blessings  on  thy  kind  heart !     When  shall  I  see  him  ? 
Is  he  in  prison  ?     Fear  hath  made  me  weak. 
And  wordless  as  a  child.     Oh  !  send  for  him. 
Thou  hast  pardoned  him ;  didst  thou  not  say  but  now 
Thou  hadsl  pardoned  him  ? 

Rie,  No. 

Cla.  Oh,  thou  hast!  thou  luu 

This  is  the  dalliance  thou  wast  wont  to  hold 
When  I  have  craved  some  girlish  boon,  a  bird, 
A  flower,  a  moonlight  walk ;  but  now  1  ask  thee 
Life,  more  than  life.     Thou  hast  pardoned  him  ? 

Rie.  My  Claudia! 

Cla.  Ay !  I  am  thine  own  Claudia,  whose  first  word 
Was  father!  These  are  the  same  hands  that  clung 
Around  thy  knees,  a  tottering  babe ;  the  lips 
That,  ere  they  had  learnt  speech,  would  smile,  and  seek 
To  meet  thee  with  an  infant's  kiss ;  the  eyes 
Thou  hast  called  so  like  my  mother's;  eyes  that  never 
Gazed  on  thee,  but  with  looks  of  love.     Oh,  pardon ! 
Nay,  father,  speak  not  yet ;  thy  brows  are  knit 
Into  a  sternness.     Pry'thee,  speak  not  yet ! 
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Rie.  This  traitor  — 

Cfa.  Call  him  as  thou  wilt,  but  pardon ; 
Oh,  pardon !  \Kneeh. 

RU.  He  defies  me. 

Cla.  See,  I  kneel. 

And  he  shall  kneel,  shall  kiss  thy  feet ;  wilt  pardon  ? 

Rie.  Mine  own  dear  Claudia. 

Cla.  Pardon ! 

RU.  Raise  thee  up; 

Rest  on  my  bosom ;  let  thy  beating  heart 
lie  upon  mine;  so  shall  the  mutual  pang 
Be  stilled.    Oh  !  that  thy  father^s  soul  could  bear 
This  grief  for  thee,  my  sweet  one  ?    Oh,  forgive  — 

Cla.  Forgive  thee  what  ?    T  is  so  the  headsman  speaks 
To  his  poor  victim,  ere  he  strikes.     Do  fathers 
Ifake  widows  of  their  children  ?  send  them  down 
To  the  cold  grave  heart-broken  ?     Tell  me  not 
Of  fiithers  —  I  have  none !     All  else  that  breathes 
Hath  known  that  natural  love  :  The  wolf  is  kind 
To  her  vile  cubs;  the  little  wren  hath  care 
For  each  small  youngling  of  her  brood ;  and  thou  — 
The  veord  that  widowed,  orphaned  me  ?     Henceforth 
My  home  shall  be  his  grave ;  and  yet  thou  canst  not  — 
Father !  [Rushing  into  RienzVs  amu, 

Rie,  Ay! 

Dost  call  me  father,  once  again,  my  Claudia  ? 
Mine  own  sweet  child  ! 

Cla.      Oh,  father  pardon  him ! 

Oh  pardon  f  pardon  !  T  is  my  life  I  ask 
In  his.     Our  lives,  dear  father*. 
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S  ON  G. 


WELCOME     TO     A     BRIDE. 


Hail  to  the  gentle  bride !  the  dove 

High  nested  in  the  column's  crest ! 
Oh,  welcome  as  the  bird  of  love 

Who  bore  the  olive  sign  of  rest! 

Hail  to  the  bride  I 

Hail  to  the  gentle  bride!  the  flower 
Whose  garlands  round  the  column  twine ! 

Oh!  fairer  than  the  citron  bower! 
More  fragrant  than  the  blossomed  vine ! 

Hail  to  the  bride ! 


Hail  to  the  gentle  bride!  the  star 

Whose  radiance  o'er  the  column  beams ! 

Oh,  soft  as  moonlight,  seen  afar, 
A  silver  shine  on  trembling  streams ! 

Hail  to  the  bride ! 


DOROTHEA  PRIMROSE  CAMPBELL,  OF 

ZETLAND. 

This  lady  seems  to  have  made  the  acquaintance  of  Walter  Scott, 
during  his  visit,  in  July  1614,  to  the  Shetland  or  Zetland  isles,  where 
she  resided  at  Lerwick;  and  in  1816  she  dedicated  to  him,  with  his 
permission,  s  volume  of  Poems,  rather  pleasing  in  their  character  and 
chiefly  suggested  by  the  wild,  rough  scenery  around  her  native  home.— 
We  give  one  or  two  extracts  from'  this  Ultima  Thule  of  our  range : 

ADDRESS    TO     ZETLAND. 

^  The  land  of  Cakes''  *  has  of^  been  sung 
In  many  a  poet's  strain; 
But  never  might  the  "land  of  Fish" 
Such  proud  distinction  gain. 

Oft  wandering  by  thy  sea-beach  shore 

I  wooed  the  pensive  Muse; 
Nor  will  the  Genii  of  thy  rocks, 

This  votive  lay  refuse. 

0  Laxford  dear,  thy  barren  hills 
Fond  mem'ry  still  must  love ; 

To  thee  my  wand'ring  fancy  turns, 
Where'er  my  footsteps  rove. 

1  dreamed  not  that  a  fairer  spot 
On  earth's  broad  bosom  lay; 

Nor  ever  wished  my  wand'ring  feet 
Beyond  its  bounds  to  stray. 

And  when  I  read  of  fairer  fields 

Beyond  the  northern  main; 
And  tow'ring  trees,  whose  leafy  arms 

Spread  o'er  the  flow'ry  plain ; 

*  Scotland. 
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Of  rivers,  through  the  verdant  vale 

Meandering  smooth  and* clear; 
Or  when  cascades  their  torrents  dash, 

O'er  precipices  drear; 

I  read  —  and  fancy  clothed  thy  steeps 

With  darkling  groves  of  pine ; 
Bright  bloomed  thy  flow'rs,  smooth  flowed  thy  sti 

And  ev'ry  charm  was  thine. 

Soft  on  the  weedy  sea-beach  stole 

The  wave  with  murmur  low ; 
And  o'er  the  undulating  tide 

Serener  Zephyrs  blow. 


MOONLIGHT. 

The  winds  of  heaven  are  hushed  and  mild 
As  the  breath  of  slumbering  child; 
The  western  bugle's  bahny  sigh 
Breaks  not  the  mist-wreaths,  as  they  lie 
Veiling  the  tall  clifl*'s  rugged  brow, 
Nor  dimple  the  green  waves  below. 
Such  stillness  round,  —  such  silence  deep  — 
That  nature  seems  herself  to  sleep. 
The  full  moon,  mounted  in  the  sky. 
Looks  from  her  cloudless  place  on  high. 
And  trembling  stars,  like  fairy  gleams. 
Twinkle  their  many-coloured  beams. 
Spangling  the  world  of  waters  o'er 
With  mimic  gems  from  shore  to  shore; 
Till  ocean,  burning  on  the  view, 
Glows  like  another  heav'n  of  blue, 
And  its  broad  bosom  as  a  mirror  bright, 
Reflects  their  lucid  path  and  all  the  6elds  of  light. 


MRS,   SOUTHEY, 

(&AROLINE   BOWLES.) 

Cabouhs  Anhe  Bowles  was  a  sister  of  the  Rev.  William  Bowles, 
for  many  years  known  to  the  public  as  the  writer  of  very  pleasing 
because  nature-loving,  unaffected  and  fine  verses.  In  1899,  wlien  past 
forty  years  of  age,  she  became  the  second  wife  of  the  poet  Southey,  tu 
whose  declining  and  infirm  age  she  ministered  with  devoted  kindness, 
the  ofibpring  of  kindred  taste  and  admiring  affection.  She  survives 
him.  She  has  written  several  works  which  have  won  for  her  much 
&voar  in  both  her  own  and  this  country.  Ellen  Pitzarthur,  1820 ;  The 
Widow  9  Tale  and  other  Poems,  1822;  The  Birth-Day  and  other 
Poeme^  1836;  a  Collection  of  Prose  and  Poetical  Pieces,  Solitary 
Haure,  &c    From  the  last  named,  we  give  some  of  her  best  verses. 

AUTUMN    FLOWERS. 

Those  few  pde  Autumn  flowers! 

How  beautiful  they  are  I 
Than  ail  that  went  before, 
Than  all  the  Summer  store, 

How  lovelier  far! 

And  why?  —  They  are  the  last  — 
The  last!  —  the  last!  —  the  last!  — 

O,  by  that  little  word, 

How  many  thoughts  are  stirred! 
That  sister  of  the  past! 

Pale  flowers!  —  pale  perishing  flowers! 

Ye  're  types  of  precious  things ; 

Types  of  those  bitter  moments 

That  flit,  like  life's  enjoyments, 

On  rapid,  rapid  wings. 

(aw) 
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Last  hours  with  parting  dear  ones 
(That  time  the  fastest  spends)) 

Last  tears,  in  silence  shed. 

Last  words,  half-uttered, 

Last  iooks  of  dying  friends .' 

Who  but  would  fain  compress 

A  life  into  a  day ; 
The  last  day  spent  with  one, 
Who,  ere  the  morrow's  sun. 

Must  leave  us  and  for  aye? 

O,  precious,  precious  moments? 

Pale  flowers !  ye  're  types  of  those  — 
The  saddest!  sweetest!  dearest! 
Because,  like  those,  the  nearest 

Is  an  eternal  close. 

Pale  flowers !  pale  perishing  flowers ! 

I  woo  your  gentle  breath ; 
1  leave  the  summer  rose 
For  younger,  blither  brows, 

Tell  me  of  change  and  death. 

TO     A     DYING     INFANT. 

Sleep,  little  baby!  sleep! 

Not  in  thy  cradle  bed. 
Not  on  thy  mother's  breast 
Henceforth  shall  be  thy  rest. 

But  with  the  quiet  dead. 

Yes,  with  the  quiet  dead, 
Baby !  thy  rest  shall  be  — 

Oh  !  many  a  weary  wight, 

Weaiy  of  life  and  light. 

Would  fain  lie  down  with  thee  ? 
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Flee,  little  tender  nursling! 

Flee  to  thy  grassy  nest — 
There  the  first  flowers  shall  blow, 
The  first  pure  flake  of  snow 

Shall  fiill  upon  thy  breast 

Peace !  peace !  the  little  bosom 

I.<abour8  with  shortening  breath. 
Peace!  peace!  that  tremulous  sigh 
Speaks  his  departure  nigh  — 

Those  are  the  damps  of  Death. 

I've  seen  thee  in  thy  beauty, 

A  thing  all  health  and  glee; 
But  never  then,  wert  thou 
So  beautiful,  as  now, 

Baby!  thou  seem'st  to  me. 

Thine  upturned  eyes  glazed  over 

Like  harebells  wet  with  dew  — 
Already  veiled  and  hid 
By  the  convulsed  lid,  #* 

Their  pupils  darkly  blue. 

Thy  little  mouth  half  open, 

The  soft  lip  quivering, 
As  if,  like  summer  air. 
Ruffling  the  rose-leaves,  there 

Thy  soul  were  fluttering. 

Mount  up,  inunortal  essence! 

Young  spirit!  hence  —  depart! 
And  is  this  Death  ?     Dread  thing ! 
If  such  thy  visiting, 

How  beautiful  thou  art! 


fS 
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Oh !  I  could  gaze  for  ever 

Upon  that  waxen  face, 
So  passionless!  so  pare! 
The  little  shrine  was  sure 

An  angel's  dwelling-place. 

Thou  weepest,  childless  mother! 

Ay,  weep  —  'twill  ease  thine  heart; 
He  was  thy  first-bom  son  — 
Thy  first,  thine  only  one; 

'Tis  hard  from  him  to  part 

Tis  hard  to  lay  thy  darling 
Deep  in  the  damp  cold  earth, 

His  empty  crib  to  see, 

His  silent  nursery, 

Late  ringing  with  his  mirth. 


To  meet  again  in  slumber 

His  small  mouth's  rosy  kiss. 
Then  —  wakened  with  a  start 
By  thine  own  throbbing  heart— 
His  twining  arms  to  miss. 


A* 


And  then  to  lie  and  weep, 

And  think  the  livelong  night 
(Feeding  thine  own  distress 
With  accurate  greediness) 
Of  every  past  delight. 

Of  all  his  winning  ways, 

His  pretty,  playful  smiles, 
His  joy  at  sight  of  thee, 
His  tricks,  his  mimickry, 
And  all  his  little  wiles. 
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Oh!  these  are  recollections 

Round  mothers'  hearts  that  cling! 
That  mingle  with  the  tears 
And  smiles  of  after  years, 

With  oft  awakening. 

Bnt  thou  wilt  then,  fond  mother, 

In  af\er  years,  look  back 
(Time  brings  such  wondrous  easing) 
With  sadness  not  unpleasing. 

Even  on  this  gloomy  track. 

Thou  'It  say,  ^  My  first-bom  blessing! 

It  almost  broke  my  heart, 
When  thou  wert  forced  to  go, 
And  yet  for  thee,  I  know 

'T  was  better  to  depart. 

'*God  took  thee  in  his  mercy, 

A  lamb  untasked  —  untried  — 
He  fought  the  field  for  thee  — 
He  won  the  victory  — 

And  thou  art  sanctified. 

^I  look  around,  and  see 
The  evil  ways  of  men, 
And  oh,  beloved  child ! 
I'm  more  than  reconciled 
To  thy  departure  then. 

'^The  little  arms  that  clasped  me, 
The  innocent  lips  that  pressed, 
Would  they  have  been  as  pure 
Till  now,  as  when  of  yore 
I  lull'd  thee  on  my  breast? 
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^Now,  like  a  dewdrop  shrined 
Within  a  crystal  stone, 

ThouM  safe  in  heaven,  my  dore! 

Safe  with  the  Source  of  love. 
The  everlasting  One! 

*^And  when  the  hour  arrives, 

From  flesh  that  sets  me  firee, 
Thy  spirit  may  await 
The  first  at  heaven^s  gate, 
To  meet  and  welcome  me." 


I  NIVER  CAST  A  FLOWER  AWAT 

I  NEVER  cast  a  flower  away, 

The  gift  of  one  who  cared  for  me— 
A  little  flower  —  a  faded  flower — 

But  it  was  done  reluctantly. 

I  never  looked  a  last  adieu 

To  things  familiar,  but  my  heart 

Shrank  with  a  feeling  almost  pain 
Even  from  their  lifelessness  to  part 

I  never  spoke  the  word  "Farewell," 
But  with  an  utterance  faint  and  broken ; 

An  earth-sick  longing  for  the  time 
When  it  shall  never  more  be  spoken. 


THE     PRIMROSE. 

I  SAW  it  in  my  evening  walk, 
A  little  lonely  flower! 

Under  a  hollow  bank  it  grew, 
Deep  in  a  mossy  bowers 
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An  oak's  gnarled  root,  to  roof  the  cave 

With  Gothic  fretwork  sprung, 
Whence  jewelled  fern,  and  arum  leaves, 

And  ivy  garlands  hung. 

And  from  heneath  came  sparkling  out 

From  a  fall'n  tree^s  old  shell, 
A  little  rill,  that  clipt  about 

The  lady  in  her  cell. 

And  there,  methought,  with  bashful  pride. 

She  seemed  to  sit  and  look 
On  her  own  maiden  loveliness. 

Pale  imaged  in  the  brook. 

No  other  flower — no  rival  grew 

Beside  my  pensive  maid; 
She  dwelt  alone,  a  cloistered  nun, 

In  solitude  and  shade. 

No  sunbeam  on  that  fairy  well 

Darted  its  dazzling  light  — 
Only,  methought,  some  clear,  cold  star 

Might  tremble  there  at  night. 

No  Riffling  wind  could  reach  her  there  — 

No  eye,  methought,  but  mine. 
Or  the  young  lamb's  that  came  to  drink, 

Had  spied  her  secret  shrine. 

And  there  was  pleasantness  to  me 

In  such  belief.     Cold  eyes 
That  sliglit  dear  Nature'^s  lowliness, 

Profane  her  mysteries. 


334  MRS.     SOUTHEY. 

Long  time  I  looked  and  lingered  therei 
Absorbed  in  still  delight  — 

My  spirit  drank  deep  quietness 
In,  with  that  quiet  sight 


AURA     VENI. 

Balmy  freshness!  heavenly  air, 

Cool,  oh!  cool  this  burning  brow; 

Loose  the  fiery  circlet  there  — 
Blessed  thing!  1  feel  ye  now. 

Blessed  thing !  depart  not  yet, 

Let  me,  let  me  quaff  my  fill, 
Leave  me  not  my  soul  to  fret. 

Gasping  for  what  mocks  me  still. 

Oh !  the  weary,  weary  nights 

I've  lain  awake  and  thought  of  thee; 
Of  clouds  and  corn  —  and  all  sweet  sights, 

Of  shade  and  sunshine,  flower  and  tree ; 

Of  running  waters,  rippling  clear. 

Of  greenwood  glen,  and  gipsy  camp ; 

Then  how  1  loathed  to  see  and  hear 
That  ticking  watch,  that  sickly  lamp; 

And  longed,  at  least  for  light  again. 
For  day  —  that  brought  no  change  to  me 

The  weight  was  on  my  heart  and  brain ; 
God  might  remove  it  —  only  He. 

And  now  and  then  the  fount  of  tears^ 
So  seeming  dry,  was  free  to  flow; 

'T  was  worth  a  score  of  joyous  years, 
That  short-lived  luxury  of  woe 
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And  in  the  midst  of  all  my  pain, 

1  buw  I  was  not  quite  forgot, 
1  knew  my  cry  was  not  in  vain, 

So  1  was  sad,  but  fainted  not. 

And  now  the  merciful  command 

Has  lightened  what  was  worst  to  bear. 

And  given  of  better  days  at  hand 
A  foretaste  in  this  blessed  air. 


THE     LAST    JOURNIT. 

^^'^*^«mud,  in  his  description  of  an  E$ryptian  funeral  procession,  which 
1^  '•^^t  on  its  wiy  to  the  cemetery  of  Rosetta,  says  — **  The  procession 
^  *^w  pass  stopped  before  certain  houses,  and  sometimes  receded  a 
tK  •  *^^P**  ^  ^"  ^'^  ^^^^  ^^^^  dead  stopped  thus  before  the  doors  of 
^.  ^'  friends  to  bid  them  a  last  farewell,  and  before  those  of  their  ene- 
U>  effect  a  riHxmciliation  before  they  parted  for  ever." — Contapond' 
^OritfUtpar  MM.  Michaud  ei  Poujoulat. 

Slowly,  with  measured  tread, 
Onward  we  bear  the  dead 

To  his  long  home. 
Short  grows  the  homeward  road, 
On  with  your  mortal  load. 

O  Grave!  we  come. 

Yet,  yet — ahf  hasten  not 
Past  each  familiar  spot 

Where  he  halh  been, 
Where  late  he  walked  in  glee, 
There  from  henceforth  to  be 

Never  more  seen. 

Yet,  yet  —  ah!  slowly  move — 
Bear  not  the  form  we  love 

Fast  from  our  sight — 
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Lei  the  air  breathe  on  him, 
And  the  sun  leave  on  him 
Last  looks  of  light 

Rest  ye  —  set  down  the  bier, 
One  he  loved  dwelleth  here.* 

Let  the  dead  lie 
A  moment  that  door  beside, 
Wont  to  fly  open  wide 

Ere  he  came  nigh. 

Hearken!  —  he  speaketh  yet  — 
**  Oh,  friend !  wilt  thou  forget 

(Friend  more  than  brother!) 
How  hand  in  hand  we've  gone, 
Heart  with  heart  linked  in  one  — 

All  to  each  other? 

**  Oh,  friend !  I  go  from  thee, 
Where  tlie  worm  feasteth  free. 

Darkly  to  dwell  — 
Giv'st  thou  no  parting  kiss  ? 
Friend !  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Oh,  friend,  farewell !" 

Uplift  your  load  again, 

Take  up  the  mourning  strain! 

Pour  the  deep  wail! 
Lo !  the  expected  one 
To  his  place  passeth  on  — 

Grave!  bid  him  hail. 

Yet,  yet  —  ah  !  —  slowly  move ; 
Bear  not  the  form  we  love 

Fast  from  our  sight  — 
Let  the  air  breathe  on  him, 
And  the  sun  leave  on  him 

Last  looks  of  light. 
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I  Here  dwells  his  mortal  foe; 
I  lay  the  departed  low, 

Fen  at  his  gale.— 
VWill  the  cleaJ  speak  n^in.^ 
r  Uttering  pmud  boasts  nod  vnin, 
^Last  words  of  hate? 


I  Lo !  tlie  dead  lijis  i 
List.'  list!  whui  «uii 


"Oh  thou,  mine  enemy! 
Come  forilL  and  look  on  ine 
Ere  hence  1  go. 

^CuTse  not  thy  foemun  now— 
I  Mark !  on  Iti^  pallid  brow 

Whose  seal  is  sei! 
k  Pord'ning  I  past  away  — 
f  Thou  —  wage  not  war  with  clay  — 

Pardon  —  forget." 

I  Iffnw  his  last  labour's  done! 
I  If  aw,  now  [he  goat  is  won '. 

Oh,  Grave!  we  come. 
f  Sod  Dp  this  precious  dust  — 
[  Land  of  the  good  and  jusi, 

Take  the  soul  home! 


I  not  in  terrors  clad,  to  claim 

LAo  unresisting  prey — 
>  like  an  evening  shadow,  Death  I 

I  So  Blealthily!  so  silently: 

i  ihui  mine  eyes,  and  steal  tuy  breath- 
Then  willingly — oh!  willingly 

With  thee  I'll  go  away. 


338  MRS.     SOUTHEY. 

What  need  to  clutch  with  iron  gnsp 
What  gentlest  touch  may  take? 

What  need,  with  aspect  dark,  to  scare 
So  awfully  —  so  terribly, 

The  weary  soul  would  hardly  care, 
Called  quietly,  called  tendedy^ 
From  thy  dread  power  to  break? 

Tis  not  as  when  thou  markest  out 
The  young — the  blest — the  gay; 

The  loved,  the  loving;  they  who  dream 
So  happily,  so  hopefully; 

Then  harsh  thy  kindest  call  may  aeem^ 
And  shrinkingly — reluctantly 
The  summoned  may  obey. 

But  I  have  drunk  enough  of  life 
(The  cup  assigned  to  me 

Dashed  with  a  little  sweet  at  best, 
So  scantily  —  so  scantily)  — 

To  know  full  well  that  all  the  rest, 
More  bitterly  —  more  bitterly 
Drugged  to  the  last  will  be:  — 

And  I  may  live  to  pain  some  heart 
That  kindly  cares  for  me  — 

To  pain,  but  not  to  bless.    O  Death! 
Come  quietly  —  come  lovingly. 

And  shut  mine  eyes,  and  steal  my  breath : 
Then  willingly  —  oh?  willingly 
With  thee  I'll  go  away. 


MARY   HOWITT 


DsLiGHTi  best  to  be  known  as  the  wife  of  William  Howitt,  whom 
she  9^1es:  **  My  best  Cktunsellor  and  Teacher;  my  literary  Associate 
for  a  quarter  of  a  century ;  my  Husband  and  my  Friend.*'  She  early 
acquired  from  an  old  domestic,  a  love  for  ballad  poetry,  which  was 
strengthened  after  her  marriage,  while  yet  young,  by  Percy's  Reliques 
and  other  books  of  the  kind  in  her  husband's  library.  In  1823,  a  few 
years  after  their  union,  her  husband  and  herself  published  jointly  two 
volumes  of  poems;  and  **then,"  she  herself  says,  "giving  vent  to  my 
own  peculiar  fancies,  I  again  took  to  writing  ballads,  which  were  pub- 
lished in  the  various  periodicals  of  the  day,  and  the  favourable  receptioD 
they  met  with  gave  me  the  greatest  encouragement."  In  1834  she 
attempted  a  higher  flight,  aiming  at  more  dramatic  efiect,  in  her  Seven 
Temptation$ ;  the  charitable  purpose  of  which  was,  "  to  induce  a  more 
lenient  judgment  of  our  fellow  erring  mortals ;  for  we  see  the  awful 
mass  of  sorrow  and  of  crime  in  the  world,  but  we  know  only  in  part — 
in  a  very  small  degree — the  fearful  weight  of  solicitations  and  im- 
pulses of  passion,  and  the  vast  constraint  of  circumstances,  that  are 
brought  into  play  against  suflTering  humanity.  .  .  .  Thus,  without  suffi- 
cient reflection,  we  are  furnished  with  data  on  which  to  condemn  our 
fellow-creatures,  but  without  sufficient  grounds  for  their  palliation  and 
commiseration."  The  work  was  more  severely  criticised  than  it  de- 
served, although  it  is  far  from  exhibiting  the  genuine  merit  of  her 
smaller  pieces.  Mrs.  Hewitt's  ballads  are  worthy  of  the  estimation  in 
which  they  are  held ;  they  are  among  the  very  best,  excepting  Macau- 
lay's,  of  modem  times.  She  has  since  published  several  volumes,  and 
promises  more,  all  manifesting  **  that  love  of  Christ,  of  the  poor,  and  of 
little  children,  which  always  was  and  will  be  a  rulhig  sentiment  of  her 
souL"  The  path  she  has  chosen  is  that  best  fitted  for  the  feet  of  wo- 
man, and  she  walks  in  it  with  a  matronly,  kindly  grace  which  wins  tlie 
iovmg  admiration  of  all  whose  esteem  is  worth  the  having.  Mrs.  Hewitt's 
is  a  remarkable  exception  to  the  ordinary  lot  of  gifted  women,  her  mar- 
ried life  having  been  one  of  great  happiness,  her  own  and  her  husband's 
tastes  blending  in  a  harmony  which  has  made  their  home  delightful 

(339) 
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and  their  hours  full  of  good  fruits ;  though  we  are  sorry  to 
some  of  his  later  productions  an  occasional  peevisfa^eas  and 
the  consequence,  perhaps,  of  rapid  book-making  for  the  sake  c 
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Bonny  Tibbie  Inglis ! 

Through  sun  and  stormy  weather. 
She  kept  upon  the  broomy  hills 

Her  father's  flock  together. 

Sixteen  summers  had  she  seen, 

A  rose-bud  just  unsealing, 
Without  sorrow,  without  fear. 

In  her  mountain  shieling. 

She  was  made  for  happy  thoughts. 
For  playful  wit  and  laughter. 

Singing  on  the  hills  alone, 
With  echo  singing  after. 

She  had  hair  as  deeply  black 

As  the  cloud  of  thunder ; 
She  had  brows  so  beautiful, 

And  dark  eyes  flashing  under. 

Bright  and  witty  shepherd  girl ! 

Beside  a  mountain  water 
I  found  her,  whom  a  king  himself 

Would  proudly  call  his  daughter. 

She  was  sitting  'mong  the  crags, 
Wild  and  mossed  and  hoary, 

Reading  in  an  ancient  book 
Some  old  martyr  story. 


Tears  were  starling  lo  her  eyes, 

Solemn   llioughl   was  o'er  her; 
When  she  ^aw  in   that  lone  place 

A  stranger  stand  before  her. 
CrimBon  was  her  ennny  cheek, 

And  her  lips  seemed  moving 
With  the  beatings  of  her  heart  — 

How  could  I  help  loving! 

On  a  crag  1  sal  me  down, 
Upon  the  mountain  hoary. 

And  made  her  read  again  to  me 
That  old  pathetic  story. 

Then  she  seng  me  mountain  songs, 

Tai  the  air  was  ringing 
With  her  clear  and  warbling  voice 

L^ce  ■  eky-lark  singing. 

And  when  eve  came  on  at  length, 
Among  the  blooming  heath er^ 

We  herded  on  tlie  moutilain  side 
Her  father's  flock  together. 

And  near  unto  her  father's  house 

I  said  "Good  nighl"  with  sorrow, 
And  inly  wiKhcd  that  I  might  say, 
"  We  11  meet  again  to-morrow  !'" 

I  watched  her  tripping  to  her  home ; 
I  saw  her  meet  her  mother ; 
"Among  a  thousand  maids,"  I  cried, 
"There  is  not  such  anotherT' 

I  wandered  to  my  srholiir's  hume,. 

It  looesoine  looked  and  dreary; 
I  took  my  boohs  but  could  not  ie»dj 

Methoughi  ihii  I  wna  weary. 
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I  laid  me  down  upon  my  bed, 
My  heart  with  sadness  laden; 

I  dreamed  but  of  the  mountain  wild^ 
And  of  the  mountain  maiden. 

I  saw  her  of  her  ancient  book 
The  pages  turning  slowly; 

I  saw  her  lovely  crimson  cheek, 
And  dark  eye  drooping  lowly. 

The  dream  was,  like  the  day's  delight, 
A  life  of  pain's  o'erpayment. 

I  rose,  and  with  unwonted  care 
Put  on  my  sabbath-raiment. 

To  none  I  told  my  secret  thoughts. 
Not  even  to  my  mother, 

Nor  to  the  friend  who,  from  my  youth, 
Was  dear  as  is  a  brother. 

I  got  me  to  the  hills  again. 
The  little  flock  was  feeding. 

And  there  young  Tibbie  Inglis  sate, 
But  not  the  old  book  reading. 

,    She  sate,  as  if  absorbing  thought 
With  heavy  spells  had  bound  her. 
As  silent  as  the  mossy  crags 
Upon  tlie  mountains  round  her. 

I  thought  not  of  mv  sabbath  dress; 

,  to  ^  J 

I  thought  not  of  my  learning; 
I  thought  but  of  the  gentle  maid. 
Who,  1  believed,  was  mourning. 

Bonny  Tibbie  Inglis ! 

How  her  beauty  brightened. 
Looking  at  me,  half-al)ashed. 

With  eyes  tluit  ilashed  and  lightened  f 
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There  was  no  sorrow  tlien  I  saw, 

There  was  no  thought  of  sadness. 
Oh  life !  what  after-joy  hast  thou 

Like  love's  first  certain  gladness ! 

I  sate  me  down  among  the  crags, 

Upon  the  mountain  hoary; 
But  read  not  then  the  ancient  book, — 

Love  was  our  pleasant  story. 

And  then  she  sang  me  songs  again, 

Old  songs  of  love  and  sorrow, 
For  our  sufficient  happiness 

Great  charm  from  woe  could  borrow. 

And  many  hours  we  talked  in  joy, 
Yet  too  much  blessed  for  laughter : 

I  was  a  happy  man  that  day, 
And  happy  ever  after! 

THE    FAIRIES   OF   THE   CALDON    LOW. 
A     MIDSUMMER     LEGEND. 

•'And  where  have  you  been,  my  Mary, 

And  where  have  you  been  from  me  ?" 
"  I  Ve  been  to  the  top  of  the  Caldon  Low, 

The  midsummer  night  to  see !" 

^  And  what  did  you  see,  my  Mary, 

All  up  on  the  Caldon  Low  ?" 
**I  saw  the  glad  sunshine  come  down. 

And  I  saw  the  merry  winds  blow." 

"And  what  did  you  hear,  my  Mary, 

All  up  on  the  Caldon  Hill  ?" 
■*  I  heard  the  drops  of  the  water  made, 

And  the  ears  of  the  green  corn  fill." 
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^ Oh!  tell  me  all,  my  Mary, 
All,  all  that  ever  you  know, 
For  you  must  have  seen  the  fairiesi 
LASt  night,  on  the  Caldon  Low.'' 

^  Then  take  me  on  your  knee,  mother; 
And  listen,  mother  of  mine. 
A  hundred  fairies  danced  last  night. 
And  the  harpers  they  were  nine. 

^  And  their  harp-strings  rung  so  merrily 

m 

To  their  dancing  feet  so  small; 
But  oh !  the  words  of  their  talking 
Were  merrier  far  than  all." 

**And  what  were  the  words,  my  Mary, 
That  then  you  heard  them  say?" 

"  I  'II  tell  you  all,  my  mother ; 
But  let  me  have  my  way. 

"  Some  of  them  played  with  the  water. 
And  rolled  it  down  the  hill ; 

'  And  this,'  they  said, '  shall  speedily  turn 
The  poor  old  miller's  mill: 

"'For  there  has  been  no  water 
Ever  since  the  first  of  May; 
And  a  busy  man  will  the  miller  be 
At  dawning  of  the  day. 

" '  Oh !  the  miller,  how  he  will  laugh 
When  he  sees  the  mill-dam  rise! 
The  jolly  old  miller,  how  he  will  laugh 
Till  the  tears  fill  both  his  eyes!' 

•"  And  some  they  seized  the  little  winds 
That  sounded  over  the  hill ; 
And  each  put  a  horn  unto  his  mouth, 
And  blew  both  loud  and  shrill: 
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And  therer  thoy  said,  ^  the  merry  winds  go 

Away  from  every  horn ; 
And  they  shall  clear  the  mildew  dank 

From  the  blind  old  widow's  corn. 

Oh!  the  poor,  blind  widow, 

Though  she  has  been  blmd  so  long, 
She  '11  be  blithe  enough  when  the  mildew 's  gone. 

And  the  com  stands  tall  and  strong.^ 

And  some  they  brought  the  brown  lint-seed, 

And  flung  it  down  from  the  Low ; 
And  this,'  they  said,  ^by  the  sunrise. 

In  the  weaver's  croft  shall  grow. 

Oh!  the  poor,  lame  weaver, 

How  he  will  laugh  outright 
When  he  sees  his  dwindling  flax-field 

All  full  of  flowers  by  hight !' 

And  then  outspoke  a  brownie, 

With  a  long  beard  on  his  chin ; 
I  have  spun  up  all  the  tow,'  said  he, 
^And  I  want  some  more  to  spin. 

I've  spun  a  piece  of  hempen  cloth. 

And  I  want  to  spin  another; 
A  little  sheet  for  Mary's  bed, 

And  an  apron  for  her  mother.' 

With  that  I  could  not  help  but  laugh. 

And  I  laughed  out  loud  and  free^ 
And  then  on  the  top  of  the  Caldon  Low 

There  was  no  one  left  but  me. 

And  all  on  the  top  of  the  Caldon  Low 

The  mists  were  cold  and  grey, 
And  nothing  I  saw  but  the  mossy  stones 

That  round  about  me  lay. 
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^'  But,  coming  down  from  the  hill-top, 
1  heard  afar  helow, 
How  busy  the  jolly  miller  was. 
And  how  the  wheel  did  go. 

^  And  I  peeped  into  the  widow's  field. 
And,  sure  enough,  were  seen 
The  yellow  ears  of  the  mildewed  com, 
All  standing  stout  and  green. 

"  And  down  to  the  weaver's  croft  1  stole. 
To  see  if  the  flax  were  sprung ; 
But  1  met  the  weaver  at  his  gate. 
With  the  good  news  on  his  tongue. 

*  *'  Now  this  is  all  I  heard,  mother, 
And  all  that  I  did  see ; 
So,  pr'ythee,  make  my  bed,  mother. 
For  I'm  tired  as  1  can  be." 


THE     BOY    OF     H  E  A  V  E  If . 

One  summer  eve,  seven  little  boys 

Were  playing  at  the  ball, 
Seven  little  boys  so  beautiful. 

Beside  a  castle  wall. 

And  whilst  they  played,  another  came. 

And  stood  among  them  there; 
A  little  boy,  with  gentle  eyes. 

And  thick  and  curling  hair. 

The  clothes  he  on  his  body  wore 
Were  linen  fine  and  white; 

The  girdle  that  was  round  his  waist 
Was  like  the  morning  light 


A  Utile  while  he  looked  on  them, 

Lookeil  lovLnsiy,  and  emilcil, 

When  nnio  him  the  olilcat  said, 

"  Whence  coniest  thou,  fair  child  r 

"  An  thou  the  son  of  some  great  king, 

And  in  a  liidden  place 
Hast  been  concealed ;  for  until  now 

1  never  saw  thy  face  ? 

"Do«t  dwell  among  the  lonely  hills, 
Or  in  the  forest  low ; 
Or  dost  thou  chaae  the  running  deer, 
A  hunter  with  tliy  how  ? 

"  And  tell  us  what  wild,  woodlanil  name 
Have  they  unto  iliee  given  f" 

"  They  called  me  Willie,"  said  he,  "  on  earth ; 
They  call  me  so  in  heaven. 

"  My  fether  with  King  David  dwells. 
In  the  land  of  heaven  dwells  he; 
And  my  gentle  mother,  meek  and  mild, 
Sits  al  the  Virgin's  knee. 

"  Seven  years  ago  to  heaven  we  went, 
T  wa9»(n  llie  winter  chill. 
When  icy  cold  tlie  wind  a  did  blow. 
And  niisla  were  on  ihe  hill. 

"■  But,  when  we  reached  ihe  land  of  heaven, 
T  was  like  a  aummer's  day, 
The  akies  were  blue,  and  fragrant  floweta 
All  round  about  us  lay. 

"  The  land  of  heaven  is  beautiful : 
There  no  cold  wind  doih  blow ; 
And  birer  apples  llian  e'er  ye  saw 
Within  iti  gardens  grow. 
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^  I  Ve  seen  the  patriarchs  face  to  &ce ; 
The  wise  of  every  land ; 
And  with  the  heavenly  little  ones 
Have  wandered,  hand  in  hand. 

^^  Down  by  the  golden  streams  of  life, 
All  through  the  forests  old, 
And  o'er  the  boundless  hills  of  heaven 
The  sheep  of  God's  own  fold.'' 

Then  up  and  spoke  a  little  boy, 
The  youngest  of  the  seven : 
^  My  mother  is  dead,  so  let  me  go 
With  thee,  dear  child,  to  heaven. 

^  My  mother  is  dead,  and  my  father  loves 
liis  dogs  far  more  than  me; 
No  one  would  miss  me  if  I  went: 
Oh,  let  me  go  with  thee! 

"No  one  would  miss  me  if  1  went; 
Dame  Bertha  loves  me  not; 
And  for  old  crabbed  Hildebrand 
1  do  not  care  a  jot." 

"Alas!"  the  heavenly  child  replied, 
"That  home  thou  canst  not  witf 
If  thou  have  an  ill  word  on  thy  tongue. 
Or  in  thy  heart  a  sin. 

"The  way  is  long  and  wearisome. 
Through  peril  great  it  lies : 
With  any  sin  upon  thy  soul 

From  earth  thou  couldst  not  rise. 

"There  are  waters  deep  and  wild  to  passi* 
And  who  hath  a  load  of  sin. 
Like  tlie  heavy  rock  that  will  not  float, 
Is  tumbled  headlong  in. 
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''There  are  red  and  raging  fires  to  pass; 
And  like  the  iroa  stone 
Is  sin;  red-hot  as  a  burning  share. 
It  scorcheth  to  the  bone. 

*^  Darest  go  with  me  ?    Wilt  try  the  path, 
Now  thou  its  pain  dost  know?" 
The  motherless  boy  turned  round  and  wept, 
And  said,  ^I  dare  not  go.'' 

The  boy  of  heaven  to  a  chamber  came 

Ere  rosy  day  was  peeping, 
And  marvelled  if  his  sister  't  were 

Who  on  the  ground  lay  sleeping. 

She  used  to  have  a  bed  of  down. 

And  silken  curtains  bright; 
But  he  knew  her  by  her  dainty  foot, 

And  little  hand  so  white; 

He  knew  her  by  the  long  fair  hair 

That  on  her  shoulders  lay, 
Though  the  pleasant  things  about  the  room 

Were  taken  all  away. 

And  '^Oh!"  sighed  he,  ^^.my  sister  dear, 

Art  thou  left  all  alone?" 
Just  then  she  spoke  in  troubled  dreams, 

And  made  a  gentle  moan. 

**  They  have  ta'en  from  me  my  bed  of  down. 
And  given  me  straw  instead; 
They  have  ta'en  from  me  the  wheaten  cakes, 
And  given  me  barley  bread. 

**The  pearls  which  my  dear  mother  wore 
They  have  ta'en  from  me  away, 
And  the  little  book  with  silver  claspe 
Wherefrom  I  learned  to  pray. 
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^My  heart  is  grown  as  heavy  as  lead, 
And  pale  and  thin  my  cheek; 
I  sit  in  comers  of  the  house, 
And  hardly  dare  to  speak. 

**For  they  are  stern,  and  love  me  not; 
No  gentle  hearts  are  here. 
I  wish  I  were  in  heaven  above, 
With  my  own  brother  dear!" 

Then  Willie  bent  down  unto  the  ground. 

And  knelt  upon  his  knee; 
He  breatlied  heaven's  breath  upon  her  lips. 

And  gave  her  kisses  three. 

And  tenderly  he  looked  on  her, 
And  yet  he  looked  not  long, 

Ere  he  spoke  three  words  into  her  ear, 
Three  awful  words  and  strong. 

Then  Annie  rose  from  her  bed  of  straw 

A  joyful  ang(!l  bright, 
And  the  chamber,  late  so  dark  and  drear, 

Was  full  of  heavenly  light. 

Amazed  she  looked  one  moment's  space, 
One  moment  made  a  stand; 

But  she  knew  it  all  in  a  moment  more. 
And  away  to  the  heavenly  land. 

Like  the  morning  lark  when  it  rises  up, 
Went  they  two  hand  in  hand. 

BEATRICE. 
A     lover's     lay. 

Gentle,  happy  Beatrice, 
Visioned  fair  before  me, 

How  can  it  a  wonder  be 
That  many  so  adore  thee? 
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Old  and  young,  and  great  and  wise, 

Set  their  love  upon  thee; 
And,  if  gold  thy  heart  could  win. 

Gold  long  since  had  won  thee. 

Social,  cheerful  Beatrice, 

Like  a  plenteous  riVer 
Is  the  current  of  thy  joy. 

Flowing  on  for  ever. 

Many  call  themselves  thy  'friends ; 

Thou  art  loved  of  many; 
And,  where'er  the  fair  are  met. 

Fairest  thou  of  any. 

Pious,  duteous  Beatrice, 

All  good  angels  move  thee; 
Meek  and  gentle  as  a  saint. 

Most  for  this  we  love  thee. 

I  can  see  thee  going  forth 

Innocent  and  lowly, 
Knowing  not  how  good  thou  art, 

Like  an  angel  holy: 

See  thee  at  thy  father^s  side, 

In  thy  wondrous  beauty. 
Gladdening  that  benign  old  man 

With  cheerful  love  and  duty. 

1  can  see  his  happy  smile 

As  he  gazes  on  thee; 
1  can  feel  the  boundless  love 

That  he  showers  upon  thee. 

What  a  happy  house  thou  mak^st. 

Singing  in  thy  gladness 
Snatches  of  delicious  song, 

Full  of  old  love-sadness ! 


From  some  for-olT  plesEaiit  room, 
Brealhinge  ot  thy  dinging! 

How  I  lislcn  for  ihy  foot, 
I  kiiow  il  stepping  airy, 

On  the  stair  or  overhead, 
Like  B  lightsome  ftiiiy! 


What  a 


I  happy  house  it  is 

Where  thou  iiBst  lliy  U' 

There,  love,  joy,  aiid  kiudlii 

Evermore  are  welling. 


within  the  house 
Loves  to  talk  about  ihea 
hat  an  altered  plat 
Bealrice, 


vithont  thee ! 


1 


I  can  Bse  thee  when  I  list^ 

In  thy  beauty  shining. 
Leaning  from  the  casement 

Where  tlie  rose  is  twining. 

I  can  see  ihee  looking  down, 

The  little  linnet  feeding; 
Or,  silting  quietly  apurl. 

Some  sweet  volume  reading. 

Would  I  were  beside  thee, 

The  pages  turning  orer, 
I'd  find  some  cunning 

Thai  should  my  heo 

I  would  not  heed  thy  Inughter  wiidj 
Lnngh  on,  I  could  withatnnil  thee' 

The  printed  book  should  fU  tny  taj 
And  thou  shouldat  uuderBiand  me. 


disconicl    I 


So  lovely,  bo  beguilinii:, 
The  roockory  of  thy  merry  wit, 
The  witchery  of  thy  smiling. 

I  know  thee  for  a  siren  strong, 

Thai  smiles  nil  hearla  with  blindness, 

And  I  might  tremble  for  myself, 
But  for  thy  loving-kindness. 


L  i 


for  the  days  of  by-gone  years, 
When  I  was  as  thy  brother; 

my  faithful  Beatrice, 
Were  meant  for  one  another. 


^Thi 


'11  Rtraighlwky  up  this  »ery  day, 

And  ask  thee  of  thy  father : 

And  all  Ihe  blessings  life  can  give 

In  wedded  life  we'll  gather! 


'bb  clock  is  on  the  stroke  of  six. 

The  father's  work  is  done; 
Sweep  np  tlie  hearth,  and  mend  the  fire, 

And  pm  the  kettle  on. 
The  wild  night- wind  is  blowing  cold, 
'Tis  drenry  crossing  o'er  the  wold. 

He  U  crossing  o'er  the  wold  apsec, 
He  is  stronger  ihtin  the  siorm ; 

He  does  not  feel  llie  cold,  not  ho, 
His  heart  it  is  so  warm. 

For  father's  heart  ia  sioul  nnd  trm 

.Afl  ever  human  bosom  knew. 


^^^ei 
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He  makes  all  toil,  all  hardship  light: 
Would  all  men  were  the  same! 

So  ready  to  be  pleased,  so  kind, 
So  very  slow  to  blame! 

Folks  need  not  be  unkind,  austere, 

For  love  hath  readier  will  than  fear. 

Nay,  do  not  close  the  shutters,  child; 

For  far  along  the  lane 
The  little  window  looks,  and  he 

Can  see  it  shining  plain. 
I've  heard  him  say  he  loves  to  mark 
The  cheerful  firelight  through  the  dark. 

And  we'll  do  all  that  father  likes; 

His  wishes  are  so  few, 
Would  they  were  more !  that  every  hour 

Some  wish  of  his  I  knew! 
I'm  sure  it  makes  a  happy  day, 
When  I  can  please  liim  any  way. 

I  know  he's  coming  by  this  sign. 

That  baby  's  almost  wild ; 
See  how  he  laughs  and  crows  and  stares  — 

Heaven  bless  the  merry  child ! 
He 's  father's  self  in  face  and  limb. 
And  father's  heart  is  strono^  in  him. 

Hark !  hark !  I  hear  his  footsteps  now ; 

He 's  through  the  garden  gate. 
Run,  little  Bess,  and  ope  the  door, 

And  do  not  let  him  wait 
Shout,  baby,  shout!  and  clap  thy  hands. 
For  father  on  the  threshold  stands. 
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JUDGMENT. 

Name  her  not,  the  guilty  one, 
Virtue  turns  aside  for  shame 
At  the  mention  of  her  name : 

Very  evilly  liath  she  done. 

Pity  is  on  her  misspent: 
She  was  bom  of  guilty  kin, 
Her  lifers  course  hath  guilty  been; 

Never  unto  school  she  went, 

And  whatever  she  learned  was  sin; 

Let  her  die! 

She  was  nurtured  for  her  fate; 

Beautiful  she  was,  and  vain; 

Like  a  child  of  sinful  Cain, 
She  was  bom  a  reprobate. 
Lives  like  hers  the  world  defile; 

Plead  not  for  her,  let  her  die. 

As  the  child  of  infamy. 
Ignorant  and  poor  and  vile, 

PlagucHspot  in  the  public  eye; 

Let  her  die! 

THB     HEART     OP     THE     OUTCAST. 

I  am  young,  alas!  so  young; 

And  the  world  has  been  my^  foe ; 

And  by  hardship,  wrong,  and  woe, 
Hath  my  bleeding  heart  been  stung. 
There  was  none,  O  God  I  to  teach  me 

What  was  wrong  and  what  was  right 

I  have  sinned  before  thy  sight; 
Let  my  cry  of  anguish  reach  thee. 

Piercing  through  the  glooms  of  night, 

God  of  love ! 
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Man  is  cruel,  and  doth  smother 
Tender  inercy  in  his  breast; 
Lays  fresh  burdens  on  the  oppressed; 

Pities  not  an  erring  brother, 

Pities  not  the  stormy  throes 
Of  the  soul  despair  hath  riren, 
Nor  the  brain  to  madness  drivea. 

No  one  but  the  sinner  knows 
What  it  means  to  be  forgiven, 

God  of  love! 


Therefore  will  I  put  my  trust 
In  thy  mercy:  and  I  cleare 
To  that  love  which  can  forgive; 

To  that  judgment  which  is  just; 

Which  can  pity  all  my  weakness; 
Which  halh  seen  the  life-long  strife 
Of  passions  fiercer  than  the  knife ; 

Known  the  desolating  bleakness 
Of  my  desert  path  through  life, 

God  of  love. 

I  must  perish  in  my  youth; 
And  had  I  been  better  taught, 
And  did  virtue  as  it  ought. 

And  had  grey-haired  wisdom  ruth, 

I  should  not  have  fallen  so  low. 
'Tis  the  power  of  circumstance, 
'Tis  the  wretch's  dire  mischance, 

To  be  born  to  sin  and  woo. 
Pity  thou  my  ignorance, 

God  of  love! 


Like  ihe  wild  binls  on  the  Ireea, 
Like  the  wiiiged  uulumii  breeze, 
Lilcp  whale'er  has  life  and  gladness, 
Uiiallied  to  thoughi  and  sadness, 
Are  ye,  ehilUren  blithe  and  boon, 
Shouting  to  [he  han-esi-moon : 
And  your  joy,  like  waters  free. 
Bubbles  forth  perpetually. 
Naught  ye  heed  ihut  ye  muM  toil. 
Sons  and  daughters  of  the  soil ; 
Tliat  within  this  quiet  place 
Ye  must  ran  your  simple  race, 
Never  know  the  stir  and  strife 
or  a  loftiET,  nobler  life ; 
That  your  bones,  where  ye  have  played, 
By  your  fathers'  shall  be  laid. 
Nnught  ye  care  for  learning  vain. 
Which  but  duUeth  pulse  ami  brainy 
Te  arc  neither  deep  nor  wise; 
Ye  shall  ne'er  philosophize. 
Lowly  ones,  that  matters  not. 
Doth  tiot  gloom  your  humble  lot, 
Doth  not  make  one  ray  depart 
Ftom  the  sunshine  of  your  heoji. 


Happy  children !  here  ye  run 
Gaily  in  the  summer's  sun; 
"Ncalh  this  village  tree  ye  play ; 
Down  these  shadowy  lanes  ye  sliayt 
Gathering  Aowera,  or  singing  wild 
To  some  younger  laughing  child. 
T'm  a  kindly  life  ye  lend ; 
Such  OS  poet  linth  decreed 
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To  that  earlier,  happy  time, 

Ere  the  earth  was  gloomed  by  crime. 

Simple  ones,  and  full  of  gladness, 
Ye  shall  school  my  spirit^s  sadness. 
Never-ending  joy  ye  find 
In  your  own  contented  mind; 
Sending  not  your  spirits  out 
Searching  wearily  about 
For  ideal  thuigs,  that  lie 
Nowhere  underneath  the  sky. 
1,  like  you,  will  find  delight 
On  the  left  hand  and  the  right. 
Nor  overlook  the  treasure  sweet 
Which  is  lying  at  my  feet 

Children,  though  untaught  ye  be. 
Thus  ye  shall  be  guides  to  me. 


THE     FISHING    BOAT. 

GOING     OUT. 

Briskly  blows  the  evening  gale, 

Fresh  and  free  it  blows ; 
Blessings  on  the  fishing-boat, 

How  merrily  she  goes! 
Christ  he  loved  the  fishermen; 

Walking  by  the  sea. 
How  he  blessed  the  fishing-boats 

Down  in  Galilee ! 
Dark  the  night,  and  wild  the  wave, 

Christ  thfi  boat  is  keeping; 
Trust  in  him,  and  have  no  fear. 

Though  he  seemeth  sleeping. 
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COMING     IN  . 

Briskly  blows  the  morning  breeze, 

Fresh  and  strong  it  blows; 
Blessings  on  the  fishing-boat, 

How  steadily  she  goes! 
Christ  he  loved  the  fishermen;  • 

And  he  blessed  the  net 
Which  the  hopeless  fishers  threw 

In  Geneserat.  * 

He  has  blessed  our  going  out, 

Blessed  too  our  returning; 
Given  us  laden  nets  at  night, 

And  fair  wind  in  the  morning. 

REJOICING     IN     HEAVEN. 

TouNO  spirit,  freed  from  bondage, 

Rejoice!     Thy  work  is  done; 
The  weary  world  is  'neath  thy  feet ; 

Thou,  brighter  than  the  sun. 

Arise,  put  on  the  garments 

Which  the  redeemed  win. 
Now,  sorrow  hath  no  part  in  thee. 

Thou,  sanctified  from  sin. 

Awake,  and  breathe  the  living  air 

Of  our  celestial  clime! 
Awake  to  love  which  knows  no  change, 

Thou,  who  hast  done  with  time? 

Awake !     Lift  up  thy  joyful  eyes, 

See,  all  heaven's  host  appears ; 
And  be  thou  glad  exceedingly. 

Thou,  who  hast  done  with  tears. 
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Awake !  descend  !  Thou  art  not  now 
With  those  ot  mortal  birth; 

The  living  God  hath  touched  thy  lips, 
Thou  who  hast  done  with  earth. 
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THE     SPANISH     CONQUESTS     IN     AMERICA. 
(FROM    THE    VISION    OF    SCHWARTZ.) 

Whence  came  those  glorious  shadows  .^ •^- Say, 
Ye  far  and  nameless  tombs! 
Te  silent  cities,  lost  to  day 
Amid  the  forest  glooms! 
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Is  there  no  echo  in  the  glades, 

Whose  massive  foliage  never  fades, — 

No  voice  among  the  pathless  shades, 

To  tell  of  glory  gone  ? 

Gone  from  faint  memory's  fading  dreams, 

From  shepherd's  tales  and  poet's  themes; 

And  yet  the  bright,  eternal  streams 

Unwasted  still  roll  on, — 

Majestic  as  they  rolled,  before 

A  sail  had  sought,  or  found,  the  shore. 

But  by  those  mighty  rivers,  then, 

What  peaceful  nations  met. 

Among  the  race  of  mortal  men 

Unnamed,  unnumbered  yet! 

And  cities  rose  and  temples  shone, 

And  power  and  splendour  graced  the  throne, 

And  autumn's  riches,  freely  strown. 

Repaid  the  peasant's  pains ; 

For  homes  of  love  and  shrines  of  prayer 

And  fields  of  storied  fame  were  there, 

And  smiling  landscapes  freshly  fair  — 

The  haunts  of  happy  swains, — 

And  many  a  wide  and  trackless  wild. 

Where  roved  the  farmer's  tameless  child. 

9  m  m  •  * 

Shades  of  Columbia's  perished  host! 
How  shall  a  stranger  tell 
The  deeds  tliat  glorifiod  your  coast. 
Before  its  warriors  fell  ? 
Where  sleeps  thy  mountain  muse,  Peru? 
And  Chili's  matchless  hills  of  dew. 
Had  they  no  harp,  to  freedom  true, 
No  bard  of  native  fire. 
To  sing  his  country's  ancient  fame, 
31 
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AdiI  keep  the  brigfaluess  of  her  name 
Unfndiii);  as  the  worshipped  HuDe  ?  — 
The  wealth  of  such  a  lyre 
Outralues  all  the  blood-botight  ore 
TtiAt  e'er  Iberia's  ghlleuiis  bore. 

Iberia !  on  tliinc  ancient  crown 

The  blood  of  natioTis  lies, 

With  power  to  weigh  ihy  gloiy  dowoy- • 

With  voir^  lo  pierce  the  skies! 

For  written  with  an  iron  [ten. 

Upon  the  ineniories  of  men. 

The  deeds  ttinl  marked  (hy  i;o[ii|iieal,  then, 

For  evermore  rwaiiiii ;  — 

And  sliU  thp  saildest  of  the  tale 

Is  Afric's  wild  and  weary  wail, — 

Though  prelates  spread  the  slaver's  sail,* 

And  foiled  the  negro's  chain : 

The  curse  of  trampled  Uberty 

For  ever  ehngs  to  thine  and  ihee ! 

Bright  were  the  spears  and  brave  the  heartii 

That  held  those  early  fields, — 

And  vain,  against  their  poisoned  darts, 

Were  Europe's  knightly  shields. 

But  say.  is   thai  the  lightning's  flash, 

That  sjnites  the  warrior's,  as  ihey  dash 

Upon  their  fops  ?  —  The  niouniuin  ash 

Ne'er  shed  its  shrivelled  leaves 

So  fast,  before  the  winter's  breath. 

As  fall  their  crowds,  by  hill  and  healli. 

Where  foal  the  ancient  reaper.  Death, 

Mows  down  the  mortal  sheaves  I 

bishop  i)  Mid  ID  have  luggeaied  D  ibe  empeior,  Chsrlr 
loeuity  of  inlroduoini  Nagio  alsve*  ioLO  hit  Aineiioan 
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For  still,  where  nations  win  or  yield, 
Death  is  the  rictor  of  the  field ! 

They  fall  as  fell  the  perished  brave 

For 'whom  no  wreaths  have  sprung, 

Who  sank  in  silence  to  the  grave 

Unstoried  and  unsung. 

In  vain  Peru  renews  her  darts, — 

In  vain  La  Plata  plies  her  arts,— 

And  Chili*  sends  her  dauntless  hearts, 

That  would  not  bow,  but  bleed. 

Ah!  wherefore  fails  the  righteous  cause? 

Oh!  most  the  sword  that  freedom  draws, 

When  arming  for  her  holiest  laws. 

Be  found  a  broken  reed? 

Woe  for  the  nations!  —  it  was  so 

With  Montezuma's  Meidco! 

THE     MAID     OF     THE     RHONE* 

*"TwAS  in  that  lovely  land  that  lies 
Where  Alpine  shadows  fall 
On  scenes  that,  to  the  pilgrim's  eyes. 
Might  Eden's  bloom  recall, — 
As  when,  undimmed  by  curse  or  crime, 
It  rose  amid  the  dawn  of  time, — 
That  early  spring,  whose  blossoms  grew 
While  yet  the  heavens  and  earth  were  new: 
There    stood  —  beside  the  rapid  Rhone, 
That,  now  from  Leman  free, 
By  wood  and  city  wall  swept  on, 
To  meet  the  classic  sea  — 
An  ancient  and  a  stately  hall, 
With  dungeon-keep  and  moated  wall, 

*Tbe  natives  of  Chili  long  resisted  the  Spaniards;  and.  it  is  saici 
^Qold  never  be  siilMluetl. 
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And  battlements  whose  bannered  pride 
Had  many  a  hostile  host  defied. 

"And  she,  the  lady  of  the  tower, 
Though  last  of  all  her  line. 
Was  mightiest  in  the  matchless  power 
Of  beauty,  —  at  whose  shrine 
The  flower  of  chivalry  adored, 
And  proved  their  vows  by  song  and  sword 
But  knightly  vow  and  minstrel  strain 
Beneath  her  lattice  flowed  in  vain; 
For,  in  the  maiden's  bower,  there  hung 
A  warrior's  portrait  —  pale, 
But  wondrous  beautiful  and  young, 
And  clad  in  burnished  mail  : 
Oh !  many  an  eye  had  marked  it  well, 
But  none  that  warrior's  tale  could  tell, — 
Save  that  he  bore  the  Red  Cross  shield, 
And  fought  in  some  far  Syrian  field. 

"  But  there  the  maiden's  earliest  glance 
And  latest  ghze  would  turn, 
From  thrilling  harp  and  gleaming  lance, 
With  love  that  seemed  to  spurn 
All  other  vows,  and  serve  alone 
That  nameless  idol  of  its  own. 
For  oft  such  glorious  shadows  rise. 
And  early  hide  from  youthful  eyes 
The  substance  of  this  world,  and  claim 
The  heart's  first-fruits,  that  taste 
Of  Paradise,  —  though  nought  but  fame 
Hath,  on  the  altar,  traced 
The  name  no  wave  can  wash  away!  — 
As  old  remembered  legends  say, 


FRANCES 


The  eastern  maiden  loved,  so  long, 
The  youih  she  only  knew  in  song ' 


•»So  liwed  ihe  lady  of  the  tower! 
And  vummers  glided  on. 
Till,  one  by  one,  Froin  hall  and  bower, 
Her  kindred  maids  were  gone; 
Some  hod  pul  on  the  bridal  wrealh, — 
Some  wore  the  nhaplet  twined  Tor  death : 
But  atill  ua  mortal  churme  rnulil  wean 
Her  fancy  from  thai  pictured  mien. 
At  length,  there  came  a  noble  knight. 
Though  past  his  manhood's  prime ; 
IIiH  Hword  had  been  in  many  a  light. 
Hie  siepe  in  many  a  clime:  — 
But  ah '.  what  thoughts  that  wooer's  name 
Awakened;  —  for  it  was  the  same 
1'hat  the  old  painter's  magic  art 
Had  gmven  on  the  maiden's  heart! 


"The  idol  of  her  youth  was  now 
Before  her!  but  she  gazed 
Upon  the  veteran's  furrowed  brow, — 
And  then,  in  wonder,  raised 
Her  eyes  lo  that  bright  pictured  face, 
Whose  changeless  beaut)-  wore  no  trace 
Of  wasting  time  or  withering  war, 
Uke  his,  in  furrow  or  in  scar. 
Oh !  many  a  loved  and  lovely  face. 
Had  grown  [ess  fond  and  fair. 
Since  (irsi  that  picture  met  her  gaxe. 
But,  still,  no  change  was  (Acre  .' 
That  age  could  dim  or  sorrow   how 
The  sunny  cheek  or  stately  brow  — 
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She  had  not  thought  of  things  like  these. 
In  all  her  lonely  reveries ! 

^  Like  him  who  saw,  through  Alpine  woods. 
The  glacier's  gem-like  glow, 
And  climbed  the  rocks  and  crossed  the  floods, 
To  find  it  only  snow, — 
So  felt  the  maiden  —  as  she  said : 
*  My  star  is  set  —  my  rainbow  fled ! 
Why  hast  thou  come  at  last,  —  to  break 
My  pleasant  dream  ?  —  how  sad  to  wake ! 
What  thoughts  of  thee,  o'er  heart  and  mind^ 
Have  sped  their  visioned  gleam:  — 
I  meet  thee,  now  —  but  not  to  find 
The  shadow  of  my  dream ! 
This  hoart  hath  only  bowed  before 
The  glory  that  the  canvass  wore; 
That  spell  hath  past  —  my  soul  is  free  — 
And  turns  no  more  to  love  —  or  thee! 

" '  Go !  find  some  fairer,  happier  bride. 
Who  hath  not  loved  in  vain ;  — 
The  light  that  in  thy  presence  died, 
May  never  shine  again  ! 
The  passion  that  survived,  in  truth, 
The  roses  and  the  smiles  of  youth. 
Hath  perislied,  like  the  pilgrim  knight. 
Who  died,  with  Salem  in  his  sight !' 

"There  is  a  cross  on  Sidon's  shore. 
The',  marks  a  Templar's  rest;  — 
And  cloister-arches  darken  o'er 
A  fairer  gentler  guest. 
So  sleep  the  loving  hearts,  whom  fate 
Forbade  to  meet  till  all  too  late; 
And  the  same  storied  lands  and  waves 
That  parted  them,  divide  their  graves.^' 
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*'LET     US     RETURN." 

•*  Let  us  return !"  said  the  broken  heart 
Of  the  mountain  hermit's  tale, — * 
When  he  saw  the  morning  mists  depart 
From  the  summits  grey  and  pale:  — 
For  he  knew  that  the  fan-palm  cast  the  shade 
Of  its  ever-glorious  green 
Where  the  love  of  his  blasted  youth  was  laid, 
And  the  light  of  her  steps  had  been. 
Ah!  thus,  for  ever,  the  heart  looks  back 
To  its  young  hope's  funeral  urn :  — 
To  the  tender  green  of  that  early  track, 
To  its  light,  let  us  return! 

The  lines  of  our  life  may  be  smooth  and  strong,  — 

And  our  pleasant  path  may  lie 

Where  the  stream  of  affection  flows  along, 

In  the  light  of  a  summer  sky :  — 

But  woe  for  the  lights  that  early  wane, 

And  the  shades  that  early  fall, 

And  the  prayer  that  speaks  of  the  secret  pain. 

Though  its  voice  be  still  and  small! 

To  the  sweeter  flowers,  to  the  brighter  streams. 

To  the  household  hearths  that  burn 

Still  bright  in  our  holy  land  of  dreams. 

To  their  love  let  us  return! 

"  T  is  well  we  have  learned  the  truths  of  time,  — 
But  they  came  with  the  winter's  snow, 
For  we  saw  them  not  through  the  flowery  prime 
Of  our  summers  long  ago : 
Yet  the  spring  is  green  and  the  summer  bright 
As  they  were  in  the  years  of  yore, 
But  on  our  souls  the  love  and  light 
Of  their  gladness  come  no  more ! 


*PauI  and   \  irui 
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Back  —  back  to  the  wisdom  of  the  yean 
That  had  yet  no  loss  to  mourn,—- 
To  their  faith,  that  found  no  place  for  tean. 
To  their  joy,  let  us  return ! 

We  have  paused,  perchance,  by  the  quiet  grave 

Of  our  young  who  early  slept,— 

And,  since  they  left  us,  many  a  wave 

O'er  our  weary  bark  hath  swept;  — 

But  far  in  the  morning  light  enshrined, 

They  gladden  our  backward  gaze, 

Or  wake  like  the  breath  of  the  summer's  wuid, 

The  soul  of  our  better  days. 

Back  —  back!  to  the  living  wave,  we  dreW| 

With  tliem^  from  a  purer  urn, — 

To  the  path  of  the  promise  lost  to  view. 

And  its  peace  —  let  us  return ! 


THE     PICTURE     OF     THE     DEAD. 

A  CHIEF  from  his  distant  forest  came. 

To  the  pale  one's  lonely  tent; 
And  he  brought  such  gifts  as  a  prince  might  claim^ 

By  an  Indian  monarch  sent :  — 
And  "  Bright  may  the  sun  on  thy  dwelling  shine  P* 

Said  the  warrior  of  the  wild, — 
"Stranger,  the  gifts  I  bear  are  thine. 

Who  hast  given  me  back  my  child! 

^  My  child,  who  passed  to  the  spirit-land, 
In  the  sunrise  of  her  years :  — 
I  have  looked  for  her  in  our  woodland  band, 

Till  mine  eyes  grew  dim  with  tears : 
But  her  shadow  bright,  by  thy  pencil  traced. 
Still  sweet  in  my  dwelling  smiled, 


I  the  hearlh  she  left  ie  nol  yet  a  waate,- 
last  given  me  back  niy  child! 
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](iw,  in  the  place  of  gmves, 
(he  ever-silent  slept ; 

ass,  in  itM  grcenoees,  wi 


Ift  she  live; 


s  our  star,  that  early  eet, 
t  its  lUHtre  mild ; 
ri  her  changeless  benuty  yet,— 
given  me  back  my  child ! 


say !  when  owr  youn^,  who  loved  her  well, 
Like  the  pinea  ^ow  old  and  hoar, 

Will  htrr  youth  still  last,  as  tlieira  that  dwell 
Where  the  wiiiier  comes  no  more? 

When  the  early  lovetl  of  her  hearl  ia  low, 
Will  she  smile  aa  she  ever  smiled? 

Oh!  safe  from  the  withering  hand  of  woe, 

.Hast  thnu  given  me  back  niv  child! 


I  well  with  those  of  thine  eastern  land; 

jugh  their  loved  ones  ntay  depart. 
t  magic  pnwer  of  the  painter's  hand 

estores  tliem  tn  the  heart. 
I  long  may  the  light  of  Ihrir  presence  stay, 
ffhooe  love  Ihi/  griefs  beguiled ! 
i  blessings  hrigtitcu  thy  homeward  way,— 
Who  baai  given  me  hack  my  child  I" 


IB  tnrly  minstrela  of  ihe  earth, — 
Wlios*  mighty  voices  woke 

hoes  of  it"  inliinl  wooJa, 
Ere  yet  the  Teiiipc«  s[H>ke! 
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How  is  it,  that  ye  waken  still 
The  young  heart's  happy  dreams, 

And  shed  your  light  on  darkened  days, 
O  bright  and  blessed  streams! 

Woe  for  the  world!  —  she  hath  grown  old 

And  grey,  in  toil  and  tears;  — 
But  ye  have  kept  the  harmonies 

Of  her  unfallen  years : 
For  ever,  in  our  weary  path,  ' 

Your  ceaseless  music  seems 
The  spirit  of  her  perished  youth, — 

Ye  glad  and  glorious  streams! 

Your  murmurs  bring  the  pleasant  breath 

Of  many  a  sylvan  scene, — 
They  tell  of  sweet  and  sunny  vales, 

And  woodlands  wildly  green. 
Ye  cheer  the  lonely  heart  of  age,-^ 

Ye  fill  the  exile-s  dreams 
With  hope  and  home  and  memory, — 

Ye  unforgotten  streams ! 

Too  soon  the  blessed  springs  of  love 

To  bitter  fountains  turn, 
And  deserts  drink  the  stream  that  flows 

From  hope''s  cxhaustless  urn; 
And  faint,  upon  the  waves  of  life. 

May  fall  the  summer  beams, — 
But  they  linger  long  and  bright  with  you, 

Ye  sweet  unchanging  streams ! 

The  bards  —  the  ancient  bards  —  who  sang 
When  thought  and  song  were  new, 

O,  mighty  waters !  did  they  learn 
Their  minstrelsy  from  you  ? 
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For  Biill,  ineihiiiks,  your  voices  blend 
With  all  their  glorious  tliemes, 

That  flow  for  ever,  fresh  anil  free 
As  the  elemttl  streams! 

Well  might  the  smmeil  seer,  of  old. 
Who  trod  the  tearless  shore, 

Lilte  many  waters  deem  the  voice 
The  angel  hosts  adore .' 

For  still,  where  deep  the  rivers  roll) 
Or  far  the  torrent  gleams, 

Our  spirits  hear  the  voice  of  God, 
of  sireams .' 


^^^mid  t 


The  pensnnt  dreams  of  lowly  love, — 

The  prince  of  courllv  bowers, — 
And  exiles,  throuj^h  the  midnight,  rove 

Among  their  native  flowers :  — 
But  flowers  depart,  and,  sere  and  chill. 

The  aulumn  leaves  are  shed, 
And  roses  come  again  —  yet  stilt. 

My  dreams  are  of  the  dead  t 

The  voices  in  my  slumbering  ear 

Have  woke  the  world,  of  old, — 
The  forms  thai  in  my  dreams  appeu 

Fiave  mingled  with  the  mould ; 
Tet  Biilt  they  rise  around  my  rest, 

In  nil  their  peerless  prime, — 
The  lUkmes  by  new-born  nations  blest- 

The  stars  of  elder  time ! 


from  old  and  sacred  pile*, 
glory's  ashea  sleep,— 


They  come 
^^piere  gl 
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From  far  and  long-deserted  aisles,— 
From  desert  or  from  deep, — 

From  lands  of  ever-verdant  bowers, 
Unstained  by  mortal  tread;  — 

Why  haunt  ye  thus  my  midnight  hours, 
Ye  far  and  famous  dead? 

I  have  not  walked  with  you,  on  earth, — 

My  path  is  lone  and  low, — 
A  vale  where  laurels  have  not  birth. 

Nor  classic  waters  flow: 
But  on  the  sunrise  of  my  soql 

Your  mighty  shades  were  cast. 
As  cloud-waves  o'er  the  morning  roU^ — 

Bright  children  of  the  past? 

And  oft,  with  midnight,  I  have  met 

The  early  wise  and  brave, — 
Oh,  ever  great  and  glorious,  yet. 

As  if  there  were  no  grave! 
As  if,  upon  their  path  of  dust. 

Had  been  no  trace  of  tears, 
No  blighted  faith,  no  broken  trust, 

Nor  waste  of  weary  years! 

But  ah !  my  loved  of  early  days,  — 

How  brightly  still  they  bring 
Upon  my  spirit's  backward  gaze 

The  glory  of  its  spring! 
The  hopes  that  shared  their  timele-ss  doom 

Return,  as  freshly  green 
As  though  the  portals  of  the  tomb 

Had  never  closed  between ! 

Oh !  man  may  climb  the  mountain  snowS; 

Or  search  the  ocean  wave, — 
But  who  will  choose  to  walk  with  those 

Whose  dwelling  is  the  grave?  — 
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Tet,  when  upon  that  tideless  shore 

His  sweetest  flowers  are  shed, 
The  lonely  dreamer  shrinks  no  more 

From  visions  of  the  dead! 
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Whbncb  arc  your  glorious  goings  forth, — 

Te  children  of  the  sky, 
In  whose  bright  silence  seems  the  power 

Of  all  eternity  ? 
For  time  hath  let  his  shadow  fall 

O'er  many  an  ancient  light; 
But  ye  walk  above,  in  brightness  still  — - 

O,  glorious  stars  of  night. 

The  vestal  lamp  in  Grecian  fane 

Hath  faded  long  ago;  — 
On  Persian  hills  the  worshipped  flame 

Hath  lost  its  ancient  glow;  — 
And  long  the  heaven-sent  fire  is  gone, 

With  Salpm's  temple  bright;  — 
But  ye  watch  o'er  wandering  Israel,  yet, 

O,  changeless  stars  of  night! 

Long  have  ye  looked  upon  the  earth. 

O'er  vale  and  mountain-brow; 
Ye  saw  the  ancient  cities  rise. 

Ye  gild  their  ruins,  now : 
Ye  beam  upon  the  cottage  home  — 

The  conqueror's  path  of  might; 
And  shed  your  light  alike  on  all, 

O,  priceless  stars  of  night ! 

And  where  are  they,  who  learned  from  yon 

The  fates  of  coming  time,^- 
82 
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Ere  yet  ihe  pyraaiids  arose 

Amid  their  desert  clime  ? 
Tet  still  in  wilds  and  deserts  far, 

Ye  bless  the  watcher's  sight, — 
And  shine  where  bark  hath  never  beeoy 

O,  lonely  stars  of  night! 

Much  have  ye  seen  of  human  tears  — 

Of  human  hope  and  love, — 
And  fearful  deeds  of  darkness,  too, — 

Ye  witnesses  above! 
Say,  will  that  blackening  record  live 

For  ever  in  your  sight. 
Watching  for  judgment  on  the  earth, — 

O,  sleepless  stars  of  night ! 

How  glorious  was  your  song,  that  rose 

With  the  first  morning's  dawn ! 
And  still,  amid  our  summer  sky, 

Its  echo  lingers  on:  — 
Though  ye  have  shone  on  many  a  grave. 

Since  Eden's  early  blight, 
Ye  tell  of  hope  and  glory,  still  — 

O,  deathless  stars  of  night ! 


ITEPHENS,    THE    TRAVELLER,    AMONG    THE    RUINS    OF    i 

'TwAS  in  the  western  wilderness 

Of  everlasting  trees, — 
Where  rose  no  voice  and  waved  no  tress 

Upon  the  lonely  breeze, — 
Where  never  light  of  sun  or  star 

Might  shine  through  bower  or  giade ;  — 
Why  came  the  stranger,  then,  so  far, 

To  pierce  its  depth  of  shade  ? 
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Did  not  his  childhood's  eye  the  land 

Of  ancient  woods  behold, 
In  summer's  greenness  darkly  grand, 

Or  autumn's  gorgeous  gold  ? 
Had  he  not  heard  the  tempest  sweep 

Through  forests  vast  and  hoar, 
Like  some  yet  undiscovered  deep 

Lone  sounding  on  its  shore? 

Yes!  —  but  from  southern  wilds  there  came 

A  voice  of  olden  time, — 
An  echo  of  departed  fame 

Dwelt  in  that  golden  clime: 
And  there,  the  dauntless  traveller  found 

His  toil  repaid  at  last, — 
Where  wreaths  of  countless  summers  crowned 

A  city  of  the  past! 

The  birds  had  sung  its  solitude, 

While  silent  ages  swept, — 
And  palm-trees,  where  its  altars  stood, 

Their  voiceless  vigil  kept:  — 
And  flowers  grew  fair,  amid  the  homes 

Of  a  departed  race, — 
Whose  skill  had  raised  the  ruined  domes 

Of  that  green  desert  place. 

Was  this,  when  Greece  and  time  were  young. 

The  land  of  Plato's  dreams, — 
Whose  glory  round  his  visions  hung, 

By  far  and  classic  streams  ? 
Or  had  its  fading  splendour  shone 

Like  sunset  o'er  the  seas. 
And  lit,  through  trackless  waves,  alone. 

The  fearless  Genoese? 
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How  have  they  perished  from  the  earth  !-—> 

By  lyre  and  pen  forgot, 
Alike  their  destiny  and  hirth, 

They  were  —  and  they  are  not! 
Time  swept  into  oblivion's  womb 

Their  glory  and  their  power, — 
And  ancient  forests  spread  their  gloom 

O'er  temple,  tomb  and  tower. 

For  nature's  hand  is  mighty,  still ; 

The  thrones  of  earth  decay, — 
The  sword  of  war,  the  pen  of  skill 

And  wisdom,  pass  away,— 
But  wide  she  spreads  her  leafy  pall, 

Or  bids  the  harvest  wave, — 
And  the  glory,  and  the  conquest,  all 

Are  thine,  devouring  grave! 
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NIGHT    AND    MORNING. 

I  WANDERED  through  the  woodf 
And  I  wandered  by  the  wave; 

I  bent  me  o'er  the  flood, 
Where  angry  waters  rave. 

The  night  was  gathering  dark, 
And  the  air  was  gathering  damp; 

There  gleamed  no  glow-worm's  spark, 
No  flre-fly's  fluttering  lamp. 

Fondly  I  sought  to  dream, 

But  mine  eyelids  would  not  close  — 

Grated  the  night-owl's  scream. 
Roared  the  pine's  crashing  brows. 

No  nightingale  was  singing, 
Those  solemn  glooms  to  cheer; 

Bat  the  hollow  winds  were  ringing 
Their  death-dirge  in  mine  ear. 

No  lovely  star  was  shining 

Through  those  midnight  heavens  of  dread  ; 
No  bowery  foliage  twining 

Rich  umbrage  o'er  my  head. 

No  sweet  night-blowing  flowers 
With  their  mist  of  incense-steam, 

No  golden-fruited  bowers 

Stained  by  the  noontide  beam. 
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No  verdure  fresh  and  fair — 

Carpet  for  fairies'  feet; 
Spring's  glories  reigned  not  there. 

Nor  summer's  breathings  sweet. 

Solemn  the  night,  and  dreary,— 

A  weight  on  eye  and  ear; 
The  very  heart  felt  weary, 

And  overtaken  by  dim  fear. 

Haunted  by  things  long  lost. 

Pale,  shadowy  memories, 
The  undistinguishable  host 

Of  aery  phantasies. 

I  strove  to  see  the  land  — 

I  strove  to  see  the  sky; 
But  Darkness  waved  his  wand. 

Night  was  —  Immensity ! 

But  Slumber  then  descended. 
Soft  visions  soothed  my  sight, 

And  when  that  brief  sleep  ended, 
The  universe  was  —  Light! 

O!  my  bounding  heart  was  borne 
On  the  wings  of  strong  delight. 

When  thy  approach,  sweet  mom ! 
Stilled  the  resounding  night. 

Thus  shines  the  splendid  morrow. 
When  the  heavy  night  is  past. 

And  thus  from  holy  sorrow 

Spring  heaven's  own  smiles  at  last! 

Lovelier  even  light  may  be 

From  darkness  burning  forth  — 

O,  Suffering  f  't  is  from  thee 

We  learn  Hope's  costliest  worth? 
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DREAMS. 

Drkams,  loveliest  mutabilities  of  ever-changeful  earth ! 
Beauteous  and  precious  blossoming  of  Time's  cold  desert 

dearth, 
Incarnadining  life's  grey  mists  with  sun-hues  of  the  south. 
And  brightening  life's  horizon-rim  with  the   orient  fires   of 

youth. 

Like  the  fair  rainbow,  linking  earth  to  the  blue  exulting  sky, 
And  showering  o'er  the  space  around  a  flood  of  radiancy ! 
O,  wondrous  are  ye,  and  sublime  in  your  phases  and  your 

powers, 
Wresting  from  care  and  feverish  woe  some  few  short  splendid 

hours ! 

From  the  monarch's  brow  ye  lift  the  crown!   the  captive's 

chains  unbind! 
Youth  unto  frozen  age  ye  are,  and  light  unto  the  blind  — 
A  refuge  and  a  shelter  to  earth's  wanderer,  weary-hearted, 
And  all  to  the  bereaved,  since  ye  restore  the  long-departed ! 

To  childhood's  ken,  O!  what  a  world  of  mystery  and   of 

glory! 
Surpassing  all  even  childhood  meets  in  the  gorgeous  realms  of 

story! 
All  dazzling  dyes,  all    wildering  light,  all  wonder,  and  aU 

change ! 
Where  the  thoughts,  like  birds  of  paradise,  through  an  endless 

sunshine  range! 

•  •  •  •  • 

A  picture-land,  a  music-land,  sleep's  wide  realm  must  be  tkerCy 
Where  no  echo-voice  of  other  times  doth  haunt  the  silvery 

air  — 
No  faded  tracery  of  the  past  doth  mantle  it  with  gloom  — 
No  canopying  clouds  of  night,  no  shadows  of  the  tomb! 
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Dreams  of  the  poef  s  burning  mind !  O !  what  must  ye  not  be  I 
Bright-pinioned  travellers,  that  explore  the  unveiled  imihen- 

aity; 
That  bring  from  many  an  untracked  coast,  and  many  in  «n« 

touched  mine, 
The  dazzling  meed  of  riches  he  receives  but  to  resign ! 

Yelf  if  his  mind  one  lightning-glimpse  of  all  ye  brought  retain. 
It  shall  bring  glory  without  end  to  his  mighty  sweeping  strain ! 
For  ye  shall  crown  his  conquering  thought  with  all  grand  and 

starry  themes. 
Though  alone  that  lightning-glimpse  bequeathed,  shall  mark 

your  track,  winged  dreams ! 

Tours  are  the  realms  of  life  and  death  —  the  realms  of  time 

and  space ! 
And  the  fiery-tressed  comet  toils  behind  ye  in  the  race ; 
The  Past  heaves,  like  a  billowy  sea,  when  ye  hover  o'er  its 

gloom  — 
And,  fearful  in  their  beauty,  rise  the  dwellers  of  the  tomb ! 

And  to  the  painler^s  fervid  glance  what  marvels  ye  disclose  — 
Your  very  atmosphere  burns  deep  with  the  crimsonings  of  the 

rose ! 
Sunshine  tli rough  moonlight  quivering  gleams !   beam   upon 

beam  embossed  I 
In  labyrinthine  wreathed  wanderings  —  silvery  streams  with 

golden  crossed ! 

Perchance  ye  spread  unrecked-of  worlds  before  his  raptured 
vision  — 

Worlds  with  o'erpowering  beauty  crowned!  aerial  —  crystal- 
line —  Elysian  ! 

Where  the  spirit  of  all  loveliness  embodiefl  seems  to  dwell, 

As  the  fire  within  the  umbrageous  cloud,  or  the  pearl  in  the 
orient  shell  f 
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Oti  perehance,  the  glorious  scenes   of  old  for  him  ye  njay 

revive ! 
And  bid  the  vanished  Beautiful  —  the  vanquished  Mighty  live  — 
Redeem  fallen  cities  from  the  dust,  that  hath  their  majesty 

defiled,  ' 
And  give  them  pomp  they  boasted  not,  ere  time  their  strength 

despoiled. 

like  gorgeous  jewel-pyramids  — like  genii-structures,  famed 
of  old, 

They  arise  with  spires  and  column-shafts  of  burnished  sculp- 
tured gold! 

With  vast  domes  that  might  o'ercanopy  all  the   unpavilioned 

seas ! 
Yet  ever  varying,  cloud-like,  to  his  fancy's  varying  breeze  ! 

•  •  •  •  • 

OVr  that  spirit  that  hath  thirsteo  for  the  fountain-draughts  of 

life  f 
And   battled   with  meek  earnestness   through  the   dark  and 

lengthened  strife ; 
O'er  whose  thousand  thousand  thoughts  and  hopes,  one  faith 

hath,  crown-like,  hovered  — 
Ye  have   breathed !   and  to  its  passionate  gaze  worlds  after 

worlds  discovered. 

•  •  •     •        •  • 

O'er  that  spirit — sovereign  dreams!  ye  shed  a  mastering  gift 
of  power. 

To  pierce  the  cloud-o'ershadowings  of  earth's  strange  mys- 
terious hour  — 

To  rend  through  dimly-visioncd  worlds  a  bright  victorious 
way  — 

To  soar  m  the  height  of  heigh tM,  the  eiicess  of  hemven's  deep 
day! 


Ilrij 
Til. 
T. 
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V   i:  N  I  N  G  . 


•  iovt'ly  and  a  lulling  evening  't  was  — 
.iiiiurs  lightly  ran  through  the  wavy  sha- 

lonie wards    flittinir*  scattering   song-notes 

:  u*  >oft  warm  air,  all  redolent  of  dew  — 
u  mantled  and  arrayed  all  things  in  quivering 
ii  . 
.ai  made  the  violet  leaves  their  richest  scents 

.   ^  shadows  slanted  from  the  mountain's  fiowery 

■  ..«:   landscape  with  a  d(»pth  of  dreamy  hues  was 

«  .1   I  Nt'a-Jon  and  such  i<cimc  as  silently  compels 
■  :»i':rd  iVflin^^-j  from   their  sealed  and  shrouded 

i\'i!iant  calm — a  solemn  mood  and  hiofh, 
i.M  ■n»ly\«<  thousand  chords  are  attuned  to  harmony! 
■    ii  which  no  wanderer-thoutrht,  in  feathery  bondage 

■  ^ 

I   :<»  e-^cape,  though   prisoiu'd   there,  and  softeneii 
V  I,  AUi\   jpielled  ! 

...II  hondaire  ilus,  as  liuht  — as  soft  as  sleep! 
.1  ,  like  sununer's  purple  heaven,  doth  all  in  beauty 

t 
,     I.;  MioNt  jainiliar — that  most  \vilderiiijr  miracle, 

■:iu>ic  of  the  sold  lies  l(M'lv(»d  within  its  shell  I 

.    NN  ondrously  divine,  and  uu)re  rich  and  glorious 
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A  waking  world  of  phantasies  and  ever  changeful  dreams  — 
A  waking  world  of  visions,  spread  before   the  uncurtained 

eyes? 
As  in  such  sweet  aerial  mood  unsought  —  undreamed  of— 

lise! 
Thai  mood  which,  like  the  dove,  doth  all  unwearied  evermore 
Brood  on  itself!  —  or  like  the  wave  o^er  its  unseen  pearly 

store : 
Words  never  may  its  mysteries  high  —  its  sweet  discrepancies 

unfold  — 
Oy  in  this  world  are  feelings  old,  unlanguaged  and  untold ! 
Though  they  by  thousands  have  been  felt,  by  tens  of  thou- 
sands known  — 
Silence  still  overpowers  them  from  her  wide  and  viewless 

throne ' 
Thus  this  blest  mood  —  of  sadness  rich,  and  of  influence  pure 

and  fine — 
(How  all  wild  and  dark  emotions  in  its   hallowed   sphere 

decline !) 
Language  may  never  breathe  away  the  mists  that  wrapt  it 

round  f 
Twould  shrink  from  the  aery  thrall  of  words  —  the  silvery 

touch  of  sound! 
Gklmer  the  spirit  seems  to  lie  than  some  many- imaged  lake, 
When  no  breeze  may  crisp  its  crystal-depths,  its  azure  mirror 

break  ! 
0,  't  is  a  reconciling  dream  —  a  mediatorial  spell ! 
The  trouble  of  our  worldly  griefs  and  our  worldly  jojft  to 

quell ! 


MRS.  NORTON. 


This  roost  delightful  writer,  whose  lines  alternate  with  feminine  ten- 
derness and  masculine  vigour,  inherited  genius  and  has  been  educated 
by  suffering.  Sarah  Elizabeth  Norton  is  the  grand-daughter  of  Ri- 
chard Brinsley  Sheridan.  Left  fatherless  when  an  infant,  she  and  her 
sisters  were  educated  by  an  accomplished  and  devoted  mother.  How 
much  she  was  indebted  to  that  mother^s  care,  her  subsequent  career 
has  shown.  Her  sister  (subsequently  married  to  the  Hon.  CapL  Price 
Blackwood,  who  died  soon  after  his  succession  to  the  title  of  Lord 
Dufierin  and  Clanboy),  generously  rivalled  her  in  precocity  of  talent  and 
ease  of  composition,  each  having  filled,  before  the  age  of  twelve,  a 
manuscript  volume  with  poems  of  unusual  merit.  The  affecting  ballad 
of  The  Irish  Emigrants  Lament,  rendered  yet  more  affecting  to  us  by 
Mr.  Dempster's  music  and  singing,  was  a  fruit  of  Lady  Dufierin's 
maturer  powers,  and  compares  with  any  lyric  of  humble  life  in  the 
language  for  Saxon  simplicity  and  natural  truth.  The  more  it  is  stu- 
died, the  more  does  the  talent  of  its  conception  and  detail  appear;  nor 
can  it  be  sufficiently  regretted  that  so  exquisite  a  pen  has  been  so  idle. 
The  early  vigour  of  our  authoress  was  not  the  hotbed  prematurity  that 
quickly  disappoints  the  hopes  it  excites.  She  has  continued  to  write 
better  and  better  to  the  present  hour ;  though,  as  Mr.  Griswold  with  his 
usual  judgment  says,  she  need  not  now  be  ashamed  of  verses  which  she 
wrote  at  twelve.  At  seventeen,  her  Sorrows  of  Rosalie  showed  he* 
ripening  genius.  Bereaved  by  death  of  one  to  whom  her  heart  was  given, 
she  became  in  an  unpropitious  hour  the  wife  of  the  Hon.  Greorge 
Chappel  Norton,  who  has  proved  himself  utterly  unworthy  of  having 
committed  to  him  the  child  of  beauty,  genius  and  generous  feeling, 
whom  he  has  persecuted  with  the  basest  accusations  and  untiring  ma- 
lignity. Mrs.  Norton  passed  through  a  judicial  investigation  of  her 
character  in  such  a  triumphant  manner  as  to  awaken,  on  both  sides  of 
tlie  Atlantic,  the  utmost  indignation  against  her  slanderers.  The  traces 
of  her  sufferings  are  burned  deeply  on  her  pages.  She  scorns  to 
hide  the  workings  of  her  embittered  memory  and  outraged  heart;  yet 
her  tone  though  unconstrained  is  lofly,  yielding  not  to  man«  but  to  the 

(38« 


M  II  »  .     N  U  k  T  »)  N  . 

farce  of  tutorc.  Whnt«bphnBeiulura1  has  taught  her  not  misanllirapy, 
hit  ■Mmogersyiiipalh]'  withllm  wenk  and  wronged,  n  nobler  eloquence 
m  *ppeaU  Ha  freolunt,  trulli  slid  gi'iienil  justice.  She  has  retired  from 
(he  world  but  not  abandonod  it,  Knii  the  editor  has  berore  him  a  li<lter 
rrooi  >  dialin^iiished  Ainencuii  lady  nuw  iti  England,  Epeaking  in  aflec- 
tnoate  «nd  adiniring  lerma  of  the  choice,  ihougli  purgicieel]'  c 
■cnb«d  cooietjr,  in  which  lier  enniest  nature  6nds  a  eolace,  lieiglilcntid 
by  •  coatiitiied  PxerciBP  of  her  powers  lo  cbnrm  Uie  many  who  wcl- 
cum*  every  new  eflusion  from  her  pen, 

Mrs.  Norton  is  deficient  in  eeverity  of  taste.  Like  iivwt  female 
writer*,  thwigfi  in  b  fhr  lesg  decree  than  some,  she  writes  too  eagerly. 
•nd  not  a  Teweren  of  her  biut  pieces  ato  marred  bylines  or  words 
haMily  IhRiWD  in  to  surve  llie  measuri-.  Strains  of  «ucli  | 
iMCe  aliould  be  carefully  subiiiitled  lo  the  judgment  of  Iter  cooler  hutirs, 
■ad  rbeloricol  rule  luSered  lo  trim  the  luxuriance  which  it  would  not 
have  creal«d.  That  poetry,  even  of  the  heiirt,  is  most  perfect,  which  is 
bM  governed;  and  careleesncai  of  rule  inei'itably  re(|itire<  occoBional 
tniftc«  Id  help  ua  oul  of  difficulties  into  which  liasle  has  led  as.  -Mfk 
Norton,  witli  her  chamcterwlic  ingennousnetH,  coiifeMea  her  obnox- 
iouanen  to  crilicism ;  and  in  the  preface  to  her  lact  and  noble  poem  oa 
tfatr  Youn;  Prince  uf  Wales,  The  ChiU  of  the  hhixlt,  says,  that  she 
baa  •■endeavoured  to  protit  by  the  suggestions  made  on  former  occo- 
MNHL . . .  i  can  truly  copy  the  plan  of  quaint  John  Bunyan  : 


I  KotwitfaidaiiilinK.  we  aliould  lie  sorry  to  see  her  fire  smoihered  by  Wo 
web  care,  an  evil  of  which,  if  we  may  judge  Iruin  Uie  Child  of  iht 
Manrfi.  Iber«  ii  no  great  danger. 

TWtLIOnT. 


Ob  !  Twilight !  Spirit  that  liort  render  birth 
To  dim  rnchnntments ;  meiiing  Heaven  wiili  Flartli. 
Lmvln^  on  cniKBj'  tiiUs  ai"'  running  Bireonw 
A  flofiiir*-  like  the  uimofphire  of  dreunw ; 
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Thy  hour  to  all  is  welcome !    Faint  and  sweet 
Thy  light  falls  round  the  peasant's  homeward  feet, 
Who,  slow  returning  from  his  task  of  toil. 
Sees  the  low  sunset  gild  the  cultured  soil^ 
And,  tho'  such  radiance  round  him  brightly  glows, 
Marks  the  small  spark  his  cottage  window  throws. 
Still  as  his  heart  forestalls  his  weary  pace, 
Fondly  he  dreams  of  each  familiar  face, 
Recalls  the  treasures  of  his  narrow  life, 
His  rosy  children,  and  his  sunburnt  wife, 
To  whom  his  coming  is  the  chief  event 
Of  simple  days  in  cheerful  labour  spent. 
The  rich  man's  chariot  hath  gone  whirling  past, 
And  those  poor  cottagers  have  only  cast 
One  careless  glance  on  all  that  show  of  pride, 
Then  to  their  tasks  turned  quietly  aside; 
But  him  tliey  wait  for,  him  they  welcome  home. 
Fond  sentinels  look  forth  to  see  him  come; 
The  fagot  sent  for  when  the  fire  grew  dim, 
The  frugal  meal  prepared,  are  all  for  him; 
For  him  the  watching  of  that  sturdy  boy, 
For  him  those  smiles  of  tenderness  and  joy. 
For  him, —  who  plods  his  sauntering  way  along, 
Whistling  the  fragment  of  some  village  song! 

Dear  art  thou  to  the  lover,  thou  sweet  light, 
Fair  fleeting  sister  of  the  mournful  night! 
As  in  impatient  hope  he  stands  apart. 
Companioned  only  by  his  beating  heart. 
And  with  an  eager  fancy  oft  beholds 
The  vision  of  a  white  robe's  fluttering  folds 
Flit  through  the  grove  and  gain  the  open  mead, 
True  to  the  hour  by  loving  hearts  agreed ! 
At  length  she  comes.     The  evening's  holy  grace 
Mellows  the  glory  of  her  radiant  face; 
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The  nirt&in  of  that  ilaylighl  Taint  and  pule 
llani^  round  her  like  the  shrouding  of  a  veil ; 
A»,  turning  with  a  bashful  limid  ihuughl. 
From  llie  dear  welcome  she  lierscli'  hnlh  sought, 
Her  shadowy  prolile  drawn  against  lUe  sky 
Cheuta.  while  il  charms  hia  rniid  adoring  eye. 

Oh!  dear  to  him,  lu  all,  since  lirsl  the  flowers 

Of  happy  Eden's  conserraled  bower* 

Heard  the  low  breeze  along  the  braachea  play, 

Aad  God's  voire  bless  the  cool  hour  of  tlie  day. 

For  though  that  glorious  Paruilise  be  lost. 

Though  eanh  by  blighting  alonns  be  roughly  crosaed 

Though  the  loitg  curse  demauds  the  tax  of  aiik, 

And  the  day's  sorrowa  with  the  lUy  begin, 

Thai  hour,  once  sacred  lo  God's  presence,  still 

Keeps  itaelf  calmer  from  the  touch  "f  ill, 

The  holiest  hour  of  Earth.      Thrn  toil  dolh  cease  — 

Then  from  thr  yoke  the  oxen  lind  release  — 

Then  nuui  rests  pausing  from  his  many  cares. 

And  the  world  teems  with  children's  sunset  prayers! 

Then  innocent  things  seek  out  their  naiural  rest, 

The  babe  sinks  slumbering  on  its  mother's  breast; 

The  liinls  beneath  their  teafy  covering  creep, 

Tea,  even  the  Howere  fold  up  their  buds  in  aleep ; 

And  angels,  floating  by,  on  radiant  wings, 

Hear  tlie  low  aoimd  the  breeze  of  evening  brings, 

Catch  ihe  sweet  incense  as  it  lloat!<  along, 

The  infant's  prayer,  the  mother's  cradle-song. 

And  bear  the   holy  gifts  to  worlds  alar, 

As  things  loo  sacred  for  this  fallen  alar. 

Al  nirh  an  hour,  on  such  a  summer  night, 
Silent  and  calm  in  its  uanspareni  lighi. 
A  widowed  parent  watched  her  slumbering  child 
On  who-e  yniiiig  fare  the  sixteenth  summer  smileil. 
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Fair  was  the  face  she  watched !    Nor  less,  becausf^ 

Beauty's  perfection  seemed  to  make  a  pause, 

And  wait,  on  that  smooth  brow,  some  further  touch. 

Some  spell  from  lime,  —  the  great  magician,  —  such 

As  calls  the  closed  bud  out  of  hidden  gloom, 

And  bids  it  wake  to  glory,  light,  and  bloom. 

Girlish  as  yet,  but  with  the  gentle  grace 

Of  a  young  fawn  in  its  low  resting-place. 

Her  folded  limbs  were  lying :  from  her  hand 

A  group  of  wild  flowers  —  Nature's  brightest  band* 

Of  all  that  laugh  along  the  sumn^^r  fields. 

Of  all  the  suimy  hedge-row  freely  yields. 

Of  all  that  in  the  wild-wood  darkly  hide, 

Or  on  the  thyme-bank  wave  in  breezy  pride, — 

Showed  that  the  weariness  which  closed  in  sleep 

So  tranquil,  child-like,  innocent  and  deep, 

Nor  fpstal  gaiety,  nor  toilsome  hours, 

Had  brought;  but,  like  a  flower  among  the  flowers, 

She  had  been  wandering  'iieath  a  summer  sky. 

Youth  on  her  lip  and  gladness  in  her  eye, 

Twisting  the  wild  rose  from  it ;  native  thorn, 

And  the  blue  scabious  from  the  sunnv  corn ; 

Smiling  and  singing  like  a  spirit  fair 

That  walked  the  world,  but  had  no  dwelling  there. 

And  still  (as  though  their  fainily  scented  breath 

Preserved  a  meek  fidelity  in  death) 

Eacli  late  imprisoned  blossom  fondly  lingers 

Within  the  touch  of  her  unconscious  fingers, 

Though,  languidly  unclasped,  that  hand  no  more 

Guards  its  possession  of  its  rilled  store. 

So  wearily  she  lay ;  so  sweetly  slept ; 
So  by  her  side  fond  watch  the  mother  kept; 
And,  as  above  her  gentle  child  she  bent. 
So  like  they  seemed  in  form  and  lineament, 


Tou  might  have  deemcH  her  face  ii$  shutlow  g&ve 
To  the  rlesT  mirror  of  u  fountuiii's  wave; 
Only  in  thin  (hey  dilTeteil ;  that,  while  one 
Wm  wann  luid  railiant  as  i)ie  summer  Hun, 
The  other's  smile  huil  more  a  moonlight  pluy, 
For  mttiy  tears  had  wept  its  glow  awav  \ 
TpI  wna  she  fair;  ofloveliiiess  so  true. 
That  time,  which  faded,  iievt^r  could  subdue ; 
And  though  the  sleeper^  like  u  half-blown  rose, 
Showed  bright  as  arigeU  in  her  soft  repose. 
Though  bluer  veins  ran  through  each  snowy  lid, 
Curtaining  sweet  eyes,  by  long  dark  lashes  hid  — 
Eyes  that  as  yet  had  never  learnt  to  weep. 
But  woke  up  smiling,  like  a  child's,  from  sleep;  — 
Thotigh  feinier  lines  were  pencilled  on  the  brow, 
Wliich  cast  soft  shadows  on  the  orbs  below; 
Though  deeper  colour  flushed  her  yonthfiil  cheek, 
In  its  nmoolh  curve  more  joyous  and  less  meek, 
And  fuller  seemeil  the  small  and  crimson  month, 
With  teeih  like  those  ihftt  glitter  in  the  south  — 
She  hail  but  ynutlfs  superior  brightness,  such 
As  the  skilled  painter  gives  with  tlattering  touch 
When  he  would  picture  every  Imgering  grace 
Which  once  shone  brighter  in  some  copied  face; 
Ami  it  was  compliment,  whenever  she  smiled, 
Tosay,"ThouMlikelhy  mother,  my  fair  child !^ 


A     MOTH  KB. 

Aa  T  ble— cj  are  they  for  whom  'mid  all  their  pains 

Thai  faithful  and  unaltered  li 

Who,  Life  wrecked  round  tli 

And,  by  all  else  forsaken  r 

CUim,  ill  tmr  heart,  thi 

Ai  I.  my  Mather,  claimed 


83* 


n,  —  liunied  from  their  nost,— 
distressed. — 

and  shrine  — 
place  in  thine! 
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Ofl,  since  that  hour,  in  sadness  I  retrace 
^My  childhood's  vision  of  thy  calm  sweet  face; 
Oft  see  thy  form,  its  mournful  beauty  shrouded 
In  thy  black  weeds,  and  coif  of  widow's  woe ; 
Thy  dark  expressive  eyes  all  dim  and  clouded 
By  that  deep  wretchedness  the  lonely  know : 
Stifling  thy  grief,  to  hear  some  weary  task 
Conned  by  unwilling  lips,  with  listless  air, 
Hoarding  thy  means,  lest  future  need  might  ask 
More  than  the  widow's  pittance  then  could  spare. 
Hidden,  forgotten  by  the  great  and  gay, 
Enduring  sorrow,  not  by  fits  and  starts, 
But  the  long  self-denial,  day  by  day, 
Alone  amidst  thy  brood  of  careless  hearts ! 
Striving  to  guide,  to  teach,  or  to  restrain. 
The  young  rebellious,  spirits  crowding  round, 
Who  saw  not,  knew  not,  felt  not  for  thy  pain, 
And  could  not  comfort  —  yet  had  power  to  wound ! 
Ah  !  how  my  selfish  heart,  which  since  hath  grown 
Familiar  with  deep  trials  of  its  own, 
Wiih  riper  judgment  looking  to  the  past. 
Regrets  tlic  careless  days  that  flew  so  fast. 
Stamps  with  remorse  each  wasted  hour  of  time, 
And  darkens  every  folly  into  crime ' 

OBSCURITY     OF     WOMAN's     WORTH. 

In  many  a  village  churchyard's  simple  grave. 
Where  all  unmarked  the  cypress  branches  wave, 
In  many  a  vault  where  Death  could  only  claim 
The  brief  inscription  of  a  woman's  name ; 
Of  different  ranks,  and  diflerent  degrees. 
From  daily  labour  to  a  life  of  ease, 
(From  the  rich  wife  who  throw ijh  the  weary  day 
Wept  in  her  jewels,  grief's;  unceasing  prey, 
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To  the  poor  soul  who  grudged  o'er  marsh  and  moor^ 
And  with  her  baby  begged  from  door  to  door,  — ) 
lie  hearts,  which,  ere  they  found  that  last  release, 
Had  lost  all  memory  of  the  blessing  '*  Peace ;" 
Hearts,  whose  long  struggle  through  unpitied  years 
None  saw  but  Him  who  marks  the  mourner's  tears  *, 
The  obscurely  noble !  who  evaded  not 
The  woe  which  He  had  willed  should  be  their  lot, 
But  nerved  themselves  to  bear! 

Of  such  art  thou, 
My  Mother !     With  thy  calm  and  holy  brow. 
And  high  devoted  heart,  which  suffered  still 
Unmurmuring,  through  each  degree  of  ill. 
And,  because  Fate  hath  willed  thai  mine  should  be 
A  Poet's  soul  (at  least  in  my  degree,)  — 
And  that  my  verse  would  faintly  shadow  forth 
What  I  have  seen  of  pure  unselfish  worth, — 
Therefore  I  speak  of  Thee ;  that  those  who  read 
That  trust  in  woman,  which  is  still  my  creed. 
Thy  early-widowed  image  may  recall 
And  greet  thy  nature  as  the  type  of  all ! 


THE     VISIONARY     PORTRAIT. 

As  by  his  lonely  hearth  he  sate, 
The  shadow  of  a  welcome  dream 

Passed  o'er  his  heart,  —  disconsolate 
His  home  did  seem ; 

Comfort  in  vain  was  spread  around. 

For  something  still  was  wanting  found. 

Therefore  he  thought  of  one  who  might 
For  ever  in  his  presence  stay; 

Whose  dream  should  be  of  him  by  night, 
Whose  smile  should  be  for  him  by  day; 
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And  the  sweet  vision,  vague  and  ^r. 
Rose  on  his  fancy  like  a  star. 

^Let  her  be  young,  yet  not  a  child, 
Whose  light  and  inexperienced  mirth 
Is  all  too  winged  and  too  wild 

For  sober  earth, — 
Too  rainbow-like  such  mirth  appears, 
And  fades  away  in  misty  tears. 

^  Let  youth's  fresh  rose  still  gently  bloom 
Upon  her  smooth  and  downy  cheeky 
Yet  let  a  shadow,  not  of  gloom. 

But  soft  and  meek, 
Tell  that  some  sorrow  she  hath  known, 
Though  not  a  sorrow  of  her  own. 

^k  And  let  her  eyes  be  of  the  grey. 

The  soft  grey  of  the  brooding  dove, 
Full  of  the  sweet  and  tender  ray 

Of  modest  love; 
For  fonder  shows  that  dreamy  hue 
Than  lustrous  black  or  heavenly  blue. 

^  Let  her  be  full  of  quiet  grace, 

No  sparkling  wit  with  sudden  glow 
Bright'ning  her  purely  chiselled  face 

And  placid  brow ; 
Not  radiant  to  the  stranger^s  eye,— 
A  creature  easily  passed  by; 

"  But  who,  once  seen,  with  untold  power 

For  ever  haunts  the  yearning  heart. 

Raised  from  the  crowd  that  self-same  he 

To  dwell  apart, 
All  sainted  and  enshrined  to  be, 
The  idol  of  our  memory ' 
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**And  ohf  let  Mary  be  her  name  — 
It  hath  a  sweet  and  gentle  sound, 
At  which  no  glories  dear  to  fame 

Come  crowding  round, 
But  which  the  dreaming  heart  beguiles 
With  holy  thoughts  and  household  smiles. 

^With  peaceful  meetings,  welcomes  kind. 
And  love,  the  same  in  joy  and  tears, 
And  gushing  intercourse  of  mind 

Through  faithful  years; 
Oh!  dream  of  something  half  divine, 
Be  real  —  be  mortal  —  and  be  mine!" 


THE     SENSE     OF     BEAUTY. 

Spirit  I  who  over  this  our  mortal  earth. 

Where  naught  hath  binh 

Which  imperfection  *doth  not  some  way  dim 

Since  earth  offended  Him  — 

Thou  who  unseen,  from  out  lliy  radiant  wings 

Dost  shower  down  light  o'er  mean  and  common  things , 

And,  wandering  to  and  fro, 

Through  the  condemned  and  sinful  world  dost  go ; 

Haunting  that  wilderness,  the  human  heart. 

With  gleams  of  glory  that  ti>o  soon  depart. 

Gilding  both  weed  and  flower; — 

What  is  thy  birth  divine  ?  and  whence  thy  mighty  power  ? 

The  sculptor  owns  thee !     On  his  high  pale  brow 

Bewildering  images  are  pressing  now ; 

Groups  whose  inmiortal  Qmcc 

His  chisel  neVr  shall  trace. 

Though  in  his  mind  the  fresh  creation  glows ; 
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High  forms  of  godlike  strength, 

Or  limbs  whose  languid  length 

The  marble  fixes  in  a  sweet  repose! 

At  thy  command, 

His  true  and  patient  hand 

Moulds  the  dull  clay  to  beauty's  richest  line, 

Or  with  more  tedious  skill. 

Obedient  to  thy  will. 

By  touches  imperceptible  and  fine, 

Works  slowly  day  by  day 

The  rough-hewn  block  away, 

Till  tlie  soft  shadow  of  the  bust's  pale  sn^ile 

Wakes  into  stalue-life^  and  pays  the  assiduous  toil ! 

Thee  the  young  painter  knows,  —  whose  fervent  eyes, 

O'er  the  blank  waste  of  canvass  fondly  bending. 

See  fast  within  its  magic  circle  rise 

Some  pictured  scene,  with  colours  softly  blending, — 

Green  bowers  and  leafy  glades, 

The  old  Arcadian  shades, 

Where  thwarting  glimpses  of  the  sun  are  thrown, 

And  dancing  nymphs  and  shepherds  one  by  one 

Appear  to  bless  his  sight 

In  fancy's  glowing  light, 

Peopling  that  spot  of  green  earth's  flowery  breast 

With  every  attitude  of  joy  and  rest. 

Lo !  at  his  pencil's  touch  steals  faintly  forth 

(Like  an  uprising  star  in  the  cold  north) 

Some  face  which  soon  shall  glow  with  beauty's  fire : 

Dim  seems  the  sketch  to  those  who  stand  around. 

Dim  and  uncertain  as  an  echoed  sound. 

But  oh !  how  bright  to  him,  whose  hand  tJiou  dost  insp 

Thee  also,  doth  the  dreaming  poet  hail. 
Fond  comforter  of  many  a  weary  day  — 
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When  through  the  clouds  his  fancy's  ear  can  sail 

To  worlds  of  radiance  far,  how  far,  away ! 

At  thy  clear  touch,  (as  at  the  burst  of  light 

Which  morning  shoots  along  the  purple  hills, 

Chasing  the  shadows  of  the  vanished  night. 

And  silvering  all  the  darkly  gushing  rills. 

Giving  each  waking  blossom,  gemmed  with  dew, 

Its  bright  and  proper  hue,)  — 

He  suddenly  beholds  the  checkered  face 

Of  this  old  world  in  its  young  Eden  grace ! 

Disease,  and  want,  and  sin,  and  pain,  are  not  — 

Nor  homely  and  familiar  things :  —  man's  lot 

U  like  aspirations  —  bright  and  high; 

And  even  in  the  haunting  thought  that  man  must  die, 

HiM  dream  so  changes  from  its  fearful  strife, 

Death  seems  but  fainting  into  purer  life! 

Nor  only  these  thy  presence  woo. 

The  less  inspired  own  thee  too! 

Thou  hast  thy  tranquil  source 

In  the  deep  well-springs  of  the  human  heart, 

And  gushest  with  sweet  force 

When  most  imprisoned ;  causing  tears  to  start 

In  the  worn  citizen's  o'erwearied  eye, 

As,  with  a  sigh, 

At  the  bright  close  of  some  rare  holiday. 

He  sees  the  branches  wave,  the  waters  play  — 

And  hears  the  clock's  far  distant  mellow  chime 

Warn  him  a  busier  world  reclaims  his  time ! 

Thee,  childhood's  heart  confesses,  —  when  he  sees 
The  heavy  rose-bud  crimson  in  the  breeze, 
When  the  red  coral  wins  his  eager  gaze. 
Or  the  warm  sunbeam  dazzles  with  its  rays, 
Thee  through  his  varied  hours  of  rapid  joy, 
The  eager  boy, — 
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Who  wild  across  the  grassy  meadow  springs, 

And  still  with  sparkling  eyes 

Pursues  the  uncertain  prize, 

Lured  by  the  velvet  glory  of  its  wings! 

And  so  from  youth  to  age  —  yea,  till  the  end  — 

An  unforsaken,  unforgetting  friend, 

Thou  hoverest  round  us !     And  when  all  is  o'er, 

And  earth's  most  loved  illusions  please  no  more 

Thou  stealest  gently  to  the  couch  of  death; 

There,  while  the  lagging  breath 

Comes  faint  and  fitfully,  to  usher  nigh, 

Consoling  visions  from  thy  native  sky, 

Making  it  sweet  to  die  I 

The  sick  man's  ears  are  faint  —  his  eyes  are  dim  — 

But  his  heart  listens  to  the  heavenward  hymn, 

And  his  soul  sees — in  lieu  of  that  sad  band, 

Who  come  with  mournful  tread 

To  kneel  about  his  bed, — 

God's  white-robed  angels,  who  around  him  stand. 

And  wave  his  spirit  to  "  the  Better  Land !" 

So,  living,  —  dying,  —  still  our  hearts  pursue 

That  loveliness  which  never  met  our  view : 

Still  to  the  last  the  ruling  thought  will  reign. 

Nor  deem  one  feeling  given  —  was  given  in  vain  ! 

For  it  may  be,  our  banished  souls  recall 

In  this,  their  earthly  thrall, 

(With  the  sick  dreams  of  exiles,)  that  far  world 

Whence  angels  once  were  hurled  ; 

Or  it  may  be,  a  faint  and  trembling  sense 

Vague,  as  permitted  by  Omnipotence, 

Foreshows  the  immortal  radiance  round  us  shed, 

When  the  imperfect  shall  be  perfected  ! 

Like  the  chained  eagle  in  his  fettered  might. 

Straining  upon  the  heavens  his  wistful  sight, 
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Wlio  luward  tho  upward  glory  foTiilly  aprinffs, 
\riili  nil  ihe  vain  slretigih  of  his  ghivering  wings,  — • 
So  chaiaeil  m  ennh,  and  baftteA — yei  bo  fond 
Of  tite  pure  aky  which   hes  so  far  lieyond, 
We  make  Ihe  ailempl  lo  »oar  in  many  n  thought 
Of  beauty  bora,  and  into  beauty  wrought ; 
Dimly  we  struggle  onwards:  —  who  shall  say 
Wliich  gliiDinering  light  leads  nearcai  to  the  day  ? 


Hraa^  moaning  autumn  wind !  be  still,  he  still ! 

Thy  grieving  cnire  forhiildelh  hearts  lo  rest ; 
We  hear  thee  sweeping  down  ilie  lonely  hill, 

And  niuumfid  thnughls  crowil  o'er  the  hiinuui  breaat. 
Why  will  thou  haunt  us,  with  thy  voit-e  unkind, 
SRdd''niDg  the  earth  ?     Hush,  moaning  autumn  wind  I 
Toss  not  the  branching  trecH  tti  wildly  high, 

FitUng  the  forest  with  thy  dreary  sound ; 
Without  thy  aid  the  hues  of  summer  die^i 

And  the  sere  leaves  fall  scattered  lo  the  ground. 
Thou  dost  but  hasten,  needlessly  unkind, 
The  winter''s  tusk,  iliou  moaning  autumn  wind  ! 
Sweep  not  through  Oeran's  cave*  with  hollow  roar, 

Driving  our  fair  ships  to  some  rock-bound  strand  I 
While  the  vexed  sen  fonins  wtathfiil  to  the  shore, 

The  seamim'H  wife  looks  shuddering  from  the  land, 
And  widownl  hearts  for  many  a  year  shall  Itiid 
Death  in  thy  voice,  thnu  moaning  aulnma  wind ! 
Round  our  calm  dwellings,  when  our  hearts  are  giy, 

Roam  not.  oh  howling  spirit  of  Despair! 
A*  though  ihou  wert  a  creature  seeking  prey. 

And  where  tht;  land  looked  rirhest,  found  tl  them 
Wo  lute  enough  of  memories  unkind 
Without  iJiy  voice,  ihou  moaning  autumn  wind ' 
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Thee  the  sad  mourner  lists,  and  turns  to  weep, 
In  the  blank  silence  of  her  lonely  home ; 

The  sick  man  hears,  and  starts  from  broken  sleep, 
And  the  night-wanderer  sighs  —  compelled  to  roam ; 

While  the  poor  shiver,  for  thtir  huts  unkind 

Bar  thee  not  out,  thou  searching  autumn  wind! 

Back  to  the  barren  hill  and  lonely  glen ! 

Here  let  the  wandering  of  thy  echoes  cease ; 
Sadly  thou  soundest  to  the  hearts  of  men, — 

Hush  thy  wild  voice,  and  let  the  earth  have  peace; 
Or,  if  no  chain  thy  restless  will  can  bind. 
Sweep  through  the  desert,  moaning  autunm  wind ! 


WEEP    NOT     FOR    HIM     THAT     DIKTH. 

"Weep  ye  not  for  the  dead,  neillier  bemoan  liim  ;  but  weep  sore  fot 
bim  ihat  goeth  away,  for  he  shall  return  no  more,  nor  see  his  native 
sounlry." — Jeremiah  xxii.  10. 

Weep  not  for  him  that  dieth  — 

For  he  sleeps,  and  is  at  rest; 
And  the  couch  whereon  he  lieth 

Is  the  green  earth'^s  quiet  breast  \ 
But  weep  for  him  who  pineth 

On  a  far  land's  hateful  shore. 
Who  wearily  declineth 

Where  ye  see  his  face  no  more! 

Weep  not  for  him  that  dieth, 

For  friends  are  round  his  bed, 
And  many  a  young  lip  sigheth 

When  they  name  the  early  dead : 
But  weep  for  him  that  liveth 

Where  none  will  know  or  c^re. 
When  the  groan  his  faint  heart  giveth 

Is  the  last  sigh  of  despair. 
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Weep  not  for  him  that  dieth. 

For  his  struggling  soul  is  free, 
And  the  world  from  which  it  flieth 

Is  a  world  of  misery ; 
Bui  weep  for  him  tliat  weareth 

The  captive's  galling  chain : 
To  the  agony  lie  beareth, 

Death  were  but  little  pain. 

Weep  not  for  him  that  dieth, 

For  he  hath  ceased  from  tears, 
And  a  voice  to  his  replieth 

Which  he  hath  not  heard  for  years ; 
But  weep  for  him  who  weepeth 

On  that  cold  land's  cruel  shore  — 
Blest,  blest  is  he  that  sleepeth,  — 

Weep  for  the  dead  no  more! 


THE     CHILD     OF      EARTH. 

Fainter  her  slow  step  falls  from  day  to  day, 
Death's  heavy  hand  is  on  her  darkening  brow ; 

"Yet  doth  she  fondly  cling  to  earth,  and  say, 

**  I  am  content  to  die,  but,  oh !  not  now ! 

Not  while  the  blossoms  of  the  joyous  spring 
Make  the  warm  air  such  luxury  to  breathe ; 

Not  while  the  birds  such  lays  of  gladness  sing ; 

Not  while  bright  flowers  around  my  footsteps  wreathe 

Spare  me,  great  God,  lift  up  my  drooping  brow ! 

I  am  content  to  die  —  but  oh !  not  now !" 

The  spring  hath  ripened  into  summer-time. 
The  season's  viewless  boundary  is  past; 

The  glorious  sun  hath  reached  his  burning  prime ; 
Oh !  must  this  glimpse  of  beauty  be  the  last  ? 
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^  Let  me  not  perish  while  o'er  land  and  let, 
With  silent  steps  the  lord  of  light  moves  on ; 
Nor  while  the  murmur  of  the  mountain  bee 
Greets  my  dull  ear  with  music  in  its  tone ! 
Pale  sickness  dims  my  eye,  and  clouds  my  brow : 
I  am  content  to  die  —  but,  oh  !  not  now !" 

Summer  is  gone,  and  autumn's  soberer  hues 

Tint  the  ripe  fruits,  an^  gild  the  waving  com ! 
The  huntsman  swift  the  flying  game  pursues, 

Shouts  the  halloo,  and  winds  the  eager  horn. 
"  Spare  me  awhile  to  wander  forth  and  gaze 

On  the  broad  meadows  and  the  quiet  stream, 
To  watch  in  silence  while  the  evening  rays 

Slam  through  the  fading  trees  with  ruddy  gleam ! 
Cooler  the  breezes  play  around  my  brow ; 
I  am  content  to  die  —  but,  oh!  not  now!" 

The  bleak  wind  whistles,  snow-showers,  far  and  near, 
Drift  without  echo  to  the  whitening  ground ; 

Autumn  hath  passed  away,  and,  cold  and  drear, 
Winter  si<ilks  on,  with  frozen  mantle  bound. 

Yet  .still  that  prayer  ascends  :  — Oh  !  laughingly 
My  little  brothers  round  the  warm  hearth  crowd, 

Our  honie-fire  blazes  broad,  and  bright,  and  high. 
And  the  roof  rings  with  voices  glad  and  loud ; 

Spare  me  awliile !  raise  up  my  drooping  brow! 

I  am  content  to  die  —  but,  oh!  not  now!" 

The  spring  is  come  again  —  the  joyful  spring ! 

Again  the  banks  with  clustering  flowers  are  spread, 
The  wild  bird  dips  upon  its   wanton  wing  — 

The  child  of  earth  is  numbered  with  the  dead! 
"  Thee  never  more  the  sunshine  shall  awake. 

Beaming  all  redly  through  the  lattice  pane*, 


The  Biep*  of  frientU  Uiy  slumbers  may  not  break, 

Mor  fond  fauiiliar  voii'e  arouHc  again ! 
Oeaih^s  siletii  shallow  veils  ihy  darkened  brow  ; 
Why  didst  thou  Liiger  F —  ihou  ari  happier  now  !" 


LiKB  au  enfranchised  bird,  who  wildly  eprings, 

Wiih  a  keen  sparkle  in  his  glancing  eye 
And  a  strong  eObrt  in  his  quivering  wings, 

Up  to  ilie  blue  vault  of  the  happy  sky, — 
So  my  enamoured  heart,  so  long  ihine  own. 

At  Ipngtli  from  Love's,  imprisonment  set  free, 
Ooea  forth  iuio  the  open  world  alone, 

Glad  and  exulting  in  ils  liberty : 
But  like  that  helpless  bird,  (conlinecl  so  long. 

His  weary  winps  have  iosl  all  power  to  soar,) 
Who  soon  forgets  to  trill  his  joyous  song. 

And,  feebly  iluitering.  sinks  to  earth  once  more, — 
So,  from  its  former  bonds  released   in  vain, 
Hy  heart  still  feels  tlic  weight  of  that  remembered  chain 


SiLKNT  rnmpanions  of  the  lonely  hour. 

Friends,  who  can  never  alter  or  forsake, 
Who  for  inconstant  roving  have  no  power, 

And  all  neglect,  perforce,  must  calmly  take, — 
Let  me  return  to  vou;  this  turmoil  ending 

Which  worldly  cares  have  in  my  spirit  wrought, 
Ail.,  o'er  your  old  familiar  pagen  brnding. 

Refresh  my  mind  with  many  a  tranquil  thought. 
Till,  haply  meeting  there,  from  time  lo  time, 


Fancies,  the  audible  echo  of  my  own. 
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^willbe  like  hearing  in  a  foreign , clime 

My  native  language  spoke  in  friendly  tonOi 
And  with  a  sort  of  welcome  1  shall  dwell 
On  these,  my  unripe  musings,  told  so  well. 


SONNET. THE     WEAVER. 

Little  they  think,  the  giddy  and  the  vain. 

Wandering  at  pleasure  'neath  the  shady  trees, 
While  the  light  glossy  silk  or  rustling  train 

Shines  in  the  sun  or  flutters  in  the  breeze, 
How  the  sick  weaver  plies  the  incessant  loom, 

Crossing  in  silence  the  perplexing  thread, 
Pent  in  the  confines  of  one  narrow  room, 

Where  droops  complainingly  his  cheerless  head :  — 
Little  they  think  with  what  dull  anxious  ojes^ 

Nor  by  what  nerveless,  thin,  and  trembling  hands, 
The  devious  mingling  of  those  various  dyes 

Were  wrought  to  answer  Luxury's  commands:  — 
But  the  day  cometh  when  the  tired  shall  rest, — 
Where  weary  Lazarus  leans  his  head  on  Abraham's  breast 


B  I  N  G  EN. 

A  SOLDIER  of  the  Legion    lay  dying  in  Algiers, 

There  was  lack  of  woman's  nursing,  there  was  dearth  of  woman's 

tears ; 
But  a  comrade  stood  beside  him,  while  his  life-blood  ebbed  away 
And  bent,  with  pitying  glances,  to  hear  what  he  might  say. 
The  dying  soldier  faltered,  as  he  took  that  comrade's  hand. 
And  he  said,  "  I  never  more  shall  see  my  own,  my  native  land; 
Take  a  message,  and  a  token,  to  some  distant  friends  of  mine. 
For  I  was  born  at  Bingen,  —  at  Bingeii  on  the  Rhine. 
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^  Tell  my  brothers  and  companions,  when  they  meet  and  crowd 

around, 
To  hear  my  mournful  story  in  the  pleasant  vineyard  ground, 
That  we  fought  the  battle  bravely,  and  when  the  day  was  done, 
Pull  many  a  corse  lay  ghastly  pale,  beneath  the  setting  sun. 
And  'midst  the  dead  and  dying,  were  some  grown  old  in  wars, 
The  death-wound  on  their  gallant  breasts,  the  last  of  many  scars : 
But  some  were  young — and  suddenly  beheld  life's  mom  decline, 
And  one  had  come  from  Bingen,  —  fair  Bingen  on  the  Rhine ! 

"  Tell  my  mother,  that  her  other  sons  shall  comfort  her  old  age, 

And  I  was  still  a  truant  bird,  that  thought  his  home  a  cage : 

For  my  father  was  a  soldier,  and  even  as  a  child 

My  heart  leaped  forth  to  hear  him  tell  of  struggles  fierce  and  wild ; 

And  when  he  died,  and  left  us  to  divide  his  scanty  hoard, 

I  let  them  take  whatever  he  would,  but  kept  my  father's  sword, 

And  with  boyish  love  1  hung  it  where  the  bright  light  used  to 

shine, 
On  the  cottage-wall  at  Bingen  —  calm  Bingen  on  the  Rhine ! 

"  Tell  my  sister  not  to  weep  for  me,  and  sob  with  drooping  head, 
When  the  troops  are  marching  home  again,  with  glad  and  gallant 

tread; 
But  to  look  upon  them  proudly,  with  a  calm  and  steadfast  eye, 
For  her  brother  was  a  soldier  too,  and  not  afraid  to  die. 
And  if  a  comrade  seek  her  love,  I  ask  her  in  my  name 
To  listen  to  him  kindly,  without  regret  or  shame; 
And  to  hang  the  old  sword  in  its  place,  (my  father's  sword  and 

mine,) 
For  the  honour  of  old  Bingen, —  dear  Bingen  on  the  Rhine ! 

**  There's  another  —  not  a  sister ;  in  the  happy  days  gone  by. 
You  'd  have  known  her  by  the  merriment  that  sparkled  in  her 

eye ; 
Too  innocent  for  coquetry,  —  too  fond  for  idle  scorning,  — 
Oh !  friend,  I  fear  the  lightest  heart  makes  sometimes  heaviest 

mourning. 
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Tell  her  the  last  night  of  my  life  (for  ere  this  moon  be  risen 
My  body  will  be  out  of  pain  —  my  soul  be  out  of  prison,) 
I  dreamed  I  stocnl  with  her^  and  saw  the  yellow  sunlight  shine 
On  the  vine-clad  hills  of  Bingen,  —  fair  Bingen  on  the  Rhine ! 

^  I   saw  the  blue  Rhine  sweep  along  —  1  heard  or  seemed  to 

hear, 
The  German  songs  we  used  to  sing,  in  chorus  sweet  and  clear; 
And  down  the  pleasant  river,  and  up  the  slanting  hill, 
The  echoing  chorus  sounded,  through  the  evening  calm  and  still. 
And  her  glad  blue  eyes  were  on  me  as  we  passed  with  friendly  talk 
Down  many  a  path  beloved  of  yore,  and  well-remembered  walk, 
And  her  little  hand  lay  lightly,  —  confidingly  in  mine, 
But  we  '11  meet  no  more  at  Bingen,  —  loved  Bingen  on  the 

Rhine !" 


THE     NEW-BORN     CHILD. 

Op  all  the  joys  that  brighten  suffering  earth, 

What  joy  is  welcomed  like  a  new-born  child  ? 
What  life  so  wretched,  but  that,  at  its  birth, 

Some  heart  rejoiced  —  some  lip  in  gladness  smiled? 

The  poorest  cottager,  by  love  beguiled. 
Greets  his  new  burden  with  a  kindly  eye ; 

He  knows  his  son  must  toil  as  he  hath  toiled; 
But  cheerful  Labour,  standing  patient  by, 
Ijaughs  at  the  warning  shade  of  meagre  Poverty! 

The  pettiest  squire  who  holds  his  bounded  sway 
In  some  far  nook  of  England's  fertile  ground, 

Keeps  a  high  jubilee  the  happy  day 

Which  bids  the  bonfires  blaze,  the  joybells  sound, 
And  the  small  tenantry  come  flocking  round. 

While  the  old  steward  triumph's  to  declare 

The  mother's  suffering  hour  with  safety  crowned ; 

And  tlien,  with  reverent  eyes,  and  grey  locks  bare. 
Falters  —  ^*God  bless  the  Boy  I"  his  Master's  Son  and  Heir' 


MRS.     NORTON.  405 

The  youthful  couple,  whose  sad  marriage-vow 
Received  no  sanction  from  a  haughty  sire, 

Feel,  as  they  gaze  upon  their  infant's  brow, 
Hope  —  the  old  friend  whose  strong  wings  never  tire  — 
Once  more  their  long  discouraged  hearts  inspire ; 

For  sure,  they  deem,  the  smiles  of  that  young  face. 
Shall  thaw  the  frost  of  his  relentless  ire : 

The  pathway  of  their  home  their  thoughts  retrace. 
And,  weeping,  yearn  to  meet  his  reconciled  embrace ! 

Tea,  for  this  cause,  even  Shame  will  step  aside. 
And  cease  to  bow  the  head  and  wring  the  heart ; 

For  she  that  is  a  mother,  but  no  bride. 
Out  of  her  lethargy  of  woe  will  start. 
Pluck  from  her  side  that  sorrow's  barbed  dart. 

And,  now  no  longer  faint  and  full  of  fears. 
Plan  how  she  best  protection  may  impart 

To  the  lone  course  of  those  forsaken  years. 
Which  dawn  in  Love's  warm  light  though  doomed  to  set  in  tears 

The  dread  exception  —  when  some  frenzied  mind, 
Crushed  by  the  weight  of  unforeseen  distress. 

Grows  to  that  feeble  creature  all  unkind, 

And  Nature's  sweetest  fount,  through  grief's  excess, 
Is  strangely  turned  to  gall  and  bitterness; 

When  the  deserted  babe  is  left  to  lie, 
Far  from  the  woeful  mother's  lost  caress. 

Under  the  broad  cope  of  the  solemn  sky. 
Or,  by  her  shuddering  hands,  forlorn,  condemned  to  die : 

•  •  •  •  • 

Yes,  deem  her  mad !  for  holy  is  the  sway 

Of  that  mysterious  sense  which  bids  us  bend 

Toward  the  young  souls  new  clothed  in  helpless  clay, 
Fragile  beginnings  of  a  mighty  end,  — 
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Angels  un winged,  —  which  human  care  must  tend 
Till  ihey  can  tread  the  world's  rough  path  alone, 

Serve  for  themselves,  or  in  themselves  oflfend. 
But  God  o'erlooketh  all  from  His  high  throne, 
And  sees,  with  eyes  benign,  their  weakness — and  our  own? 

Therefore  we  pray  for  them,  when  sunset  brings 
Rest  to  the  joyous  heart  and  shining  head; 

When  flowers  are  closed,  and  birds  fold  up  their  wings, 
And  watchful  mothers  pass  each  cradle-bed 
With  hushed  soft  steps,  and  earnest  eyes  that  shed 

Tears  far  more  glad  than  smiling !     Yea,  all  day 
We  bless  them ;  while,  by  guileless  pleasure  led, 

Their  voices  echo  in  their  gleesome  play, 
And  their  whole  careless  souls  are  making  holiday. 

And  if,  by  Heaven's  inscrutable  decree, 

Deatli  calls,  and  human  skill  is  vain  to  save; 
If  the  hriglit  cliild  that  clambered  to  our  knee. 

Cold  and  inactive,  fills  the  silent  grave; 

Tlien  witli  what  wild  lament  we  moan  and  rave! 
What  pa'^sionale  tears  fall  down  in  ceaseless  shower! 

There  lii's  Perfection  !  —  there,  of  all  life  gave-r- 
The  bud  tliai  would  have  proved  the  sweetest  flower 
That  ever  woke  to  bloom  within  an  earthly  bower! 

For,  in  this  hope  our  intellects  abjure 

All  reason — all  experience  —  and  forego 
Belief  in  that  which  only  is  secure. 

Our  natural  cliance  and  share  of  human  woe. 

The  father  pitieth   David's  heart-struck  blow, 
But  for  himself,  such  auirury  defies: 

No  future  Absalom  his  love  can  know  : 
No  pride,  no  passion,  no  rebellion  lies 
In  the  unsidlied  depth  of  those  delightful  eyes! 
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Hieir  innocent  faces  ojwq  like  a  book, 

Full  of  sweet  prophecies  of  coming  good-, 
And  we  who  pore  ihereon  wilh  loving  look. 

Reed  whai  we  moet  desire,  not  what  we  should; 

Even  that  which  suiis  our  own  Ambition's  mood. 
The  Scholar  sees  distinction  promised  there, — 

The  Soldier,  laurels  in  the  field  of  blood,— 

The  Merchant,  venturous  skill  and  Intding  fair, — 

Xione  read  of  broken  hope  —  of  failure  —  of  despair! 

I7or  ever  can  a  Parent's  gaze  behold 
Defect  of  Xature  as  a  stranger  doth ; 

For  these,  with  judgment  true,  severe,  and  cold, 
Mark  the  ungninlv  step  of  heavy  Sloih, — 
Coorseness  of  features, — tempers  easy  wroth  : 

But  those,  with  dazzled  hearts  such  errors  spy, 
A  halo  of  indulgence  circling  both: 

The  plainest  child  a  stranger  passes  by, 
Bhows  lovely  to  ilie  sight  of  some  enamoured  eye ! 

The  Mother  looketh  from  lier  JBiiiced  pane — 
Her  Children's  voices  echoing  sweet  and  clear; 

With  merry  leap  and  bound  her  side  (hev  guin, 
Offering  tlieir  wild  tield-flow'reis :  all  are  dear, 
Yet  still  she  listens  wiih  an  absent  ear: 

For,  while  the  strong  and  lovely  round  her  press, 
A  hall  uneven  step  »oundi^  drnwiDg  near: 

And  all  she  leaves,  that  crippled  child  to  bless, 
Folding  him  lo  her  heart,  with  cherishing  caress. 


Thkt  pray  for  rnEB,  fair  child,  in  Gotliic  piles. 
Where  ilie  full  organ's  deep  reverbt^rale  souud 

Roll*  echoing  through  the  dim  caihedrul  aisles, 
Bidding  the  heart  witli  soleni'i  rapture  bound, 
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And  the  bent  knoe  sink  ircinhlinir  i<>  ili^'  ground. 
Where,  at  the  signal  of  tJoine  irivcii   word. 

The  while-robed  choristers  rise  circling  round ; 
Mingling  clear  voices  with  divine  accord, 
In  Hallelujahs  loud,  that  magnify  the  Lord ! 

Tliey  pray  for  thee  in  many  a  village  church, 

Deep  in  the  shade  of  its  sequestered  dell, 
Where,  scarcely  heard  beyond  the  lowly  porch, 

More  simple  hymns  of  praise  less  loudly  swell ; 

Oft  led  by  some  fair  form,  —  remembered  well 
In  after  years  among  the  grateful  poor — 

Whose  lot  it  is  in  lordly  halls  to  dwell, 
Thence  issuing  forth  to  seek  the  cotter's  door. 
Or  tread  with  gentle  feet  the  sanded  schoolhouse  floor. 

They  pray  for  thee,  in  floating  barks  that  cleave 

A  compass-guided  ))ath  along  the  sea ; . 
While  through  the  topmast  shrouds  the  keen  winds  grieve^ 

As  through  the  branches  of  some  giant  tree; 

And  the  surf  sparkles  in  the  vessel's  lee. 
Far  from  thine  Albion's  cliffs  and  native  home, 

Each  crew  of  loyal  mariners  may  be, 
But  mingling  with  the  dash  o{  Ocean's  foam, 
That  prayer  shall  rise,  where'er  their  trackless  course  they  roam 

And  where,  all  newlv  on  some  foreiofn  soil 

Transplanted  from  the  o'erpeopled  Fatherland, 

Where  hardy  enterprise  and  honest  toil 

Availed  them  not — the  Emigrant's  thin  band, 
Gathered  for  English  worship,  sadly  stand ; 

Repressing  wandering  thoughts,  which  vainly  crave 
The  Sabbath  clasp  of  some  familiar  hand, 

Or  yearn  to  pass  the  intervening  wave, 
And  wet  with  Memory's  tears  some  daisy-tufted  grave:—* 
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There,  even  there,  thy  name  is  not  foi^ot  — 

Child  of  the  land  where  they  were  children  too ! 
Though  severed  ties  and  exile  be  their  lot. 

And  Fortune  now  with  different  aspect  woo, — 

Still  to  their  country  and  religion  true, 
From  them  the  Indian  learns,  in  broken  phrase. 

To  worship  Heaven  as  his  converters  do ; 
Simply  he  joins  their  forms  of  prayer  and  praise. 
And,  in  Thy  native  tongue,  pleads  for  Thy  valued  days. 

COMMON     BLESSINGS. 

Those  ^  common  blessings !''    In  this  chequered  scene 
How  little  thanksgiving  ascends  to  God! 

Is  it,  in  truth,  a  privilege  so  mean 
To  wander  with  free  footsteps  o'er  the  sod. 
See  various  blossoms  paint  the  valley  clod, 

And  all  things  into  teeming  beauty  burst?  — 
A  miracle  as  great  as  Aaron's  rod, 

But  thfiit  our  senses,  into  dullness  nurst, 
Recurring  Custom  still  with  Apathy  hath  curst. 

They  who  have  rarest  joy,  know  Joy's  true  measure; 

They  who  most  suffer,  value  Suffering's  pause ; 
They  who  but  seldom  taste  the  simplest  pleasure. 

Kneel  often  est  to  the  Giver  and  the  Cause. 

Heavy  the  curtains  feasting  Luxury  draws. 
To  hide  the  sunset  and  the  silver  niglit; 

While  humbler  hearts,  when  care  no  longer  gnaws, 
And  some  rare  holiday  permits  delight. 
Lingering,  with  love  would  watch  that  earth-enchanting  sight. 

"the   artist-heart." 

Wilt  thou  take  measure  of  such  minds  as  these^ 

Or  sound,  with  plummet-line  the  Artist-Heart  ? 

Look  where  he  meditates  among  the  trees  — 

His  eyelids  full  of  love  his  lips  apart 
85 
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With  restless  smiles ;  while  keen  his  glances  dart^ 
Above  —  around  —  below  —  as  though  to  seek 

Some  dear  companion,  whom,  with  eager  start, 
He  will  advance  to  welcome,  and  then  speak 
The  burning  thoughts  for  which  all  eloquence  is  weak. 

How  glad  he  looks !     Whom  goeth  he  to  meet  ? 

Whom  ?    God :  —  there  is  no  solitude  for  hinu 
Lies  the  earth  lonely  round  his  wandering  feet  ? 

The  birds  are  singing  in  the  branches  dim, 

The  water  ripples  to  the  fountains'  brim, 
The  young  lambs  in  the  distant  meadows  bleat ; 

And  he  himself  beguiles  fatigue  of  limb 
With  broken  lines,  and  snatches  various  sweet, 
0/  ballads  old,  quaint  hymns  for  Nature's  beauty  meet  f 

THE     PRISON     CHAPLAIN. 

I  SAW  one  man,  armed  simply  with  God's  Word, 

Enter  the  souls  of  many  fellow-men,  ^ 

And  pierce  them  sharply  as  a  two  edged-sword, 

While  conscience  echoed  back  his  words  again ; 

Till,  even  as  showers  of  fertilizing  rain 
Sink  through  the  bosom  of  the  valley  clod. 

So  their  hearts  opened  to  the  wholesome  pain, 
And  hundreds  knelt  upon  the  flowery  sod, 
One  good  man's  earnest  prayer  the  link  'twixt  them  ai  d  G 

That  amphitheatre  of  awe-stnick  heads 

Is  still  before  me  :  there  the  Mother  bows. 

And  o'er  her  slumbering  infant  meekly  sheds 
Unusual  tears.     There,  knitting  his  dark  brows, 
The  penitent  blasphemer  utters  vows 

Of  holy  import.     There,  the  kindly  man. 

Whose  one  weak  vice  went  near  to  bid  him  lose 

All  he  most  valued  when  his  life  began. 
Abjures  the  evil  course  which  first  he  blindly  ran. 
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There,  with  pale  eyelids  heavily  weighed  down 

By  a  new  sense  of  overcoming  shame, 
A  youthful  Magdalen,  whose  arm  is  thrown 

Round  a  young  sister  who  deserves  no  blame ;      « 

As  though  like  innocence  she  now  would  claim, 
Absolved  by  a  pure  God !     And,  near  her,  sighs 

The  father  who  refused  to  speak  her  name : 
Her  penitence  is  written  in  her  eyes  — 
ill  he  not,  too,  forgive,  and  bless  her,  ere  she  rise  ? 

A     FABLE. 

Hear  a  brief  fable.    One,  with  heedless  tread. 

Came  o^er  the  wild  fair  grass  that  ne'er  was  mown  : 
*rhen  said  the  grass,  —  ^^Your  heel  is  on  my  head; 
And,  where  in  harmless  freedom  I  have  grown. 
Sorely  your  iron  foot  hath  tram|>ed  me  down ; 
But  God, —  who  to  my  veins  such  freshness  gave. 

Shall  heal  mc  with  a  healing  of  his  own, 
rill  1,  perchance,  may  lift  my  head  to  wave 
^M)ove  the  marble  tomb  that  presses  down  your  grave.'* 

N  E  UTR  AL  I  TY. 

Oh  !  there  are  moments  of  our  lives,  when  such 
As  will  not  help  to  lift  us,  strike  us  down ! 

When  the  green  bough  just  bends  so  near  our  clutch. 
When  the  light  rope  so  easily  was  thrown. 
That  they  are  murderers  that  behold  us  drown. 

Well  spoke  the  Poet-Heart  so  tried  by  w^oe. 
That  there  are  hours  when  left  despairing,  lone, 

"Each  idle  Ox-looker  appears  a  Foe  ;" 
For  Hate  can  scarce  do  worse,  than  no  compassion  show 

Neutrality  is  Ilatc :  the  aid  withheld, 

Flings  its  large  balance  in  the  adverse  scale ; 

And  makes  the  enemy  we  might  have  quelled. 
Strong  to  attack,  and  certain  to  prevail ; 
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Tea,  clothes  him,  acofling,  in  a  suit  of  mail ! 
Those  &re  the  days  which  leach  unhappy  elves 

No  more  such  callous  bosom  to  assail ; 
Tiie  rocky  soil  no  more  the  weak  one  delves ; 
Upright  we  stand,  and  trust — in  God,  and  in  ourselvea. 

THE    BLIND. 

The  wild  bicd's  carol  in  the  pleasant  woods 
la  all  he  knows  of  Spring !     The  rich  perfume 

Of  Rowers,  with  all  iheir  various  scented  buds. 
Tells  htin  to  welcome  Summer's  heavy  bloom : 
And  by  the  wearied  gleaners  trooping  home, — 

The  heavy  tread  of  many  gsihering  feel, — 
And  by  the  laden  Wagon-loads  that  come 

Brusliing  the  narrow  hedge  wiih  burden  sweet, — 
He  guesses  Harvest  in,  and  Aiiiumn's  siore  complete. 

But  in  God's  Temple  the  great  lamp  is  out ; 

And  he  must  worship  glory  in  the  Dark  ! 
Till  Deal]),  in  midnight  mystery,  hath  brought 

The  veiled  Soul's  re-tlluminnting  spark, — 

The  pillar  of  the  Cloud  enfolds  the  ark ! 
And,  like  a  man  tliat  prayeth  underground 

In  Bethlehem's  rocky  shrine,  he  can  but  mark 

The  lingering  hours  by  circumstance  and  sound, 

And  break  with  gentle  hymns  the  solemn  silence  round. 

Yel  still  Life's  Better  Light  shines  out  above  • 
And  in  that  village  church  where  first  he  learned 

To  bear  his  cheerless  doom  for  Heaven's  dear  love, 
He  sits,  with  wistful  face  for  ever  turned 
To  hear  of  those  who  heavenly  pity  earned ; 

Blind  Bartimeus,  ami  him  desolate 

Who  for  Beihesila's  waters  vainly  yearned: 

And  Inly  sighs,  condemned  so  long  to  ivait. 
Baffled  and  helpless  still,  beyond  the  Temple  gate  I 
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THE     FREE. 

The  wild  streams  leap  with  headlong  sweep 
In  their  curbless  course  o^er  the  mountain  steep; 
All  fresh  and  strong  they  foam  along, 
Waking  the  rocks  with  their  cataract  song. 
My  eye  bears  a  glance  like  the  beam  on  a  lance. 
While  1  watch  the  waters  dash  and  dauce; 
J  bum  with  glee,  for  I  love  to  see 
The  path  of  any  thing  that's  free. 

The  skylark  springs  with  dew  on  his  wings. 
And  up  in  the  arch  of  heaven  he  sings 
Trill-la,  trill-la — oh,  sweeter  far 
Than  the  notes  that  come  through  a  golden  bar. 
85  •  («3) 


The  joyoUH  bay  of  a  houiii)  at  play, 
Tlic  caw  of  a  rook  on  ils  lioinewaril  way  — - 
Oh  I  ihese  sliall  be  the  music  for  me, 
For  I  love  ilio  voices  of  the  free. 

The  (leer  siarts  by  with  his  antlers  high, 
Proudly  lossin;;  his  head  lo  (he  aky; 
The  barb  runs  ihe  plain  uubroke  by  ihe  reiOi 
With  steaming  nosiriU  anil  flying  mane; 
The  clouds  are  stirred  by  the  eaglet  bird. 
As  the  flap  of  its  swooping  pinion  is  heard. 
Oh!  these  shall  be  the  creatures  for  me, 
For  my  soul  was  formed  to  love  the  free 

The  mariner  bmve,  in  liiii  bark  ou  the  wave, 
May  laugh  ut  tlie  walls  niuud  tf  kingly  slave; 
And  the  one  whose  lot  is  the  desert  spot, 
Has  no  dread  of  an  envious  foe  ju  his  cot 
The  thrall  and  state  at  the  palace  gate 
Are  what  my  spirit  has  learnt  to  liate : 
Oh.'  the  hills  shall  be  a  home  for  me, 
For  1  'd  leave  a  ihrone  for  the  hut  of  the  free. 


1  NEVER  see  a  young  hand  hold 
The  starry  bunch  of  while  and  gold, 
But  something  warm  nnd  fresh  will  sl&ri 
About  tlie  region  of  my  heart 
My  smile  expires  into  a  sigh ; 
I  feel  a  strugghng  in  the  eye, 
Twijl  humid  drop  and  sparkling  ray, 
Till  rolling  tears  have  won  their  way; 
For  soul  and  brain  will  travel  hack 

Through  memory's  chequered  maaes. 
To  days  when  I  hut  trod  life's  track 

For  bmtereups  and  daisies. 


e  men  of  wisdom   rare, 
or  volicr  »|)cech  ami  silver  hair. 
Who  cftrry  counsel,  wise  ami  sage, 
Willi  all  the  gravity  of  age ; 
Oh !  say,  do  ye  not  like  to  hear 
The  accents  ringing  in  jonr  car. 
When  sportive  urchins  bugh  and  shout, 
Tossing  ihose  precious  flowers  about. 
Springing  with  bold  anil  gleesome  bound, 

Proclaiming  joy  thai  craies, 
And  chorusing  the  magic  sound 

Of  buii«rcups  and  daisies  ? 
Are  there,  I  ask,  beneath  the  sky 
Gloasoma  thai  knit  so  strong  a  tie 
With  childhootl'a  love?     Can  any  please 
Or  light  tlie  iullint  eye  like  these? 
No,  no ;  there  'e  not  a  bud  on  earth. 
Of  richest  tint  or  warinesl  birth, 
I  Cw  ever  Aing  such  zeal  and  zest 

^H^^tato  the  tiny  hand  and  l>reasi. 
^^^^^Bo  does  not  recollect  the  hours 
^^^^HV'hen  burning  words  and  p:aises 
^^^^Mn  luTished  on  those  shining  flowers, 
^^^^Hvnllercups  and  daisies 
^^^^Bttre  seems  a  bright  and  fairy  spell 
^^^Tb«ui  their  very  names  to  dwell; 

And  tlioiigh  old  Time  has  marked  my  brow 
With  rare  and  thought,  T  love  them  now. 
Smile,  if  ye  will,  but  some  hearr-slrings 
Are  closest  linked  to  simplest  things; 
And  these  wild  flowers  wdl  hold  mine  flMi, 
Till  love,  and  life,  and  nil  be  past; 
And  then  the  only  wish  1  have 
K  that  the  onr  who  rnisfs 
B  turf-woil  o'er  me  plant  my  grave 
LWiih 
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^is  passing  sad  to  note  the  face 
Where  haggard  grief  has  taVn  its  place, 
Where  the  soul's  keen  anguish  can  but  speak 
In  the  glistening  lash  and  averted  cheek  — 
When  the  restless  orbs  with  stru^ling  pride 
Swell  with  the  tears  they  fain  would  hide, 
Till  the  pouring  drops  and  heaving  throbs 
Burst  forth  in  strong  impassioned  sobs. 

T  is  fearful  to  mark  where  passion  reigns, 
With  gnashing  teeth  and  starting  veins; 
When  the  reddened  eyeballs  flash  and  glare 
With  dancing  flame  in  their  maniac  stare; 
When  Fury  sits  on  the  gathered  brow 
With  quivering  muscle  and  flery  glow; 
Tis  fearful  indeed  just  then  to  scan 
The  lineaments  of  Godlike  man. 

'T  is  sad  to  gaze  on  the  forehead  fair, 
And  mark  the  work  of  suflering  there; 
When  the  oozing  pain-wrung  moisture  drips, 
And  whiteness  dwells  round  the  parted  lips ; 
When  the  breath  on  those  lips  is  so  short  and  faint 
That  it  falters  in  yielding  the  lowest  plaint : 
Who  does  not  sigh  to  read  such  tale 
On  cheeks  all  shadowy  and  pale  ? 

But  have  ve  watched  the  mien  that  bore 
A  look  to  be  feared  and  pitied  more  — 
Have  ye  seen  the  crimson  torrent  steal 
O'er  the  one  who  has  erred^  and  yet  can  feel— * 
When  the  stammering  speech  and  downcast  eye 
Quailed  from  the  mean  detected  lie  ? 
Have  ye  marked  the  conscious  spirit  proclaim 
Its  torture  'neath  the  brand  of  shame? 
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Oh!  ihia  to  me  is  the  look  which  hath 
More  hideous  seeming  than  honest  wrath. 
Let  pain  ilislort  with  its  hurrowin);  might, 
Of  Borrow  roll  the  glance  of  its  light, 
Tel  the  pallid  chill  or  ihe  fevereil  Aush 
Sears  less  than  falsehood's  scathing  blush. 
Nay,  look  on  the  brow ;  't  is  better  to  trace 
The  lines  of  death  titan  the  shade  of  ilisgraee. 


Tis  well  to  give  honour  ami  i;lory  lo  nge, 
With  its  lesBoits  oT  wisdom  and  Irulh, 

Tel  who  would  not  go  haik  to  the  fanciful  page, 
And  the  fairy  la|p  read  but  m  youih  ^ 

Let  tune  rolling  oa  rrown  with  fame  or  mih  gold  — 

Let  us  bask  in  the  kindliest  beams  ; 
Tet  what  hope  can  be  cherished,  what  gift  can  we  ho. 

Thai  will  bless  like  our  earlier  dreams? 

As  wine  ihai  hath  stood  for  awhile  on  the  board 
May  yet  glow  as  the  luscious  and  bright ; 

But  not  with  the  freshness  when  first  it  was  poured, 
Nor  its  brim-kissing  sparkles  of  light. 

As  iYm  flowers  live  on  in  (heir  fragrame  and  bloom, 

Tlie  long  sunmieiMJay  to  adoni. 
Yet  fail  with  ilieir  beauty  lo  churni  and  illume 

As  when  clothed  with  ihe  dew  genis  of  mom : 

So  life  may  rebiin  its  full  portion  of  Joy, 

And  forliine  give  all  that  she  can ; 
But  the  feeling?  iluii  gladden  the  breast  of  the  bog 

Will  never  be  fiiund   in   (he  man. 
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cufid's   iRBovr. 

Touno  Capict  went  storming  lo  Viilcnn  one  ^y^ 

And  besought  him  lo  look  at  his  arrow. 
"'Tis  useless,"  he  irrieJ;  "you  must  mead  il,  I  say 

'T  isn't  (It  to  let  fly  Hi  a  spnrrow. 
There's  something  that^s  wrong  in  the  shafi  or  the  dsrtti 

For  it  flutters  quite  false  tu  my  aim; 
Tis  an  age  since  it  fairly  "went  home  lo  the  heart, 

And  the  world  really  jesia  at  ray  name. 

«  I  have  fllraighteaed,  I  've  benU  1 '«  tried  all.  I  declare, 

IVe  perfumed  it  with  sweetest  of  sighs; 
'T  is  festtiered  with  ririgleta  my  mother  might  wear. 

And  the  barb  gleams  with  light  from  young  eyes; 
But  it  falls  without  touching —  I  ^11  break  it,  I  vow, 

For  there's  Hymen  beginning  to  pout; 
tie 's  complaining  his  torch  bums  sn  dnll  and  so  low 

Thai  Zephyr  might  pitlT  it  right  oiil." 

Little  Cupid  went  on  with  his  pitiful  lale, 

Till  Vulcan  the  weapon  restored. 
"  There,  take  II,  yoimg  sir ;  try  it  now  —  if  it  fail, 

I  will  ask  neither  fee  nor  reward.'' 
The  urchin  shot  out,  and  rare  hnvoc  he  madei 

The  wounded  and  dead  were  untold ; 
Bui  no  wonder  ihe  rogue  had  such  slaughtering  lrad% 

For  the  arrow  was  laden  with  gold. 


OT   tubub. 


We  gathered  round  tlie  festive  board, 

The  crackling  fegol  blazed, 
But  few  would  taste  th«<  wine  that  poured, 

Or  join  the  song  we  raised. 


Fur  there  wns  now  a  glass  untiUei)  — 

A  fuvoured  plrnre  to  spare ; 
All  eyes  were  <!iill,  all  hearla  were  chilled-  - 

The  lovej  one   was  i.ol   ihere. 

No  happy  laugh  was  heard  lo  ring 

No  form  would  lead  ihe  dunce; 
A  smothered  sorrow  seemed  lo  tliDg 

A  gloom  ill  every  glance. 
The  grave  had  closed  upon  a  brow, 

The  honeai,  bright,  and  fair; 
We  missed  our  mate,  we  mourned  the  blow  — 

The  loved  one  was  not  there. 


Oh.  aek  not  a  home  in  ih-  mansions  of  pride, 
Where  marble  shines  out  in  the  pillars  and  walls; 

Though  the  roof  be  of  gold  it  is  brilliantly  cold, 
And  joy  may  not  be  found  in  its  torch-Hghletl  halls. 

But  leek  for  a  bosom  all  honest  and  true, 
fhen  love  once  awukened  will  never  depart; 

Turn,  turn  to  that  breaal  like  the  dove  to  its  nest. 

And  you  'U  find  there 's  no  home  tike  a  home  in  the  heart. 


Oh!  link  but  one  spirit  that's  warmly  sincere, 
That  wdl  heighten  your  pleasure  and  solace  vour  care; 

Find  a  soul  you  tnay  trust  as  ilie  kind  unil  the  just, 
And  be  sure  the  wide  world  holds  no  treasure  so  rare. 

Then  the  frowns  of  misfortime  may  shadow  our  lot, 
The  check-«enring  tear-drops  of  sorrow  may  start, 

But  a  star  never  dim  sheils  a  halo  for  him 

Vho  can  turn  for  rejiose  In  a  home  in  ilic  heart. 
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FIRE. 

Blandly  glowing,  richly  bright. 
Cheering  star  of  social  light; 
While  I  gently  heap  it  higher, 
How  I  bless  thee,  sparkling  fire! 
Who  loves  not  the  kindly  rays 
Streaming  from  the  tempered  blaze? 
Who  can  sit  beneath  his  hearth 
Dead  to  feeling,  stem  to  mirth? 
Who  can  watch  the  crackling  pile 
And  keep  his  breast  all  cold  the  whUe  ? 

Fire  is  good,  but  it  must  serve  : 
Keep  it  thralled  —  for  if  it  swerve 
Into  freedom's  open  path, 
What  shall  check  its  maniac  wrath  ? 
Where's  the  tongue  that  can  proclaim 
The  fearful  work  of  curbless  flame? 
Darting  wide  and  shooting  high, 
It  lends  a  horror  to  the  sky; 
It  rushes  on  to  waste,  to  scare. 
Arousing  terror  and  despair ; 
It  tells  the  utmost  earth  can  know 
About  the  demon  scenes  below; 
And  sinks  at  last,  all  spent  and  dead. 
Among  the  ashes  it  has  spread. 

Sure  the  poet  is  not  wrong 
To  glean  a  moral  from  the  song. 
Listen,  youth !  nor  scorn,  nor  frown. 
Thou  must  chain  thy  passions  down. 
Well  to  serve,  but  ill  to  sway. 
Like  the  fire  they  must  obey. 
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They  are  good  in  the  subject  state 
To  strengthen,  warm,  and  animate; 
But  if  once  we  let  them  reign^ 
They  sweep  with  desolating  train, 
Till  they  but  leave  a  hated  name, 
A  ruined  soul,  and  blackened  fame. 


STANZAS. 

I  ^VE  tracked  the  paths  of  the  dark  wild  wood, 

No  footfall  there  but  my  own; 
Pre  lingered  beside  the  moaning  floods 

But  1  never  felt  alone. 
There  were  lovely  things  for  my  soul  to  meet. 

Rare  work  for  my  eye  to  trace: 
I  held  communion  close  and  sweet 

With  a  Maker  —  face  to  face. 

I  have  sat  in  the  cheerless,  vacant  room. 

At  the  stillest  hour  of  night, 
With  naught  to  break  upon  the  gloom 

But  the  taper's  sickly  light; 
And  there  I  have  conjured  back  again 

The  loved  ones,  lost  and  dead. 
Till  my  swelling  heart  and  busy  brain 

Have  hardly  deemed  them  fled. 

I  may  rove  the  waste  or  tenant  the  cell. 

But  alone  I  never  shall  be; 
While  this  form  is  a  home  where  the  spirit  may  dwell. 

There  is  something  to  mate  with  me. 
Wait  till  ye  turn  from  my  mindless  clay 

And  the  shroud  o'er  my  breast  is  thrown. 
And  then,  but  not  fill  then,  ye  may  say. 

That  I  am  left  ^lone! 
86 
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THE     WELCOME     BACK. 

Sweet  is  the  hour  that  bnngs  us  home, 

Where  all  will  spring  to  meet  us ; 
Where  hands  are  striving,  as  we  come, 

To  be  the  lirst  to  greet  us. 
When  the  world  hath  spent  its  frowns  and  wrath, 

And  care  hath  been  sorely  pressing : 
'T  is  sweet  to  turn  from  our  roving  path, 

And  fnid  a  fireside  blessing. 
Oh,  joyfully  dear  is  the  homeward  track, 
If  we  are  but  sure  of  a  welcome  back. 

What  do  we  reck  on  a  dreary  way, 

Though  lonely  and  benighted. 
If  we  know  there  are  lips  to  chide  our  stay, 

And  eyes  that  will  beam  love-lighted  } 
What  is  the  wortli  of  your  diamond  ray, 

To  the  glance  that  Hashes  pleasure ; 
When  the  words  tliat  welcome  back  betray. 

We  form  a  heart's  chit;f  treasure  r 
Oh,  joyfully  dear  is  our  homeward  track, 
If  we  are  but  sure  of  a  welcome  back. 


WASHINGTON. 


Land  of  the  \Vest !  though  passing  brief  the  record  of  thine  age, 
Thou  hast  a  name  tliat  darkens  all  on  history's  wide  patre ! 
Let  all  the  blasts  of  fame  ring  out  —  thine  shall  be  loudest  far: 
Lot  olliers  boast  their  satellites  —  thou  hast  the  planet  star. 
Thou  hast  a  name  whose  characters  of  light  shall  nc^er  depart; 
'T  is  stamped  upon  the  dullest  brain,  and  warms  the  coldest  heart 
A  war-cry  fit  for  any  land  wliere  freedom's  to  be  won. 
Land  of  the  west!  it  stands  alone —  it  is  thy  Washington  ' 
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Rome  had  its  Caesar,  great  and  brave ;  but  stain  was  on  his 

wreath: 
He  lived  the  heartless  conqueror,  and  died  the  tyrant's  death. 
France  had  its  Eagle ;  but  his  wings,  though  lofty  they  might 

soar. 
Were  spread  in  false  ambition's  flight,  and  dipped  in  murder's 

gore. 
Those  hero-gods,  whose  mighty  sway  would  fain  have  chained 

the  waves  — 
Who  fleshed  their  blades  with  tiger  zeal,  to  make  a  world  of 

slaves  — 
Who,  though  their  kindred  barred  the  path,  still  fiercely  waded 

on  — 
Oh,  where  shall  be  their  "  glory"  by  the  side  of  Washington  ? 

He  fought,  but  not  with  love  of  strife ;  ho  struck  but  to  defend  ; 
And  ere  he  turned  a  people''s  foe,  he  sought  to  be  a  friend. 
He  strove  to  keep  his  country ""s?  right  by  reason's  gentle  word, 
And  sighed  when  fell  injustice  threw  the  challenge  —  sword  to 

sword. 
He  stood  the  firm,  the  calm,  the  wise,  the  patriot  and  sage; 
He  showed  no  deep,  avenging  hate  —  no  burst  of  despot  rage. 
He  stood  for  liberty  and  truth,  and  dauntlesslv  led  on, 
Till  shouts  of  victory  gave  forth  the  ntxAie  of  Washington. 

No  car  of  triumph  bore  him  througli  a  city  filled  with  grief; 
"o  groaning  captives  at  the  wheels  proclaimed  him  victor  chief: 
Hft  broke  the  gyves  of  slavery  with  stronir  and  high  disdain, 
^  cast  no  sceptre  from  the  links  when  he  had  crushed  the 

chain. 
Hf  saved  bis  land,  but  did  not  lay  his  soldier  trappings  down 
To  change  tli(?ni  for  the  n'l^d  vest,  and  d«>n  a  kinjjly  crown ; 
Fame  was  too  earnest  in  her  joy  —  too  proud  of  such  a  son  — 
■0  let  a  robe  and  title  mask  a  noble  Washington. 
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England,  my  heart  is  truly  thine  —  my  loved,  my  native  earth !  — 
The  land  that  holds   a  mother^s  grave,  and  gave  that  mother 

hirth! 
Oil,  keenly  sad  would  be  the  fate  that  thrust  me  from  thy  shore 
And  faltering  my  breath,  that  sighed,  "  Farewell  for  evermore  P 
But  did  I  meet  such  adverse  lot,  1  would  not  seek  to  dwell 
Where  olden  heroes  wrought  the  deeds  for  Homer's  song  to  tell. 
Away,  thou  gallant  ship !  IM  cry,  and  bear  me  swiftly  on : 
But  bear  me  from  my  own  &ir  land  to  that  of  Washington ! 

'tis    sweet    to    love  in    childhood. 

'Tis  sweet  to  love  in  childhood,  when  the  souls  that  we  bequeath 
Are  beautiful  in  freshness  as  the  coronals  we  wreath ; 
When  we  feed  the  gentle  robin,  and  caress  the  leaping  hound, 
And  linger  latesX  on  the  spot  where  buttercups  are  found  ; 
When  we  seek  the  bee  and  ladybird  with  laughter,  shout,  and 

song, 
And  think  the  day  for  wooing  them  can  never  be  too  long : 
Oh  !  't  is  sweet  to  love  in  childhood,  and  though  woke  by  meanest 

things. 
The  music  that  the  heart  yields  then,  will  never  leave  its  strings. 

'T  is  sweet  to  love  in  after  years  the  sweet  one  by  our  side. 
To  dote  with  all  the  mingled  joys  of  passion,  hope,  and  pride; 
To  think  the  chain  around  her  breast  will  hold  still  warm  and 

fast, 
And  grieve  to  know  that  Death  must  come  to  break  the  link  at 

last. 
Rut  when  the  rainbow  span  of  bliss  is  waning  hue  by  hue, 
When  eyes  forget  their  kindly  beams  and  lips  become  less  true; 
When  stricken  hearts  are  pining  on  through  many  a  lonely  hour, 
Who  would  not  sigh, "  'T  is  safer  far  to  love  the  bird  and  flower  ?" 

'T  is  sweet  to  love  in  ripened  age  the  trumpet  blast  of  Fame, 
To  pant  to  live  on  Glor}  's  scroll-,  though  blood  may  trace  the 
name; 
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T  is  sweet  to  love  the  heap  of  gold,  and  hug  it  to  our  breast  — 
To  trust  it  as  the  guiding  star  and  anchor  of  our  rest. 
But  such  devotion  will  not  serve,  however  strong  the  zeal, 
To  overflow  the  altar  where  our  childhood  loved  to  kneel. 
Some  bitter  moment  shall  o'ercast  the  sun  of  wealth  and  power. 
And  then  proud  man  would  fain  go  back  to  worship  bird  and 
flower. 


THE     LAST     GOOD-BYE. 

Farewell!  Farewell!  is  often  heard 

From  the  lips  of  those  who  part: 
'T  is  a  whispered  tone,  't  is  a  gentle  word, 

But  it  springs  not  from  the  heart. 
It  may  serve  for  the  lover's  lay. 

To  be  sung  'neath  a  summer  sky;. 
But  give  me  the  lips  that  say 

The  honest  words,  "Good-bye!" 

Adieu !  Adieu !  may  greet  the  ear 

In  the  guise  of  courtly  speech ; 
But  when  we  leave  the  kind  and  dear, 

'Tis  not  what  the  soul  would  teach. 
Whene'er  we  grasp  the  hands  of  those 

We  would  have  for  ever  nigh. 
The  flame  of  friendship  burns  aud  glows 

In  the  warm,  frank  words,  "Good-bye/" 

The  mother  sending  forth  her  child 

To  meet  with  cares  and  strife. 
Breathes  tiirougli  her  tears  her  doubts  and  fears 

For  the  loved  one's  future  life. 
No  cold  '^  adieu,"  no  "  farewell,"  lives 

Within  her  choking  sighs ; 
But  the  deepest  sob  of  anguish  gives, 

"  God  bless  thee,  boy  !  —  good-bye !" 
36* 
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Oo,  watch  the  pale  and  dying  one, 

When  the  glance  haa  lost  its  beam — 
When  tlie  brow  is  cold  as  the  marble  itons, 

And  the  worid  a  passing  dream; 
And  the  latest  pressure  of  the  hand, 

The  look  of  the  closing  eye, 
Tield  what  the  heart  mutt  underetand  — 

A  long,  a  last  **  Good-bye." 

THE     HEART,  THE    HEART. 

The  heart — the  heart!  oh!  let  it  be 

A  true  and  bounteous  thing; 
As  kindly  warm,  as  nobly  free,  ■ 

As  eagle's  nestling  wing. 
Oh!  keep  it  not,  like  miser's  gold. 

Shut  In  from  all  beslile ; 
But  let  its  precious  stores  unfold, 

In  mercy,  fer  and  wide. 
The  heart —  the  heart,  that's  truly  blest, 

Is  never  all  its  own; 
No  ray  of  glory  lights  the  breast 

That  beats  for  self  alone. 

The  heart  —  the  heart!  oh!  let  it  spare 

A  sigh  for  other's  pain ; 
The  breath  that  soothes  a  brother's  care 

And  though  it  tlirob  at  gentlest  touch, 

Or  Sorrow's  faintest  call, 
'T  were  better  it  should  ache  too  much. 

Than  never  ache  at  all. 
The  heart — the  heart,  that's  truly  blest, 

Is  never  all  its  own ; 
No  ray  of  glory  lights  the  breast 

That  beats  for  self  alone.. 
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THE    DTINO    OLD    MAN    TO     HIS     YOUNO    WIFE. 

■ 

Kate,  there 's  a  trembling  at  my  heart,  a  coldness  at  my  brow, 
My  sight  is  dim,  my  breath  is  faint,  I  feel  I  'm  dying  now ; 
But  ere  my  vision  fadeth  quile,  ere  all  of  strength  be  oW, 
Oh !  let  me  look  into  thy  face  and  press  thy  hand  once  more. 

I  would  my  latest  glance  should  fall  on  what  I  hold  most  dear : 
Bnt,  ah !  thy  cheek  is  wet  again  —  wipe,  wipe  away  the  tear. 
Such  tears  of  late  have  often  gemmed  thy  drooping  eyelid's  fringe, 
Such  tears  of  late  have  washed  away  thy  young  cheek's  ruddy 
tinge. 

I  brought  thee  from  a  simple  home  to  be  an  old  man's  bride, 
Thou  wert  the  altar  where  I  laid  affection,  joy,  and  pride ; 
My  heart's  devotion,  like  tlie  sun,  shone  forth  with  dimless  power^ 
And  kept  its  brightest  glory  rays  to  mark  its  setting  hour. 

I  brought  thee  from  a  simple  liome,  when  early  friends  had  met, 
And  something  filled  thy  farewell  tone  that  whispered  of  regret. 
Oh !  could  I  wonder,  when  you  left  wann  spirits  like  your  own, 
To  dwell  upon  far  distant  earth  with  age  and  wealth  alone  ? 

I  gazed  with  holy  fondness  on  thy  meek  retiring  eye. 

Soft  in  its  beaming  as  the  first  fair  star  of  evening'^s  sky ; 

I  marked  the  dimpled  mirth  around  tliy  sweet  lips  when  they 

smiled. 
And  while  I  loved  thee  as  a  bride  I  blest  thee  as  a  cliild. 

But,  oh !  thy  young  and  glc>wing  heart  could  not  respond  to  mine, 
My  whitened  hairs  seemed  mocked  by  those  rich  sunny  curls  of 

thine; 
And  though  thy  gentle  faith  was  kind  as  woman's  faith  can  be, 
T  was  as  the  spring-flower  clinging  round  the  winter-blighted 

tree. 
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My  speech  is  folioring  aJiJ  low  —  the  world  b  Tading  fast  — 
The  sanils  of  lifi-  are  few  and  slow  —  ihis  day  will  be  my  ll 

I've  BOcueiUing  for  thine  enr  —  bend  close — list  t 

wml. 
Lay  what  I  uiier  to  iliy  soul,  and  Atari  nol  w\wa  ^lis  heard.  I 

There's  one  who  loves  thee  —  though  Ub  lore  Jibs  r 

in  speech  — 
He  worships  as  a  devotee  the  star  he  cannot  reach ; 
He  strives  (o  miisk  hisllirohbinghrensl  and  hide  its  burning  glq 
Bui  I  have  pierced  the  veil  and  seen  the  struggling  hotul  belM 

Nay,  speak  uot.     I  atone  hove  been  the  selfish  and  unwise; 
Young  heiirts  will  nestle  with  young  hearts,  youiig  eyes 

meet  young  eyes. 
And  when  I  savr  his  earnest  glance  turn  hopelessly  away, 
I  thanked  tlic  hand  of  Time  that  gave  me  warning  of  decay.  I 


1  question  not  thy  bosom,  Kate — I  cast  upon  ihy  name 
No  memory  of  jealous  fear,  no  lightest  shaile  of  blame. 
I  know  ihut  he  li&a  loved  thee  long,  with  deep  and  secret  U 
know  he  is  a  fitting  one  to  bless  thy  trusting  youth. 


Weep  not  for  me  with  bitter  grief;  I  would  hut  have  thee  ti 
That  he  who  bribed  thee  to  his  heart  has  cherished  thee  i 

1  give  thco  111  another,  Kate  —  and  may  that  other  prove 
As  grateful  lor  the  blessing  held,  ns  doting  in  his  love. 


Bury  me  In  the  churchyard  where  Uie  dark  yew  branches  wave, 
And  promise  thou  wilt  come  sometimes  to  weed  Hie  old  [ 

grave ; 
Tiaalll  a^^k  !  Pm  blind  —  Pm  fiiint  —  take,  uke  my  ] 

breath  — 
I  die  wiibjii  lliv  anus,  jny  Kate,  anti  feel  ud  sling  of  death. 
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HARVEST     SONG. 

I  LOTE,  I  love  to  see 

Bright  steel  gleam  through  the  land ; 
Tis  a  goodly  sight,  hut  it  must  be 

In  the  reaper's  tawny  hand. 

The  helmet  and  the  spear 

Are  twined  with  laurel  wreath; 

But  the  trophy  is  wet  with  the  orphan's  tear, 
And  blood-spots  rest  beneath. 

I  love  to  see  the  field 

That  is  moist  with  purple  stain; 
But  not  where  bullet,  sword,  and  shield. 

Lie  strown  with  gory  slain. 

No,  no:  'tis  when  the  sun 

Shoots  down  his  cloudless  beams, 

Till  the  rich  and  bursting  juice-drops  run 
On  the  vineyard  earth  it  streams. 

My  glowing  heart  beats  high 

At  the  sight  of  shining  gold ; 
But  is  not  that  which  the  miser's  eye 

Delighteth  to  behold. 

A  brighter  wealth  by  far 

Than  tlie  deep  mine's  yellow  vein, 
Is  seen  around,  in  the  fair  hills  crowned 

With  sheaves  of  burnished  grain. 

Look  forth,  ye  toiling  men ; 

'i'hougli  little  ye  possess, 
Be  glad  tliat  dearth  is  not  on  earth, 

To  leave  that  little  less. 
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Let  the  song  of  praise  be  poured. 

In  gratitude  and  joy, 
By  the  rich  man  with  his  gamers  stored, 

And  the  ragged  gleaner  boy 

The  feast  that  warfare  gives 

Is  not  for  one  alone  — 
T  is  shared  by  the  meanest  slave  that  lives* 

And  the  tenant  of  a  throne. 

Then  glory  to  the  steel 

That  shines  in  the  reaper^s  hand; 

And  thanks  to  God,  who  has  blessed  the  sod, 
And  crowns  the  harvest  land! 


.  \.-\,X.-v_X.>,-k--> 


MRS.   SARAH  HENRY  COLERIDGE, 

In  some  fugitive  pieces,  but  especially  in  her  exquisite  pruse  tale 
Phantasmion  (1837),  lias  evinced  poetical  talent  of  no  common  order. 
With  an  iniaorination  like  a  prism  sliodding-  rainbow  changes  on  her 
thouffhts,  she  shows  study  without  the  affectation  of  it,  and  a  Greek- 
like closeness  of  expression.  The  following  song  is  not  a  translation, 
nor  an  imitation  of  Sappho's  famous  ode,  yet  is  conceived  in  the  same 
spirit 

LOVE. 

'  OiVE  face  alone,  one  face  alone, 
These  eyes  require  ; 
But  when  that  longed-for  sight  is  shown, 
What  fatal  lire 
Shoots  thro^  my  veins  a  keen  and  liquid  flame, 
Th;it  melts  each  iibre  of  my  wasting  frame ! 


MRS.     SARAH     HENRY     COLERIDGE.  431 

One  voice  alone,  one  voice  alone, 

I  pine  to  hear; 
But  when  its  meek,  mellifluous  tone 
Usurps  mine  ear, 
Those  slavish  cliains  about  my  soul  are  wound. 
Which  ne'er,  till  death  itself,  can  be  unoound. 

One  gentle  hand,  one  gentle  hand, 

I  fain  would  hold; 
But  when  it  seems  at  my  command, 
My  own  grows  cold; 
Then  low  to  earth  1  bend  in  sickly  swoon, 
Like  lilies  drooping  mid  the  blaze  of  noon.' 


A  MOTHER  OYER  HER  CHIIJ^  DEVOTED  TO  DEATH. 

^O  SLEEP,  my  babe!     Hear  not  the  rippling  wave, 
Nor  feel  the  breeze  that  round  thee  lingering  straysi 
To  drink  thy  balmy  breath. 
And  sigh  one  long  farewell. 

Soon  shall  it  mourn  above  thy  watery  bed, 
And  whisper  to  me  on  the  wave-beat  shore. 

Deep  murm'ring  in  reproach 

Thy  sad,  untimely  fate. 

Ere  those  dear  eyes  had  opened  on  the  lighty 
In  vain  to  plead,  tliy  coming  life  was  sold ; 
O!  wakened  but  to  sleep, 
Whence  it  can  wake  no  more ! 

A  thousand  and  a  thousand  silken  leaves 
The  tufted  beach  unfolds  in  early  spring. 

All  clad  ill  lenden'sl  green, 

All  of  the  self-same  shape: 
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A  thousand  infant  faces,  sof\  and  sweet, 

Each  year  sends  forth,  yet  every  mother  views 

Her  last,  not  least,  beloved 

Like  its  dear  self  alone. 

No  musing  mind  hath  ever  yet  foreshaped 
The  face  to-morrow's  sun  shall  first  reveal, 
No  heart  hath  e'er  conceived 
What  love  that  face  will  bring. 

O  sleep,  my  babe !  nor  heed  how  mourns  the  gale 
To  part  with  thy  soft  locks  and  fragrant  breath, 
As  when  it  deeply  sighs 
O'er  autumn's  latest  bloom. 


MISS  LOWE, 

Daughter  of  the  Dean  of  Exeter,  in  her  *  Poem*  chiefly  Dramatic' 
(1840),  excites  our  wonder  by  her  truly  classical  spirit  and  Miltoaian 
English.  Here  is  an  extract  from  her  *'Cephalus  and  Procris,"  which 
sings  in  strophe  and  antistrophe  like  an  ancient  tragic  chorus. 


HOUR    OF     NIGHT     DEPARTING. 

Soft  pacing  down  the  western  sky, 
Sad-suited  Night  in  silence  goes; 
Her  dragons  slow,  with  sleepless  eye, 

She  guideth  to  repose. 
And  following  still  the  noiseless  wain, 
I  must  not  loiter  from  her  train; 
Nor  ever  gaze  on  light's  gay  throng, 
Nor  join  my  sisters'  dance  and  song, 
When  glows  the  orient  main. 
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Her  cypress  veil,  far-floating  spread, 
In  darkness  shrouds  my  drooping  head, 
And  solemn  is  our  gliding  tread 
Towards  Erebus'  domain. 


HOUR    OF     DAWN. 

With  hovering  skirts  the  horizon  shading, 

How  tardily  grave  Night  retires! 
Now  from  the  empyrean  fading, 

Winking  stars  withdraw  their  fires; 
Tet  doth  the  east  look  wan  and  chill  — 
Ah !  why,  Aurora,  slumber'st  still  ? 
Daughter  of  Hyperion,  rise ! 

In  saffron  robes  and  bright  array. 
With  many-mingling  roseate  dyes; 

Nor  wrapt  in  sober  amice  grey. 
Thy  belted  knight,  Orion  strong, 
On  his  far  journey  lingereth  long, 

Nor  yet  thy  coming  spies. 
High  above  old  Ocean's  stream 
Phosphor  fiames  with  herald  beam ; 
The  mist-hung  hills  thine  absence  know. 
The  vales  and  pleasant  meads  below,  ^ 
All  bathed  in  cooling  dews  they  lie 
Beneath  the  pale  transparent  sky. 
To  meet  thee  o'er  yon  Indian  steeps 
Pard-bome  Bacchus  vigil  keeps; 
All  night  he  swept  the  desert  plain, 
With  revel  rude,  and  reckless  train 
Of  frantic  Thyades  around. 
Startling  with  unwonted  sound 
Sleep's  leaden  ear  in  silence  bound. 
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FRANCES  EEMBLE  BUTLEJi, 


Dauohtsr  of  Charles  Kemble,  and  niece  of  John  Philip  KemUe  and 
Mrs.  Siddons,  shares  in  an  eminent  degree  the  mind  of  herdistinoruished 
family,  and  has  given  the  world  by  her  writings  proof  of  remarkable 
talent  Her  career  as  an  actress,  for  which  profedsioo  she  wajs  care- 
fully educated,  was  most  brilliantly  successful  both  in  England  and 
this  country.  In  1834  she  lefl  the  stage  and  became  tlie  wife  of  Pierce 
Butler,  Esq.,  of  Philadelphia ;  but  in  1845  she  returned  to  England, 
where  she  now  resides,  separated  from  her  husband  and  her  children ; 
and  the  influence  of  these  circumstances  is  traceable  through  her  pro- 
ductions since. 

When  yet  quite  young  she  produced  her  two  dramas,  Francis  the 
First  and  T*he  Star  of  Seville  ;  botli  of  which  show  a  range  of  read- 
ing and  a  maturity  of  mind  very  remarkable  in  one  of  her  years.  The 
first  w*«9  very  successful,  as  may  be  learned  from  its  having  passed 
through  more  than  ten  rapidly  consecutive  editions.  Though  better 
adapted  to  the  stage,  it  is  not  stamped  with  the  same  originality,  nor 
does  it  contain  so  many  striking  passages,  as  the  second,  from  which  we 
prefer  chiefly  to  quote.  Her  smaller  poems  display  poetical  genius  of 
a  very  high  order ;  though  many  of  them,  being  expressions  of  indivi- 
dual feeling,  desponding  and  sadly  reminiscent,  have  not  a  sufficient 
comprehensiveness  of  thought  Her  versification  is  very  bold  and 
vigorous,  and  her  rhythm  is  often  melodious  beyond  any  oilier  writer  of 
equal  strength.  Her  sonnets,  especially  when  she  forgets  herself  are 
among  the  finest  in  our  language  ;  and  it  is  easy  to  see  that,  if  a  more 
apprehensive  faith  in  the  eternal  future  uplifted  her  thoughts,  those  of  a 
personal  character  would  be  closely  allied  to  some  of  Milton's.  As  it 
is,  she  is  nobly  disdainful  of  all  mawkistiness  or  artificial  conceit.  She 
dashes  at  her  main  idea  with  an  iionest  earnestness,  which  one  can 
scarcely  help  believing  is  a  principal  trait  of  iier  chamcter.  This, 
when  she  writes  prose,  sometimes  becomes  the  fault  of  blunt  reckless- 
ness, as  may  be  seen  in  the  random  Journal  of  her  residence  in  this 
country,  whicii  with  many  home-truths  contains  many  hasty,  extra va- 
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irant  c"i!!->in's,  ali:i  IlmI  to  repentingly  in  her  latest  volume,  A  Ytar  of 

VthiJfiilui  nti. 

Wl.iic  Mrri.  Bdtler  resided  in  this  countiy,  she  contributed  many 
pieces  of  great  merit  to  different  magazines,  &c.,  most  of  which  being 
within  reach  are  doubtless  so  familiar  to  the  reader  that  their  insertion 
here  would  be  superfluoua  They  were  collected,  with  others  of  her 
poems,  in  a  small  volume  published  by  Mr.  John  Pennington,  1844 ;  and 
hkf'mg  been  written  and  first  printed  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic,  belong 
ntber  to  the  class  of  AnAerican  poetry. 


ONE     AGE     LIKE     ANOTHER. 
(PROM    PRANCIS    THE    FIRST.) 

•    •     •     I  TO  look  on,  and  criticize  as  age 

Ever  will  do,  drawing  comparisons 

Twixt  that  which  is,  and  that  which  hath  been  once. 

MARGARET. 

Envious  comparisons !  say,  are  they  not  ? 

Surely  the  world  alters  not  every  day. 

That  those,  who  played  their  parts  but  some  score  yean 

Gone  by,  should  cry  out, '  How  the  times  are  altered !'  — 

1  do  appeal  to  thy  philosophy; 

Say,  is  it  so,  Chabanncs? 

CIIABANNES. 

In  sober  truth,  then,  in  philosophy. 

Since  thus  your  grace  commands,  I  do  believe 

That  at  our  feet  the  tide  of  time  flows  on 

In  strong  and  rapid  course ;  nor  is  one  current 

Or  rippling  eddy  liker  to  the  rest 

Than  is  one  age  unto  its  predecessor : 

Men  still  are  men,  the  stream  is  still  a  stream. 

Through  every  change  of  changeful  tide  and  time ; 

And  'tis,  I  fear,  only  our  partial  eye 

That  lends  a  brighter  sunbeam  to  the  wave 

On  wliich  we  launched  our  own  adventurous  bark 
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THE     (^UEEN     AND     DB     BOURBON* 

What  if  a  woman's  hand  were  to  bestow 
Upon  the  Duke  de  Bourbon  such  high  honours^ 
To  raise  him  to  such  state,  that  gnisping  man, 
E'^en  in  his  wildest  thoughts  of  mad  ambition. 
Ne'er  dreamt  of  a  more  glorious  pinnacle  ? 

BOURBOX. 

I  'd  kiss  the  lady's  hand,  an  she  were  fair. 
But  if  this  world  filled  up  the  universe, — 
If  it  could  gather  all  the  light  that  lives 
In  every  other  star,  or  sun,  or  world; 
If  kings  could  be  my  subjects,  and  that  1 
Could  call  such  power  and  such  a  world  my  own, 
I  would  not  take  it  from  a  woman's  hand. 
Fame  is  mv  niistress,  madam,  and  mv  sword 
The  only  friend  I  ever  wooed  her  with. 
I  hate  all  honours  smelling  of  the  distaff, 
And,  by  this  light,  would  as  lief  wear  a  spindle 
Hung  round  my  neck,  as  thank  a  lady's  hand 
For  any  favour  greater  tlian  a  kiss. 

QUEEN. 

And  how,  if  such  a  wo^nan  loved  you,  —  how 
If,  while  she  crowned  your  proud  ambition,  she 
Could  crown  her  own  ungovernable  passion. 
And  felt  that  all  this  earth  possessed,  and  she 
Could  give,  were  all  too  little  for  your  love  ? 
Oh  good,  my  lord  !  there  may  be  such  a  woman. 

BOURBON  (aside). 
Amazement !  can  it  be,  sweet  Margaret, 
That  she  has  read  our  love  ?  —  impossible!  —  and  yet  — 
That  lip  ne'er  wore  so  sweet  a  smile !  —  it  is. 
That  look  is  pardon  and  acceptance  !    (Aloud)  —  Speak  ! 

(He  falls  at  the  (^iiee.n'^s  feet.) 
Madini,  in  piiy  speak  but  one  word  more, — 
Who  is  that  woman  ? 


i 


quKEN  (throieing  offjier  veil). 
I  ani  iltal  woman. 
BOURBOM   (ilaning  up). 
You,  by  iho  holy  mass !  I  scorn  your  proflers !  — 
b  there  no  crinisoii  blush  to  lell  of  fiune 
And  shrinlung  womauhixHl I    Oh  shame!  shame!  sliaroe! 


Bm  ere  I  go,  perclmnce  for  ever,  lady, 
Unto  the  land,  whose  dismal  lalea  of  bailies, 
Where  ihuusands  sire  wed  the  earth,  have  christened  it 
The  Frenchman's  graven  Td  speak  of  such  a  theme 
As  chimes  with  this  sad  hour,  more  filly  than 
It*  name  gives  promiiie.     There's  a  love,  which,  bom 
In  early  days,  lives  on  throug;h  ttileni  years, 
Nor  ever  shtoes,  but  in  ihe  hour  of  sorrow 
When  it  shows  brightest — like  the  trembling  light 
Of  a  pale  sunbeam,  breaking  o'er  the  fnce 
Of  Uie  wild  waters  in  their  hour  of  warfare. 
Thus  much  forgive !  aiid  trusl,  in  such  an  hour. 
I  had  not  said  e'en  this,  but  for  tlie  hope 
That  when  the  voice  of  victory  is  heard 
From  the  far  1'uscan  valleys,  in  its  swell 
Should  mournful  dirges  mingle  for  the  dead, 
And  1  be  one  of  those  who  are  at  rest, 
Yon  may  chance  recollect  tliis  word,  and  say. 
That  day,  upon  the  bloody  field,  there  fell 
One  who  had  loved  thee  long,  and  loved  thee  well. 


At  those  who  do  n 
Br  heaven  !  I  'd  al> 
Thai  circles  round 
37" 


IRTDOIS     WOMAI 

And  I  marvel,  sir, 
it  feel  ihp  majesty,  — 
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There  is  a  genlle  purity  that  breathes 
In  such  a  one,  mingled  with  chaste  respect, 
And  modest  pride  of  her  own  excellence, — 
A  shrinking  nature,  that  is  so  adverse 
To  aught  unseemly,  that  I  could  as  soon 
Forget  the  sacred  love  I  owe  to  heaven, 
As  dare,  with  impure  thoughts,  to  taint  the  air 
Inhaled  by  such  a  being  :  than  whom,  my  liege, 
Heaven  cannot  look  on  anything  more  holy. 
Or  earth  be  proud  of  anything  more  fair. 

WOMAN^S     HEART. 

A  young  maiden's  heart 
Is  a  rich  soil,  wherein  lie  many  germs 
Hid  by  the  cunning  hand  of  nature  there 
To  put  forth  blossoms  in  their  fittest  season ; 
And  tlio'  the  love  of  home  first  breaks  the  soil 
With  its  embracing  tendrils  clasping  it, 
Other  affections,  strong  and  warm,  will  grow. 
While  that  one  fades,  as  summer's  flush  of  bloom 
Succeeds  the  gentle  budding  of  the  spring. 
Maids  must  be  wives,  and  mothers,  to  fulfil 
Th'  entire  and  holiest  end  of  woman's  being. 

CHARITY     FOR     THE     GREAT. 

CARLOS. 

Ah,  my  Estrella !  'tis  not  fit  we  judge 
Too  hardly  of  our  fellow^s,  whose  own  souls 
Bear  witness  hourlv  to  ten  thousand  frailties 
Which  stand  unanswered  in  tlie  siglit  of  Heaven ; 
And  least  of  all,  should  we  be  prompt  to  doom 
Those  who  upon  the  precipice  of  power. 
Swathed  in  state  trappings,  over  which  they  trip,- 
Run  in  a  path  all  briery  with  temptations 
Still  plucking  at  their  skirt  as  they  pass  by : 
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I  LOVK  that  dear  old  home !     My  mother  lived  there 
Her  first  eweet  marriage  years,  and  lost  sad  widowed 


Something  of  old  aiirestral  pride  it  keeps, 

Though  fallen  from  its  eaj-lier  power 

Marrj- !  we  're  not  so  wealthy  ae  we  were. 

Nor  yet  so  warlike;  still  it  holds  enough 

or  ancient  streiigili  and  slate  la  prompl  the  memory 

To  many  a  "  wherefore,"  and  for  every  answer 

Toil  slinll  have  stories  long  and  wonderful, 

Enough  la  make  a  ballad  monger's  fortune. 

Did  trees  do  grow  around  ii^i  old  grey  walla, 

The  fellows  of  my  mnnlderiiig  grandfathers  : 

Faith!  they  do  mock  lis  with  iheir  young  old  age, 

Tliese  giant  wearers  of  a  thousand  siimmera ! 

Strange,  tlmt  the  seed  we  sow  should  bloom  and  flourisb 

When  we  are  fuded,  flower,  fruii.  and  all ; 

Or,  for  all  things  to  tend  to  reproduction, 

Serving  th'  eternal  purposes  of  life. 

Drawing  a  vigorous  sap  inio  their  vetiu 

Prom  the  soil  our  very  botlies  fertilise. 

ESTHELLA. 

Yon  ha»c  left  your  home  that  is,  for  that  which  will  ha 
Pi»y  you,  some  more  of  that  same  ancient  dwelling. 

Nay,  I  have  said  loo  much  on't;  hitl  that  there 
The  sunlight  seems  to  my  eyes  brighter  lar 
That  wheresoever  else      I  know  the  forms 
Of  every  tree  and  muuniain.  hill  and  dell ; 
The  waters  gurgle  forth  n  tongue  1  know, — 
It  is  my  home,  it  will  bt-  thine.  E^tlrclla ; 
And  even  limfv  chule,  and  shndowv  path. 
Sweet  Bniiny  Bto|«',  and  rrhD-hituninl  hollow. 
Hath  heard  tliy  name  a  thousand,  thousami  iimea. 
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I  ENOW  the  vor)-  diflerence  that  lies 

Twixl  hallowed  love  witl  boae  unholy  last; 

1  know  ihe  one  is  as  a  gulilen  spur, 

Urging  the  spirit  lo  all  notilesi  aim«; 

The  other  but  a  foul  anJ  miry  pit, 

O'erihrowing  it  iii  miJsl  of  its  career; 

I  know  ihe  one  is  as  s  living  spring 

Of  viriuous  thoughts,  true  dealings,  and  hnve  deeds-- 

Nobler  tlian  glory,  and  niore  sweet  than  pleasure, — 

Richer  than  wealth,  begetter  of  more  excetlenep 

Than  aught  that  from  this  earth  corrupt  takes  birth. 

Second  alone  in  the  fair  fruit  ii  beare 

To  the  unmixed  ore  nf  true  devotion  : 

I  know  that  lust  is  alt  nf  this,  spell  backwards ; 

Fouler  ihaii  ahante,  nnd  bitterer  than  sorrow. 

More  loathly  than  most  abject  penury — 

Nor  hath  It  fruit  or  hearine  lo  requite  it, 

Save  siek  satiety  and  good  men's  scorn. 

He  that  doth  serve  true  love  I  love  and  honour; 

And  he  thai  is  lust's  slave,  I  do  despise, 

Though  he  were  twenty  limes  the  King  of  Spain  -, 

Wlierewith  I  do  commend  me  lo  your  favours, 

And  leave  ye  lo  your  parting  undisturbed. 


Oh,  nature  knows  no  other  coin  for  joy 

Or  grief,  but  niells  lliem  boih  alike  in  tears: 

I  have  a  thousand  stilling  feelings  press 

My  heart  lo  bursting;  joy  lo  the  height  of  pain 

Comes  like  a  flood  upon  my  every  senso ; 

Thy  voice  runs  through  my  frame  like  the  soft  touch  ] 
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T  winds  o'er  Ireinbling  harp-striiigs  playing) 
Thy  i^enOe  wonls  and  looks  tluit,  [hough  I  love, 
I  (tare  iiol  meet,  make  my  suul  faint  within  me. 
Oh !  Carlos,  there  is  pain  in  this  deep  pleasure, 
And  e'en  our  joys  laste  of  earth ''a  bitter  root ; 
Besides,  there  is  a  thought  ihaL,  hand  in  hand 
With  the  sweet  promise  of  our  niurriag'e,  comes 
Ljke  a  ehadow  upon  aimlighi,  —  I  must  go 
Prom  my  dear  home  —  the  hoins  of  all  my  life, 
Where  I  have  lived,  oh!  such  a  happy  time! 
Aurora's  tears  are  not  more  like  each  other 
Than  the  bright  ever-blessed  maiden  hours 
That  the  sun  of  time  baa,  one  by  one,  dried  up. 


O  JOY  !  O  joy  !  O  bright  triumphant  spirit 
That  iu  my  bosom  dost  a  revel  kt^p! 
life,  life  and  love,  may  one  heart  hold  ye  both, 
Aud  yet  not  faint  with  ilie  surpassing  bliss. 
O  that  I  were  a  bird  to  spread  my  wings 
And  soar,  and  soar,  and  pour  my  ecjt&sy 
la  a  lumiilluoue  aireain  of  gushing  song. 
0  that  1  had  a  iiniverae  lo  ail 
Vfiih  my  exceeding  happiness. 

Keep  it,  keep  it,  girl,  thy  present  Block 
Won't  last  thee  till  for  ever. 


It  is  in  vain:  tike  the  oKulling  sun, 

My  light  pursues  ihy  wisdom's  couquerett  shadows. 

And  chases  ihem  from  liT  my  land  n(  ho|>e. 

Se«,  thou  fnlse  prophet — *ce  where  the  bright  mominf 

Stands  Uu>.r|iii>i;  on  tlie  Uirrahohl  of  the  cnsl  — 
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Where  are  the  clouds  thou  saidat  didst  Teil  the  dawn  i 
Look  how  the  waters  mirror  back  again 
The  blushing  curtains  of  Aurora's  bed. 

0  fresh  and  fragrant  earth,  and  glorious  skies 

All  strewn  with  rosy  clouds  —  sweet  dewy  breath 
Of  earliest  buds  unfolded  in  the  night — 
And  thou  —  thou  winged  spirit  of  melody, 
Thou  lark  that  mountest  singing  to  the  sun, 
Fair  children  of  the  gold-eyed  mom,  I  hail  ye ! 
There  dwells  not  one  sad  thought  within  my  breast; 
'T  is  the  broad  noon-day  there  of  light  and  love. 
The  earth  rebounds  beneath  my  joyous  feet : 

1  am  a  spirit — a  spirit  of  hope  and  joy ! 

NURSE. 

I  marvel  that  my  lord  has  not  returned. 

ESTRELLA. 

He  has  gone  riding  forth  to  meet  my  love, — 
My  love,  O  brigliter  than  the  dawning  day, 
And  sweeter  than  the  breath  of  evening  violets, 
Glorious  as  victory,  and  fair  as  trutli, 
Art  thou,  my  love,  my  loni,  my  husband ! 

DESPAIR     FEARLESS. 
RODRIQUEZ. 

How  fares  it,  lady? 

ESTRELLA. 

Passing  strong  and  well. 
When  the  sap''s  in  the  bough,  and  the  green  leaves 
Shoot  forth,  and  sliake  in  the  evening  wind  in  spring. 
The  lightning  may  burn  up  the  sprouting  tree, 
And  blast  its  healthful  life ;  but  look,  good  father. 
Didst  ever  mark  a  sapless,  leafless  witherling, 
That  stands  all  shrivelled  in  the  bosky  dells, 
Mocking  the  summer  with  its  barrenness  ? 
Tliink^st  thou  that  blighted  thing  fears  any  storm. 
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Or  dreuds  the  lioU  that  makes  its  foresl  brothers 
Writhe  llieir  groeii,  Lreaibling  arms  ? — Go  lo  — 'tis  past 


VOtlTH    CLIBGING    TO    LIFB. 
CARLOS. 

Good  holy  father, 
I  strive  in  vsio  :  my  thoughts,  awhile  upborne 
Upon  the  heavenward  wings  of  ihy  devotion. 
Anchor  beyond  the  dark  abyam  of  death  ; 
Bui  aoon  a  thousand  fleshly  moniiora 
Beckon  ihem  bark  with  weak  and  earthly  promptings. 
Thou  say'al  '( is  blest  lo  die  iii  penitence. 
And  yet   I   feel   'l  is  sad   to  die  in  youth. 
Ere  life  has  had  its  share,  deatli  claims  the  whole  — 
Ere  toil  of  war  and   manly  enterprise 
Have  worn  tliese  sinews  weary,  they  must  rest, 
Rest  in  the  dust.     I  bring  not  to  the  grave 
Age  and  di^eaae,  a  living  carrion. 
But  healthful  timbt,  upon  whose  lusty  strength 
The  Inathsome  worm  before  his  time  must  banquet : 
The  hlood  within  my  veins  is  not  bake<)  up 
Willi  sullen  spleen  or  ffoxen  o'er  with  eld, 
It  flows  a  strong,  warm,  mpul,  living  tide. 
And  1  must  pour  it  oui  upon  a  scalTold. 


Never,  oh  never  more!  shoU  I  behold 

Thy  form  ao  fair: 
Or  loosen  from  its  braids  the  rippling  gold 

Of  thy  long  hmr. 

Never,  oh  never  more!  shall  I  he  hlest 

By  thy  voice  low. 
Or  kiss,  while  ihou  an  sleeping  on  my  hreasl, 

Thy  marble  brow. 
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Never,  oh  never  more !  shall  I  inhale 

Thy  fragrant  sighs, 
Or  gaze,  with  fainting  soul,  upon  the  veil 

Of  thy  briglit  eyes. 


UPON     A     BRANCH    OF     FLOWERING     ACACIA. 

The  blossoms  hang  again  upon  the  tree. 

As  when  with  their  sweet  breath  they  greeted  me 

Against  my  casement,  on  that  sunny  mom, 

When  thou,  first  blossom  of  my  spring,  wast  bom, 

And  as  1  lay,  panting  from  the  fierce  strife 

With  death  and  agony  that  won  thy  life, 

Their  snowy  clusters  hung  on  their  brown  bough, 

E'en  as  upon  my  breast,  my  May -bud,  thou. 

They  seem  to  me  thy  sisters,  Oh,  my  child ! 

And  now  the  air,  full  of  their  fragrance  mild, 

Recalls  that  hour;  a  tenfold  agony 

Pulls  at  my  heart-strings,  as  1  think  of  thee. 

Was  it  in  vain  !     Oh,  was  it  all  in  vain ! 

That  night  of  hope,  of  terror,  and  of  pain. 

When  from  the  shadowy  boundaries  of  death, 

I  brought  thee  safely,  breathing  living  breath 

Upon  my  heart  —  it  was  a  holy  shrine, 

Full  of  God's  praise  —  tliey  laid  thee,  treasure  mine! 

And  from  its  tender  depths  the  blue  heaven  smiled. 

And  the  white  blossoms  bowed  to  thee,  my  child. 

And  solemn  joy  of  a  new  life  was  spread. 

Like  a  mysterious  halo  round  that  bed. 

And  now  how  is  it,  since  eleven  years 

Have  steeped  that  memory  in  bitterest  tears  ? 

Alone,  heart-broken,  on  a  distant  shore, 

Tliv  childless  mother  sits  lamentinof  o'er 

Flowers  which  the  spring  calls  from  this  foreign  earth, 

Thy  twins,  tliat  crowned  the  morning  of  thy  birth. 
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How  IB  it  wiih  thee — lost  —  loai — precious  one! 

lu  thy  fresh  spring-time  growing  up  alone  ? 

Whm  warmth  unfuMs  ihee  ?  —  whal  sweel  dews  are  shed, 

Like  love  aDd  paiicncc  over  thy  young  head  ? 

What  holy  springs  feed  tliy  deep  inner  life  ? 

Wlial  slieliers  iliee  frmn  passion's  deadly  strife  I 

What  guards  ihy  growtli,  straighi,  strong,  and  full  aud  free 

Lovely  and  glorious,  oh,  my  fair  young  tree .' 

God  —  Father — thou  —  who  by  this  awful  fate 

Hast  ]opped  and  stripped,  and  ]eh  me  desolate! 

In  the  dark  hitler  floods  that  o'er  my  soul 

Their  billows  of  despair  triumphant  roll. 

Let  me  noi  br  o'Rrwhrlmed  !  —  Oh,  they  are  thine, 

These  jewels  of  my  life  —  not  mine  —  not  mine ! 

So  keep  them,  that  llie  blassojiis  of  their  youth 

Shall,  in  a  gracious  growth  of  love  and  truth , 

With  an  abundant  harvest  honour  Thee : 

And  bless  tiie  blight  which  Thou  hast  sent  on  me; 

Withering  and  blasting,  tho'  it  seem  tn  fall, 

Let  it  not,  oh,  my  Father !  drink  up  all 

My  spirit's  sap  —  so  from  this  fate  shall  grow 

The  palm  branch  for  my  hand  and  for  my  brow. 

With  which,  a  hopeful  pilgrim,  I  may  tread 

The  shadowy  path  where  re^i  awhile  tlie  dead, 

Ere  they  rise  up,  a  glorious  company. 

To  find  their  lost  ones,  and  to  worship  Thee! 


SoKROvr  and  sin,  and  sulTering  and  strife, 
Have  been  ca^t  in  the  walerr)  of  my  life ; 
And  they  have  sunk  deep  down  to  the  well-^ead. 
And  all  that  flows  thence  is  embittered. 
Tet  still  the  fountain  up  towards  llearen  springs, 
,    And  still  the  brook  where'er  ii  wanders  sings ; 
38 
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And  still  whereVr  it  hath  found  leave  to  Test, 
The  blessed  sun  looks  down  into  its  breast; 
And  it  reflects,  as  in  a  mirror  fair, 
The  image  of  all  beauty  shining  tliere. 

TRANSLATION     OF     A     SICILIAN     SONG. 

1  PLANTED  in  my  heart  one  seed  of  love, 

Watered  with  tears  and  watched  with  sleepless  care; 
It  grew  —  and  when  I  looked  that  it  should  prove 

A  gracious  tree,  and  blessed  harvests  bear, 
Blossom  nor  fruit  was  there  to  crown  my  pain, 
Tears,  cares,  and  labour,  all  had  been  in  vain ; 
And  yet  I  dare  not  pluck  it  from  my  heart, 
Lest  with  the  deep-struck  root  my  life  depart 

GENIUS. AND     LOVE. 

Genius  and  Love  together  stood 

At  break  of  day  beside  clear  fountains, 
In  gardens  liedged  witji  laurel  wood, 

Screened  by  a  wall  of  purple  mountains; 
As  hand  in  hand  they  smiling  strayed, 

Love  twined  a  wreath  of  perfect  roses 
On  Genius'  brow,  "  And  thus,"  he  said, 

''  My  soul  on  thy  bright  soid  reposes." 
And  round  and  round  they  joyous  flew, 

On  rapid  now,  now  lingering  pinion, 
And  blissful  Love  ne'er  weary  grew 

Of  measuring  o'er  his  bright  dominion. 
Anon  they  rested  from  their  flight, 

And  thro'  the  fringes  of  clear  water. 
All  rainbow-touched  Love  chased  a  sprite. 

The  silver  Naiad's  snowy  daughter. 
While  Genius  lay  with  flashing  eyes, 
Looking  into  the  distant  skies. 
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Love  paused  and  naid,  "■  VVIial  dosi  thou  sei 

"Tlie  far-off  shining  of  the  sea  — 
Sny.  wilt  ihou  thither  fly  with  me?" 

"  [s  ihf  re  a  home  by  the  wild  flood  ? 
Ah,  leave  we  not  our  pleasant  wood!" 
Bui  suddenly,  with  eager  wings, 
Towards  his  desire  Genius  springs ; 
So  strong  his  llighl,  the  rosy  crown 
Al  Love's  sad  feel  fell  broken  down, 
And  lay  beside  him  where  he  sale, 
Wailing  ihe  coming  of  his  male: 
And  he  returned  bU  gloriously. 
From  the  foam-cavems  of  the  aea, 
And  brought  strange  heaps  of  shining  treasure 
To  Love,  who  prized  beyond  all  measure 
His  mere  return:  —  And  now  his  sight, 
Swift  as  the  eagle's  sunward  llight. 
Rested  upon  the  mountain's  height  — 

"  Look .'  will  thou  thither  with  mc  fly, 
Dear  Love  !" —  he  cried ;  and  rapidly 
Beat  with  his  golden  wings  the  air. 

**  Is  lliere  a  home  fur  us  up  then:  ? 
What  scelt'st  ihou  on  the  mountain's  brow  ?*> 

"To  see  the  wide  worlil  lie  below." 
So  he  swept  thither  like  the  wind, 
And  Love  remained  dismayed  behind : 
And  now  a  spirit  of  the  air 
Garlands  of  noble  amaranth  bare 
To  the  Love  god  beside  the  fountain. 
And  spake — "Ixi!  Genius  from  the  mountain 
Sends  thee,  dear  I-ovc.  cternnl  flowers. 
To  deck  ihy  plcnssnl  m)Tile  bowers." 

•*  All !"  answered  Love,  despondingly, 

"Sweel  roses  would  have  done  for  me; 


448        rRANCES  KEMBLE  BUTLEE. 

Look,  they  grow  here  upon  the  g^ronnd, 

Close  to  our  very  home,  all  round, 

And  mora  and  even  may  be  founds- 

When  comes  he  back.?"    ^  Into  the  sky 

I  saw  him  from  the  mountain  fly 

Higher  and  higher  towards  the  sun." 

Love  sighed,  ^  The  day  must  soon  be  done^ 

And  evening  shall  the  wanderer  bring. 

With  sated  soul  and  weary  wing." 

Love  knew  not  that  bold  Genius'  Aight 

Had  passed  the  realms  of  day  and  night, 

Till,  from  the  blue  a  glorious  crown 

Of  starry  light  was  towards  him  thrown; 

He  saw  th'  immortal  circlet  burn. 

And  knew  his  mate  would  ne^er  return: 

He  gathered  up  the  rosy  wreath, 

With  withered  leaves,  and  faint  sweet  breath, 

And  turning  to  the  darkening  skies 

The  lender  longing  of  his  eyes, 

He  bitterly  began  to  weep, 

And  wept  himself  at  last  to  sleep. 

THE     IDEAL. 

Tnou  shalt  behold  it  once,  and  once  believe 

Thou  may'st  possess  it  —  Love  shall  make  the  dreani) 

Impossible  and  glorious,  palpable  seem. 

And  with  the  bliss  thy  soul  awhile  deceive  — 

When  from  iliat  trance  thou  wakest,  never  more 

On  earth  hope  for  it,  or  thy  life  is  o'er; 

Tiiat  one  approach  of  tlie  Divinity 

Is  but  the  pledge  of  thy  affinity. 

That  lovely  vision  shall  not  be  renewed, 

Tnough  thro'  all  forms  of  being  close  pursued ; 

The  light  must  pass  into  the  heavens  above  thee. 

Thy  polar  star,  to  warn  and  lead  and  move  thee. 
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If  thou  seek  lower  for  it  thou  shalt  follow 
A  &tal  marsh-fire,  fleeting,  false,  and  hollow ; 
Unto  the  glorious  truth  thou  shalt  not  soar. 
But  sink  in  darkness  down  for  evermore. 
Not  to  behold  it  once  is  not  to  live, 
But  to  possess  it  is  not  lifers  to  give. 

SOIVNET. 

If  there  were  any  power  in  human  love, 

Or  in  th^  intensest  longing  of  the  heart, 

Then  should  the  oceans  and  the  lands  that  part 
Ye  from  my  sight  all  unprevailing  prove. 
Then  should  llie  yearning  of  my  bosom  bring 

Ye  here,  thro^  space  and  distance  infinite; 
And  life  'gainst  love  should  be  a  bafiled  thing. 

And  circumstance  'gainst  will  lose  all  its  might 
Shall  not  a  childless  mother's  misery 

Conjure  the  earth  with  such  a  potent  spell  — 

A  charm  so  desperate  —  as  to  compel 
Nature  to  yield  to  her  great  agony? 

Can  I  not  think  of  ye  till  ye  arise, 

Alive,  alive,  before  my  very  eyes  ? 

PAST     HOURS. 

Two  angels  have  them  in  their  keeping. 

He  that  beside  the  deep  vaults  of  the  past 
Stands  to  receive  the  treasures,  that  with  weeping 

And  lamentation  into  them  men  cast. 
Forgetting  that  alone  they  hold  that  fast 

Wliicli  to  liis  marble  store-house  they  commit; 
And  He,  that  spirit  bright  and  terrible. 

Who  at  the  feet  of  God  doth  thoughtful  sit, 

Up<»n  whose  scroll,  in  lines  of  flaiue  are  wnt 
Each  hour  of  every  day  of  th^se  who  dwell 
88*  Sd 
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Upon  this  earth  :  he  hath  those  days  and  hoan^ 
Which,  as  they  smiled  on  us,  we  counted  ours ; 
And  who,  when  that  great  history  appears, 
Shall  make  us  answer,  as  if  we  were  theirs. 


LOOK   up! 

Raise  it  to  Heaven,  when  thine  eye  fills  with  tears. 
For  only  in  a  watery  sky  appears 
The  bow  of  light ;  and  from  th'  invisible  skies 
Hope^s  glory  shines  not,  save  thro'  weeping  eyes. 

TOUTH    AND    AGE. 

YoiTH  willi  swift  feet  walks  onward  in  the  way, 
The  land  of  joy  lies  all  before  his  eyes  ^ 

Age,  stumbling,  lingers  slower  day  by  day, 
Still  looking  back,  for  it  behind  him  lies. 

TO     PIUS     IX. 

It  may  be  that  the  stone  which  thou  art  heaving 
From  off  thy  people's  neck  shall  fall  and  crush  thee ; 
It  may  be  that  the  sudden  flood  shall  push  thee 
From  off  the  rock,  whence,  prophet-like,  believing 
In  God's  great  future,  thou  dost  set  it  free ; 
Yet  heave  it,  heave  it.  Heaven  high,  nor  fear 
To  be  oVrwhelmed  in  the  first  wild  career 
Of  those  long  prisoned  tides  of  liberty. 
That  stone  which  thou  hast  lifted  from  the  heart 

Of  a  whole  nation  shall  become  to  thee 
A  glorious  monument,  such  as  no  art 
E'er  piled  above  a  mortal  memory : 
Falling  beneath  it,  thou  shalt  have  a  tomb 
That  shall  make  low  the  loftiest  dome  in  Rome. 
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SONNET. 

Blaspheme  not  thou  thy  sacred  life,  nor  turn 

O^er  joys  that  God  hath  for  a  season  lent, 

Perchance  to  try  thy  spirit,  and  its  bent, 
Efl^minate  soul  and  base !  weakly  to  mourn. 
There  lies  no  desert  in  the  land  of  life, 
For  e^en  that  tract  that  barrennest  doth  seem. 
Laboured  of  thee  in  faith  and  hope,  shall  teem 
With  heavenly  harvests  and  rich  gatherings,  rife. 
Haply  no  more,  music  and  mirth  and  love, 
And  glorious  things  of  old  and  younger  art. 
Shall  of  thy  days  make  one  perpetual  feast, 
But  when  these  bright  companions  all  depart, 
Lay  thou  thy  head  upon  the  ample  breast 
Of  Hope,  and  thou  shalt  hear  the  angels  sing  above. 

DEPARTING. 

Pour  we  libations  to  the  father,  Jove, 

And  bid  him  watch  propitious  o'er  our  way ; 

Pile  on  the  household  altar  fragrant  wreaths. 

And  to  th'  auspicious  Lares  bid  farewell. 

Beneath  whose  guardianship  we  have  abode. 

Blest  be  the  threshold  over  which  we  pass. 

Turning  again  with  hands,  devout  uplifted; 

Blest  be  the  roof-tree,  and  the  hearth  it  shelters ; 

Blest  be  the  going  forth  and  coming  home 

Of  those  wlio  dwell  here  ;  blest  their  rising  up, 

And  blest  their  lying  down  to  holy  slumber; 

Blest  be  the  married  love,  sacred  and  chaste ; 

Blest  be  the  children's  head,  the  mother's  heart, 

The  father's  hope.     Reach  down  the  wanderer's  staff, — 

Tie  on  the  sandals  on  the  traveller's  feet : 

The  wan-eyed  mom  weeps  in  the  watery  east : 

Gird  up  the  loins,  and  let  us  now  depart. 
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study),  and  with  theuiiireallniciive  of  the  Chridlian  fntliers.  Her  trans- 
lation of  the  untranalntnUe  Promelhetu  Bound  nf  .Eechylus  received 
lligh  praise  m  a  worthy  allempl;  and  her  varuHia  writings  show  that 
she  has  drunk  true  inspiration  Irom  the  tbuntain  to  which  she  has  so 
attcn  resurled  with  the  graceful  vase  other  nntunil  genius.  Miss  Bar- 
rett is  singularly  bold  and  adventurous.  Her  wing  carriei  her,  without 
latiering  at  their  obscurity,  into  the  cloud  ajid  the  mist,  where  not  aet- 
doni  we  &il  to  follow  her,  but  arc  leiupled,  while  we  admire  the 
honesty  of  her  enihuEiBsm,  to  believe  that  slie  utters  wlmt  she  herself 
has  but  dimly  perceived.  Much  of  this,  however,  arises  troui  her  dis- 
dain of  carefulneta  Her  lines  are  often  riide,  her  rhymes  forced,  froin 
impatience  ratlier  than  alfectiitlon ;  and  lur  the  same  reason,  she  HiIIj) 
into  the  kindred  fault  of  verbosencss,  which  is  nlwnys  obscure.  She 
forgets  the  advice  which  Aspa^ia  gave  a  young  poet,  "  to  sow  with  the 
hand,  and  not  with  the  bog."  Her  Greek  studies  should  have  laiiglit 
ber  more  sculptor-like  GniBh  and  dignity ;  but  the  glowing,  genenxu  iro- 
pulsea  of  her  woman's  heart  are  too  much  Ibr  the  discipline  of  the 
cIdshIcs.  Hence  it  s  tliol  we  like  her  less  as  a  scholar  than  as  a 
woman ;  for  tlien  she  compels  our  gympnthy  with  her  high  religious 
&ith,  her  love  of  children.  Iter  delight  in  the  graceful  and  beautiful,  hei 
revelations  of  femiiiifie  feeling  her  sorrow  over  the  suffering,  ami  her 
indignation  against  the  oppressor.  It  is  easy  lo  see.  from  the  melody 
of  rhythm  in  "Cowper's  Gmve,"  and  a  few  shorter  pieces,  tJiat  her 
faults  spring  not  from  inabiiily  to  avoid  them,  if  she  would.  Her  ear, 
like  tliHt  of  Tennyson  [whom  she  resembles  more  than  any  other  poel), 
thirsts  for  a  rr/rain ;  and  like  him,  slie  indulges  it  to  the  vrennap^  of 
her  reader.  Her  sonnets,  though  complete  in  measure,  are  more  like 
fragments,  or  unfinished  outlines;  but  not  a  fiiw  of  Tlieni  are  fiill  of 
vigour.  Her  verees  must  be  recited;  none  of  them  couM  be 
There  if  scarcely  anything  in  the  language  more  esq  ins  ilHy  n 
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than  the  ballad  of  The  Swan's  Nest  among  the  Reeds^  which  she 
playfully  calls  a  **  romance ;"  and  we  may  regret  that  she  has  not  writ- 
ten more  in  the  same  delicious  strain.  As  it  is,  we  would  scarcely  take 
the  bays  from  her  muse-like  head,  but  love  her  better  when  she  herself 
is  content  to  replace  it  by  the  **  simple  myrtle,"  or  tiie  wild-flower 
garland  from  the  meadows  and  hedge-rows  of  her  native  England.  The 
tliyme  of  Hymettus  is  not  so  sweet  in  her  fair  hands,  as  ttie  daisy,  the 
cowslip,  the  violet,  or  the  porch-encircling  brier,  no  unfit  emblem  of 
love  shedding  sweetness  amidst  the  thorns  of  daily  life. 

Though  we  have  spoken  of  this  accomplished  lady  as  Miss  Barrett, 
because  by  that  name  our  readers  know  her  best,  she  has  recently  been 
married  to  Mr.  Robert  Browning,  author  of  Paracelsus,  Bells  and 
Pomegranates,  &c.  Her  writings  which  have  reached  us  are :  Pro- 
metheus  Bound  and  Miscellaneous  Poems,  1833 ;  The  Seraphim  and 
other  Poems,  1838;  and  The  Drama  of  Exile  and  other  Poems, 
1644. 


INANIMATE     CRBATURB8. 
(PROM    THE     SERAPHIM.) 

O  meek,  insensate  things ! 
O  congregated  matters  who  inherit ! 

Instead  of  motive  powers, 

Impulsions  God-supplied — 

Instead  of  vital  spirit, 

A  clear  informing  beauty — 

Instead  of  creature  duty, 

A  motion  calm  as  rest ! 

Lights !    witJiout  feet  or  wings, 

In  golden  courses  sliding! 

Broad  glooms !  ^leath  masses,  hiding, 
Wliose  lustrous  heart  away  was  prest 
Into  th(f  argent  stars! 

Ye  crystal,  firmamcntal  bars. 

That  hold  the  skvey  waters  free 

From  tide  or  tempcst^s  ecstasy  I 
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Airs  universal !   thunders  lorn, 

That  wait  your  lightning  in  cloud-cave 

Hewn  out  by  the  winds!     O  brave 

And  subtle  Elements!   the  Holy 

Hatli  charged  me  by  your  voice  with  folly.* 


Ador. 
Zerah. 


ILOVB     OF     THE     REDEEMED     TO     OOD 
(PROM    THE    SAME.) 

Do  we  love  not? 


Ador. 


But  not  as  man  shall !  not  with  life  for  death 
New-throbbing  through  the  startled  Being !  not 
With  strange  astonished  smiles,  that  ever  may 
Gush  passionate  like  tears,  and  fill  their  place ! 
Nor  yet  with  speechless  memories  of  what 
Earth's  winters  were,  deepening  th'  eternal  green 
Of  every  heavenly  palm, 
Whose  windless  shadeless  calm 
Moves  onlv  at  the  breath  of  the  Unseen  ! 
Oh!  not  with  this  blood  on  us  —  and  this  face, — 
Still,  haply,  pale  with  sorrow  that  it  bore 
In  our  behalf,  and  tender  evermore 
With  nature  all  our  own,  —  toward  us  gazing ! — 
For  yet  with  these  forgiving  hands  upraising 
Their  unreproachful  wounds,  alone  to  bless ! 
Alas,  Creator !  shall  we  love  Thee  less 
Than  mortals  shall  ? 

Amen  I  so  let  it  be ! 
We  love  in  our  proportion  —  to  the  bound 
Thine  infinite,  our  finite,  set  around. 
And  that  is  finitely,  —  Thou,  infinite 
And  worthy  infinite  love !     And  our  delight 
Is  watching  the  dear  love  poured  out  to  Thee, 


♦    "His  angels  He  charged  with  folly."— Job  iv.  verse  18. 
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From  ever  fuller  chalice.     Blessed  they, 
Who  love  Thee  more  than  we  do !  blessed  we^ 
Beholding  that  out-loving  lovingness, 
And  winning  in  the  sight,  a  double  bliss, 
For  all  so  lost  in  lovers  supremacy ! 
The  bliss  is  better !  only  on  the  sad 
Cold  earth,  there  are  who  say 
It  seemeth  better  to  be  great  than  glad. 
The  bliss  is  better !    Love  Him  more,  O  man, 
Than  sinless  seraphs  can. 


THB     SLEEPING     BABB. 

(FROM     ISOBEL'S     CHILD.; 

^  IS  aye  a  solemn  thing  to  me 

To  look  upon  a  babe  that  sleeps  — 

Wearing  in  its  spirit-deeps 

The  unrevealed  mystery 

Of  its  Adam^s  taint  and  woe. 

Which,  when  they  revealed  be. 

Will  not  let  it  slumber  so! 

Lying  new  in  life  beneath 

The  shadow  of  the  coming  death, 

With  that  soft  low  quiet  breath. 

As  if  it  felt  the  sun !  — 
Knowing  all  things  by  their  blooms* 
Not  their  roots  !  —  yea !  —  sun  and  sky, 
Only  by  the  warmth  that  comes 
Out  of  each  !  —  earth,  only  by 
The  pleasant  hues  that  o'er  it  nm  J  — 
And  human  love,  by  drops  of  sweet 
White  nourishment  still  hanging  round 
The  little  mouth  so  slumber-bound  !  — 
All  which  broken  sentiency 
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Will  gather  and  unite  and  dimb 

To  an  immortality 

Good  or  evil,  each  sublime. 

Through  life  and  death  to  life  again!-* 

O  little  lids,  now  closed  fast! 

Must  ye  learn  to  drop  at  last 

Our  large  and  burning  tears  ?  — 

O  warm  quick  body!  must  thou  lie, 

When  is  done  the  round  of  years, 

Bare  of  all  the  joy  and  pain, 

Dust  in  dust  —  thy  place  upgiving 

To  creeping  worms  in  sentient  living?— -» 

O  small  frail  being!  wilt  thou  stand 

At  God's  right  hand, — 
Lifting  up  those  sleeping  eyes, 
Dilated  by  sublimest  destinies, 
In  endless  waking  ?     Thrones  and  Seraphim, 
Througli  the  long  ranks  of  their  solemnities, 
Sunning  thee  with  calm  looks  of  Heaven's  surprise 
Thy  look  alone  on  Him?  — 

THE    mother's    pratbr. 

(FROM    THE    SAME.) 

"Dear  Lord,  dear  Lord  !" 

She  aye  had  prayed  —  (the  heavenly  word. 

Broken  by  an  earthly  sigh !) 
"  Thou,  who  didst  not  erst  deny 

The  mother-joy  to  Mary  mild 

Blessed  in  the  blessed  child  — 

Hearkening  in  meek  l)a!)yhood 

Her  cradle-hymn,  albeit  used 

To  all  that  music  interfused 

In  breasts  of  angels  high  anil  i^ood ! 


E  L  I  Z  A  B  K  T  H 


Oh,  lake  nol,  Lord,  my  bube  away  — 
Oil,  lake  not  to  thy  songful  heaven, 
The  pretty  baby  ihou  hast  given; 
Or  ere  thai  I  have  seen  him  play 
Around  his  father's  knees,  and  knonru 
Thai  he  knew  how  my  love  hath  gone 

From  «11  the  world  to  him  ! 
And  how  that  1  shall  shiver,  dim 
Id  ihe  sunshine,  thinking  e'er 
The  grave-grass  keeps  il  from  his  fair 
Siill  cheeks !  and  feel  at  every  tread 
His  little  body  which  is  dead 
Aud  hidden  in  the  lurfy  fold, 
Doth  make  the  whole  warm  earth  a'cotd .' 

0  God!  I  am  so  young,  so  young — 

1  am  not  used  to  tears  at  nighLi 
Instead  of  slumber  —  nor  lo  prayer 
With  shaken  lips  and  hands  out-wrung .' 
Tliou  knowesl  all  my  prayings  were 

I  bless  thee,  Gud,  for  pasl  delights  — 

Thank  God !'     I  am  not  used  to  be&r 

Hard  thoughts  of  death !     The  earth  doth  cortr 

No  face  from  me  of  friend  or  lover! 

And  must  the  6rst  who  teacheth  me 

The  form  of  sliruuda  and  funerals,  be 

Mine  own  flrst-bom-be loved  ?  he 

Who  taught  me  first  this  motlier-luve  ? 

Dear  Lord,  who  spreadesi  out  above 

Thy  loving  pierr.ed  hands  to  meet 

All  lifted  hearts  with  blessing  sweet,— 

Pierce  nol  my  heart,  my  tender  heart, 

Thou  niadesi  tender !  Thou  who  art 

So  happy  in  thy  heaven  alway, 

Take  not  mine  only  bliss  away  I" 

39 
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THE     child's    AlfSWBB. 
(FftOM     THE    SAMB.) 

^  O  MOTHER)  mother !  loose  thy  prayer  ? 

Christ's  name  hath  made  it  strong! 
It  bindeth  me,  it  holdeth  me 
With  its  most  loving  cruelty, 
From  floating  my  new  soul  along 

The  blessed  heavenly  air! 
It  bindeth  me,  it  holdeth  me 
In  all  this  dark,  upon  this  dull 
Low  earth,  by  only  weepers  trod!  — 
It  bindeth  me,  it  holdeth  me!  — 
Mine  angel  looketh  sorrowful 

Upon  the  face  of  God. 

^Mother,  mother!  can  I  dream 
Beneath  your  earthly  trees  ? 
I  had  a  vision  and  a  gleam  — 
I  heard  a  sound  more  sweet  than  these 

When  lifted  by  the  wind! 
Did  you  see  the  Dove  with  wings 
Overdropt  with  glisterings 
From  a  sunless  light  behind 
Falling  on  mine  heart  from  sky. 
Soft  as  mother^s  kiss,  until 
I  seemed  to  leap,  and  -yet  was  still  ? 
Saw  you  how  his  love-large  eye 
Looked  on  me  mystic  calms, 
Until  the  power  of  his  divine 
Vision  was  indrawn  to  mine? 

^Oh!  the  dream  within  the  dream! 
I  saw  celestial  places  even! 
Oh!  the  high  and  vistaM  palms, 
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Making  finites  of  delight 
Through  the  heavenly  infinite  — 
Lifting  up  their  green  still  tops 

To  the  heaven  of  Heaven ! 
Ohf  the  sweet  life-tree  that  drops 
Shade  like  light  across  the  river 
Glorified  in  its  for  ever 

Flowing  from  the  Throne ! 
Ohf  the  shining  holinesses 
Of  the  thousand,  thousand  faces 
God-sunned  by  the  throned  One! 
Overspread  with  such  a  love 
That  though  I  saw  them  turned  above, 
Each  loving  seemed  for  also  me. 
And,  oh.  th'  Unspeakable!  the  He, — 
The  manifest  in  secrecies, 
Tet  of  mine  own  heart  partaker ! 
With  the  overcoming  look 
Of  one  who  hath  been  once  forsook, 

And  blesseth  the  forsakerf 
Mother,  motlier,  let  me  go 
Toward  the  face  that  looketh  so! 
llirough  the  mystic  living  Four 
Whose  are  inward  outward  eyes 
Dark  with  light  of  mysteries. 
And  the  restless  evermore 
"Holy  holy"  —  through  the  crowned 
Stately  elders  white  around  — 
Through  the  s  worded  Seraphim  — 
Sufiler  me  to  go  to  Him? 

<*  Is  your  wisdom  very  wise, 
Mother,  on  the  narrow  earth? 
Very  happy,  very  worth 
That  I  should  stay  to  learn? 
Arc  these  air-corrupting  sighs 
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Fashioned  by  unlearned  breath  ? 
Do  the  students^  lamps  that  bum 
All  night,  illumine  death  ? 
Mother!  albeit  this  be  so, 
Loose  thy  prayer,  and  let  me  go 
Where  that  bright  chief  angel  stands 
Apart  from  all  his  brother  bands, 
Too  glad  for  smiling!  having  bent 
In  angelic  wilderment 
O'er  the  depths  of  God,  and  brought 
Reeling,  thence,  one  only  thought 
To  fill  his  whole  eternity! 
He  the  teacher  is  for  me !  — 
He  can  teach  what  I  would  know  — 
Mother,  mother,  let  me  go !  — 
Can  your  poet  make  an  Eden 

No  winter  will  undo  ? 
And  li^ht  a  starry  fire,  in  heeding 

His  hearth's  is  burning  too  ? 
Drown  in  music,  earthly  din  ?  — 
And  keep  his  own  wild  soul  within 
The  law  of  his  own  harmony  ?  — 
Mother !  albeit  this  be  so, 
Let  me  to  mine  Heaven  go ! 
A  little  harp  me  waits  thereby  — 
A  harp  whose  strings  are  golden  all. 
And  tuned  to  music  spherical, 
Hanging  on  the  green  life-tree, 
Where  no  willows  ever  be. 
Shall  I  miss  that  harp  of  mine  ? 
Mother,  no!  —  the  Eye  divine 
Turned  upon  it,  makes  it  shine  — 
And  when  I  touch  it,  poems  sweet 
Like  separate  souls  shall  fly  from  it, 
Each  to  an  immortal  fytte! 
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We  shall  all  be  poets  there, 
Gazing  on  the  chiefest  Fair! 

"  And  love  !  earth's  love !  and  can  we  love 
Fixedly  where  all  things  move  ? 
Can  the  sinning  love  each  other  ? 

Mother,  mother, 
I  tremble  in  thy  close  embrace  — 
1  feel  thy  tears  adown  my  fece  — 
Thy  prayers  do  keep  me  out  of  bliss  — 

O  dreary  earthly  love ! 
Loose  thy  prayer,  and  let  me  go 
To  the  place  that  loving  is, 
Tet  not  sad !  and  when  is  given 
Escape  to  thee  from  this  below, 
Thou  shalt  see  me  that  1  wait 
For  thee  at  the  happy  gate; 
And  silence  shall  be  up  in  heaven^ 
To  hear  our  meeting  kissT' 


THE    CITT. 
(PEOM    THB     soul's     TEAVBLLIII*.) 

I  DWELL  amid  the  city. 
The  great  humanity  which  beats 
Its  life  along  the  stony  streets, 
Like  a  strong  unsunned  river 
In  a  self-made  course,  is  ever 

Rolling  on,  rolling  onf  — 
I  sit  and  hear  it  as  it  rolls, 
That  flow  of  souls  f 

The  infinite  tendencies, 
In  the  finite,  chafed  and  pent, — 
In  the  finite,  turbulent!  — 

The  long  drear  monotone, 
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Made  of  many  tones  that  rise 
Eacli  to  each  as  contraries!  — 
The  rich  man's  ambling  steeds — 
Lolling  their  necks  as  the  chariot  comes 
With  its  inward  gleam  of  the  eddying  plumes ! — 

The  poor  mane's  abject  needs  — 
The  feet  that  wearily,  wearily  roam, 
Unquickened  by  thoughts  of  the  fire  at  home^ 
The  cry  of  the  babe  unheard  of  its  mother, 
Though  it  lie  on  her  breast,  while  she  thinks  of  the  otha 
Laid  yesterday  in  tomb  !-— 
The  whine  of  voices  that  have  made 
Their  own  griePs  sacredness  a  tmde^-* 
The  curse  that  ringeth  hollowly 
The  crime  against  the  misery — 
The  haggling  talk  —  the  organ's  grinding— 
The  grinder's  face  being  o'er  it  leant, 

Most  vacant  even  of  woe, — 
While  the  children's  hearts  leap  so 

At  the  merry  music's  winding!  — 
The  rapid  pace  of  the  business-men 
Whose  eyes  do  glitter  cold, 
As  still  they  saw  the  gold!  — 
The  funeral's  long  slow  train 
Plumed  black,  beside 
Many  a  house  where  tlie  rioters  laugn 
And  count  the  beakers  they  shall  quaff 
At  the  morrow's  festivals — 
Many  a  house  where  sits  a  bride 
Trying  the  morrow's  coronals. 
With  a  red  blush,  even  to-day!  — 

Slowlv  creep  the  funerals, — 
As  none  should  hear  the  noise  and  say 
The  living,  the  living,  must  go  away 
To  multiply  the  dead! 
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Hark!  an  upward  shout  is  sent! 
In  grave  strong  joy  from  tower  to  steeple 

The  bells  ring  out  — 
The  trumpets  sound,  the  people  shout, 
The  young  Queen  goes  to  her  parliament ! — 
She  tumeth  round  her  large  blue  eyes. 
More  bright  with  childish  memories 
Than  royal  hopes,  upon  the  people — 
On  either  side  she  bows  her  head 

Lowly,  with  a  Queenly  grace, 
And  smile  most  trusting-innocent, 
As  if  she  smiled  to  her  mother! 
The  thousands  press  before  each  other 

To  bless  her  to  her  face — 
And  booms  the  deep  majestic  voice 
Tlirough  trump  and  drum  —  ^^  May  the  Queen  xt^joice 

In  the  people's  liberties!"  — 

1  dwell  amid  the  city. 

And  hear  the  flow  of  souls  ! 
I  do  not  hear  the  several  contraries  — 
1  do  not  hear  the  separate  tone  that  rolls 

In  act  or  speech. 
For  pomp  or  trade,  for  merry  make  or  folly  — 
]  hear  the  confluence  and  sum  of  each, 

And  that  is  melancholy !  — 
Thy  voice  is  a  complaint,  O  crowned  city, 
The  blue  sky  covering  thee,  like  God's  great  pity !— - 

TUB     MEDIATOR. 

(A     H  Y  M  .N  .  ) 

How  high  Thou  art !  our  songs  can  own 
No  music  Thou  couldsl  stoop  to  hear ! 

But  still  the  Son's  expiring  groan 
Is  vocal  in  the  Father's  ear. 
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How  pure  Thou  art !  our  hands  are  dyed 
With  curses,  red  with  murder's  hue — 

But  He  that  stretched  His  hands  to  hide 
The  sins  that  pierced  them  from  thy  Tiew. 

How  strong  Thou  art !  we  tremble  lest 
The  thunders  of  thine  arm  be  moved— 

But  He  is  lying  on  thy  breast, 

And  thou  must  clasp  thy  best  Belored ! 

How  kind  thou  art !    Thou  didst  not  choose 
To  joy  in  Him  for  ever  so; 

But  that  embrace  thou  wilt  not  lose 
For  vengeance,  didst  for  love  forego ! 

High  God,  and  pure,  and  strong,  and  kmd  ! 

The  low,  the  foul,  the  feeble,  spare ! 
Thy  brightness  in  His  face  we  find  — 

Behold  our  darkness  only  there ! 

THE     PET-NAM  B. 


the  name 


Which  from  thxir  lips  seemed  a  caress. 

Miss  MiTroRD's  Dramatxx 

I  HAVE  a  name,  a  little  name, 

Uncadenced  for  the  ear; 
Unhonoured  by  ancestral  claim, 
Unsanctified  by  prayer  and  psalm 

The  solemn  font  anear. 

It  never  did  to  pages  wove 

For  gay  romaunt,  belong: 
It  never  dedicate  did  move 
As  ^ Sacharissa,'  unto  love-— 

'Orinda,'  unto  song. 
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Though  I  write  books,  it  will  be  read 

Upon  the  leaves  of  none ; 
And  afterward,  when  I  am  dead, 
Will  ne'er  be  graved  for  sight  or  tread 

Across  my  funeral  stone. 

Whoever  chanceth  it  to  call, 

May  chance  your  smile  to  win ;  — 
Nay,  do  not  smile  I  mine  eyelids  fall 
Over  mine  eyes,  and  feel  withal 

The  sudden  tears  within! 

Is  there  a  leaf  that  greenly  grows 

Where  summer  meadows  bloom, 
But  gathereth  the  winter  snows. 
And  changeth  to  the  hue  of  those, 

If  lasting  till  they  come  ? 

Is  there  a  word,  or  jest,  or  game,     . 

But  time  encrusteth  round 
With  sad  associates  thoughts  the  same  ? 
And  so  to  me  my  ver)-  name 

Assumes  a  mournful  sound. 

My  brother  gave  that  name  to  me 

When  we  were  children  twain*. 
When  names  acquired  t>aptismally 
Were  hard  to  utter,  as  to  see 

That  life  had  any  pain. 

No  shade  was  on  us  then,  save  one 

Of  chestnuts  from  the  hill  — 
And  through  the  word  our  laugh  did  mn 
As  part  thereof!     The  mirth  being  done, 

He  calls  me  by  it  still! 

2b 
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Nay,  do  not  smile  f  I  hear  in  it 

What  none  of  you  can  hear ! 

The  talk  upon  the  willow^  seat, 

The  bird  and  wind  that  did  repeat 

Around,  our  human  cheer! 

I  hear  the  birthday's  noisy  bliss, 

My  sister's  woodland  glee  — 
My  father's  praise  I  did  not  miss, 
What  time  he  stooped  down  to  kiss 
The  poet  at  his  knee  — 

And  voices  —  which  to  name  me,  aye 
Most  tender  tones  were  keeping* 
To  some,  1  never  more  can  say 
An  answer,  till  God  wipes  away 
In  heaven,  these  drops  of  weeping ! 

Mv  name  to  me  a  sadness  wears  — 

No  murmurs  cross  my  mind — 
Now  God  be  thanked  for  these  thick  tears, 
Which  show,  of  those  departed  years. 
Sweet  memories  left  behind ! 

Now  God  be  thanked  for  years  enwrought 

With  love  which  softens  yet; 
Now  God  be  thanked  for  every  thought 
Which  is  so  tender,  it  hath  caught 
Earth's  guerdon  of  regret! 

Earth  may  embitter,  not  remove, 

The  love  divinely  given  : 
And  e'en  that  mortal  grief  shall  prove 
The  immortality  of  love, 

And  lead  us  nearer  Heaven ! 
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THB     WAIL    OP    THE     SPIRIT    OP     EARTH. 
(PROM     TBB    DRAMA    OF    BXILB.) 

I  WAS  SO  beautiful,  so  beautiful, 

My  joy  stood  up  within  me  bold  and  glad, 
To  answer  God ;  and  when  His  work  was  full, 

To  **very  good,''  responded  "  very  glad !" 
Filtered  through  roses,  did  the  light  enclose  me ; 
And  bunches  of  the  grape  swang  blue  across  me  -^ 

Tet  I  wail! 

4»  •  «  •  < 

O  my  deep  waters,  cataract  and  flood,  — 

What  wordless  triumph  did  your  voices  render ! 

0  mountain-summits,  where  the  angels  stood, 

And  shook  from  head  and  wing  thick  dews  of  splendour ; 
How  with  a  holy  quiet,  did  your  Earthy 
Accept  that  Heavenly  —  knowing  ye  were  worthy ! 

Yet  I  wail! 

•  •  '  •  •  • 

1  wail,  I  wail !     Now  hear  my  charge  to-day. 

Thou  man,  thou  woman,  marked  as  the  misdoers, 
By  God's  sword  at  your  backs !  I  lent  my  clay 

To  make  your  bodies  which  had  grown  more  flowers : 
And  now,  in  change  for  what  I  lent,  ye  give  me 
The  thorn  to  vex,  the  tempest-fire  to  cleave  me-— 

And  I  wail! 

•  •  •  •  • 

I  wail,  I  wail !  Do  ye  hear  that  1  wail  ? 

I  had  no  part  in  your  transgression  —  none ! 
My  roses  on  the  bough  did  bud  not  pale  — 

My  rivers  did  not  loiter  in  the  sun. 
/  was  obedient     Wherefore,  in  my  centre. 
Do  I  thrill  at  this  curse  of  death  and  winter?— 

And  I  wail! 
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I  feel  your  steps,  O  wandering  sinners,  strike 
A  sense  of  death  to  me,  and  undug  graves ! 

The  heart  of  earth,  once  calm,  is  trembling,  like 
The  ragged  foam  along  the  ocean-waves : 

The  restless  earthquakes  rock  against  each  other ;  ^ 

The  elements  moan  Vound  me  —  ^  Mother,  mother'^ 

And  I  wail! 

CHORUS     AFTER    THE     PROMISE. 

(PROM     THE     SAMS.  ) 

EhciLED  human  creatures, 

Let  your  ho{)e  grow  larger!  % 
LsLTger  grows  the  vision 

Of  the  new  delight 
From  this  chain  of  Nature's, 

God  is  the  Discharger; 
And  the  Actual's  prison 

Opens  to  your  sight. 

Calm  the  stars  and  golden, 

In  a  light  exceeding : 
What  their  rays  have  measured. 

Let  your  hearts  fulfil ! 
These  are  stars  beholden 

By  your  eyes  in  Eden; 
Yet,  across  the  desert, 

See  them  shining  still. 

Future  joy  and  far  light 

Working  such  relations, — 
Hear  us  singing  gently  — 

Exiled  is  not  lost ! 
God,  above  the  starlight, 

God  above  the  patience, 
Shall  at  last  present  ye 

Guerdons  worth  the  cost. 
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Patiently  enduring, 

Painfully  surrounded, 
Listen  how  we  love  you  — 

Hope  the  uttermost  — 
Waiting  for  that  curing 

Which  exalts  the  wounded, 
Hear  us  sing  above  you  — 

Exiled,  but  not  lost  ! 

(The  tiart  Aitu  on  brightly,  while  Adam  and  Etx  purtm  tkiirway  tnte 
tkt  far  uriliUmeu.  There  it  a  tound  through  the  tilenctj  at  of  the  faOimg 
Uart  of  an  angel.) 

THE     lady's     TES. 

^YesT'  I  answered  you  last  night; 

"  No !"  this  morning,  Sir,  1  say ! 
Colours,  seen  by  candle-light, 

Will  not  look  the  same  by  day. 

When  the  tabors  played  their  best, 
LAmps  above,  and  laughs  below — 

Love  me  sounded  like  a  jest, 
Fit  for   Yes  or  fit  for  JVb/ 

Call  me  false,  or  call  me  free  — 
Vow,  whatever  light  may  shine, 

No  man  on  thy  face  shall  see 
Any  grief  for  change  on  mine. 

Yet  the  sin  is  on  us  both  — 
Time  to  dance  is  not  to  woo — 

Wooer  light  makes  fickle  troth — 
Scorn  of  me  recoils  on  you ! 

Learn  to -Win  a  lady's  faith 

Nobly,  as  the  thing  is  high; 
Bravely,  as  for  life  and  death  — 

With  a  loyal  gravity. 
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Lead  her  from  the  festive  boards, 
Point  her  to  the  starry  skies. 

Guard  her,  by  your  trutliful  words, 
Pure  from  courtship^s  flatteries. 

By  your  truth  she  shall  be  true  — 
Ever  true  as  wives  of  yore  — 

And  her   Yes^  once  said  to  you, 
Shall  be  Yes  for  evermore. 


A     CHILD     ASLBEP. 

How  he  sleepeth !   having  drunken 
Weary  childhood's  maudragore. 
From  his  pretty  eyes  have  sunken 
Pleasures,  to  make  room  for  more  — 
Sleeping  near  the  withered  nosegay,  which  he  pulled  the  day 

before. 

Nosegays!    leave  them  for  the  waking! 

Throw  them  earthward  where  they  grew ; 
Dim  are  such  beside  the  hreaking 

Amaranths  he  looks  unto— 
Folded  eyes  see  brighter  colours  than  the  open  ever  do. 

Heaven-flowers,  rayed  by  shadows  golden 

From  tlie  palms  they  sprang  beneath. 
Now  perhaps  divinely  holdea, 
Swing  against  him  in  a  wreath  — 
We  may  think  so  from  the  quickening  of  his  bloom  and  of  his 

breath. 

Vision  unto  vision  calleth, 

While  the  young  child  dreameth  on ; 
Fair,  O  dreamer,  thee  befalleth 
With  the  glory  thou  hast  won! 
Darker  wert  thou  in  the  garden,  yestermorn,  by  summer  son. 
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We  should  see  the  spirits  ringing 
Round  thee, —  were  the  clouds  away! 

Tis  the  child-heart  draws  them,  singing 
In  the  silent-seeming  clay — 
Singing !  —  Stars  that  seem  the  mutest,  go  in  music  all  the  way. 

As  the  moths  around  a  taper, 
As  the  bees  around  a  rose, 
As  at  sunset,  many  a  vapour, — 
So  the  spirits  group  and  close 
Round  about  a  holy  childhood,  as  if  drinking  its  repose. 

Shapes  of  brightness  overlean  thee. 

With  their  diadems  of  youth 
Striking  on  thy  ringlets  sheenly, — 
While  thou  smilest,  .  .  not  in  sooth 
Thy  smile,  .  .  but  the  overfair  one,  dropt  from  some  ethereal 

mouth. 

Haply  it  is  angels'  duty. 

During  slumber,  shade  by  shade 
To  fine  down  this  childish  beauty 
To  the  thing  it  must  be  made, 
Ere  the  world  shall  bring  it  praises,  or  the  tomb  shall  see  it 

fade. 

Softly,  softly!  make  no  noises! 

Now  he  lieth  dead  and  dumb  — 
Now  he  hears  the  angels'  voices 
Folding  silence  iu  the  room  — 
Now  he  muses  deep  the  meaning  of  the  Heaven-words  as  they 

come. 

Speak  not,  he  is  consecrated  — 
Breathe  no  breath  across  his  eyes; 

Lifted  up  and  separated 
On  the  hand  of  God  he  lies, 
In  a  sweetness  bevond  touching, —  held  in  cloistral  sanctities. 
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Could  ye  bless  him  —  father — mother? 

Bless  the  dimple  in  his  cheek  ? 
Dare  ye  look  at  one  another, 
And  the  benediction  speak? 
Would  ye  not  break  out  in  weeping,  and  confess  yourselves  too 

weak  ? 

He  is  harmless  —  ye  are  sinful, — 
Ye  are  troubled, —  he,  at  ease! 
From  his  slumbei,  virtue  winful 
Floweth  outward  with  increase  — 
Dare  not  bless  him !  but  be  blessed  by  his  peace  —  and  go  ir 

peace. 


CATAR1NA    TO     CAMOBNS. 

DTIIVO    Iir    HIS    ABSENCE    ABROAD,    AlTD    RSFERRINe    TO    THE    POSX    I] 
WHICH    HE    RECORDED    THE    SWEETNESS    OT    HER    STSS. 

Ox  the  door  you  will  not  enter, 

I  have  gazed  too  long  —  adieu ! 
Hope  withdraws  her  peradventure  — 
Death  is  near  me,  —  and  not  you! 
Come,  O  lover! 
Close  and  cover 
These  poor  eyes,  you  called,  I  ween, 
'Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen.' 

When  1  heard  you  sing  that  burden 

In  mv  venial  days  and  bowers, 
Other  praises  disregarding, 

I  but  hearkened  that  of  yours, — 
Only  saying 
In  heart-playing, 
'Blessed  eyes  mine  eyes  have  been. 
If  the  sweetest,  his  have  seen." 
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But  all  changeth !     At  this  vesper, 

Cold  the  sun  shines  down  the  door ! 
If  you  stood  there,  would  you  whisper 
'Love,  I  love  you,'  as  before, — 
Death  pervading 
Now,  and  shading 
Eyes  you  sang  of,  that  yestreen, 
As  the  sweetest,  ever  seen? 

Yes!  I  think,  were  you  beside  them, 

Near  the  bed  I  die  upon, — 
Though  their  beauty  you  denied  them, 
As  you  stood  there,  looking  down. 
You  would  truly 
Call  them  duly. 
For  the  love's  sake  found  therein,-^ 
'Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen.' 

And  if  you  looked  down  upon  them^ 

And  if  they  looked  up  to  yoUy 
All  the  light  which  has  foregone  them 
Would  be  gathered  back  anew! 
They  would  truly 
Be  as  duly 
Love-transf(irmed  to  Beauty's  sheen,— 
'Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen.' 

But,  ah  me!  you  only  see  me 

In  your  thoughts  of  loving  man, 
Smiling  soft  perhaps  and  dreamy 
Through  the  wavings  of  my  &ii,-* 
And  unweeting 
Go  repeating. 
In  your  reverie  serene, 
'Sweetest  eyas,  were  ever  seen.' 


40 
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WTiile  my  spirit  leans  and  reaches 

From  ny  body  still  and  pale, 
Fain  to  hear  what  tender  speech  is 
In  your  love,  to  help  my  hale^* 
O  my  poet, 
Come  and  show  it! 
Come,  of  latest  love  to  glean 

*  Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen.' 

O  my  poet,  O  my  prophet, 

When  you  praised  their  sweetness  so. 
Did  you  think,  in  singing  of  it. 
That  it  might  be  near  to  go? 
Had  you  fancies 
From  their  glances, 
That  the  grave  would  quickly  screen 
'  Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen  ?' 

No  reply !     The  fountain^'s  warble 
In  the  court-yard  sounds  alone! 
As  the  water  to  the  marble 

So  iny  heart  falls  with  a  moan, 
From  love-sighing 
To  this  dying! 
Death  forerunneth  Love,  to  win 
'Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen.' 

fVtU  you  come  ?  when  I  'm  departed 

Where  all  sweetnesses  are  hid — 
When  thy  voice,  my  tender-hearted. 
Will  not  lift  up  either  lid. 
Cry,  O  lover. 
Love  is  over ! 
Cry  beneath  the  Cypress  green  — 

*  Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen.' 
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When  the  angelus  is  ringing, 

Near  the  convent  will  you  walk, 
And  recall  the  choral  singing 

Which  brought  angels  down  our  talk? 
SpiritHsh  riven 
I  viewed  Heaven, 
Till  you  smiled  —  *ls  earth  unclean, 

*  Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen?' 

When  beneath  the  palace-lattice, 

Tou  ride  slow  as  you  have  done^ 
And  you  see  a  face  there  —  that  is 
Not  the  old  familiar  one, — 
Will  you  oftly 
Murmur  softly, 
^  Here  ye  watched  me  mom  and  e'en, 
Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen  P 

When  the  palace  ladies  sitting 

Round  your  gittem,  shall  have  said^ 

*  Poet,  sing  those  verses  written 

For  the  lady  who  is  dead,'  — 
Will  you  tremble. 
Yet  dissemble, — 
Or  sing  hoarse,  with  tears  between, 

*  Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen  ?' 

Sweetest  eyes !    How  sweet  in  flowinga, 

The  repeated  cadence  isf 
Though  you  sang  a  hundred  poems, 
Still  the  best  one  would  be  this. 
I  can  hear  it 
'Twixt  my  spirit 
And  the  earth-noise,  intervene— 
'Sweetest  eyea,  were  ever  taenr 
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But  the  priest  waits  for  the  praying, 

And  the  choir  are  on  their  knees,—- 
And  the  soul  must  pass  away  in 
Strains  more  solemn  high  than  these ! 
Miserere 

For  the  weary  — 
Oh,  no  longer  for  Catrine, 

*  Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen !' 

Keep  my  riband !  take  and  keep  it, — 
1  have  loosed  it  from  my  hair;* 
Feeling,  while  you  overweep  it. 
Not  alon^  in  your  despair, — 
Since  with  saintly 
Watch,  unfaintly, 
Out  of  Heaven  shall  o'er  you  lean 

*  Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen.' 

But  —  but  now  —  yet  unremoved 

Up  to  Heaven,  they  glisten  fast  — 
You  may  cast  away,  Beloved, 
In  your  future,  all  my  past; 
Such  old  phrases 
May  be  praises 
For  some  fairer  bosom-queen  — 
'  Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen !' 

Eyes  of  mine,  what  are  ye  doing? 

Faithless,  faithless, —  praised  amiss« 
If  a  tear  be  of  your  showing. 
Drop  for  any  hope  of  his  ! 
Death  hath  boldness 
Besides  coldness, 
if  unworthy  tears  demean 
'  Sweetest  eyes,  were  ever  seen.' 


*  She  left  him  the  riband  from  her  hair. 
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I  will  look  out  to  his  future — 

1  will  bless  it  till  it  shine! 
Should  he  ever  be  a  suitor 
Unto  sweeter  eyes  than  minCf 
Sunshine  gild  them, 
Angels  shield  them, 
Whatsoever  eyes  terrene 
Be  the  sweetest  his  have  seen! 


THB     ROMANCE    OF    THB     SWAN's    NBIT^ 

So  the  dreams  depart, 
So  the  fading  phantoms  flee, 
And  the  sharp  reality 
Now  must  act  its  part 

WssTwooD*s  *  Beadt  from  a  Ro$mry,^ 

Little  Ellie  sits  alone 
'Mid  the  beeches  of  a  meadow, 

By  a  stream-side  on  the  grass : 

And  the  trees  are  showering  down 
Doubles  of  their  leaves  in  shadow, 

On  her  shining  hair  and  fiice. 

She  has  thrown  her  bonnet  by; 
And  her  feet  she  has  been  dipping 

In  the  shallow  water's  flow — 

Now  she  holds  them  nakedly 
In  her  hands,  all  sleek  and  dripping, 

While  she  rocketh  to  and  fro. 

Little  Ellie  sits  alone, — 
And  the  smile,  she  softly  useth, 

Fills  the  silence  like  a  speech; 

While  she  thinks  what  shall  be  done<— 
And  the  sweetest  pleasure,  chooseth, 

For  her  future  within  reach ! 
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Little  Ellie  in  her  smile 
Chooseth  ...  *  1  will  have  a  lover, 

Riding  on  a  steed  of  steeds! 

He  shall  love  me  without  guile; 
And  to  him  I  will  discover 

That  swan's  nest  among  the  reeds. 

^And  the  steed  shall  be  red-roan, 
And  the  lover  shall  be  noble, 

With  an  eye  that  takes  the  bieath^-^ 

And  the  lute  he  plays  upon, 
Shall  strike  ladies  into  trouble, 

As  his  sword  strikes  men  to  death. 

^  And  the  steed,  it  shall  be  shod 
All  in  silver,  housed  in  azure, 

And  the  mail  sliall  swim  the  wind ! 

And  the  hoofs  along  the  sod, 
Shall  flash  onward  in  a  pleasure, 

Till  the  shepherds  look  behind. 

^  But  my  lover  will  not  prize 
All  the  glory  that  he  rides  in, 

When  he  gazes  in  my  face ! 

He  will  say,  '^  O  Love,  thine  eyes 
Build  the  shrine  my  soul  abides  in ; 

And  I  kneel  here  for  thy  grace." 

'  Then,  ay,  then  —  he  shall  kneel  low, 
With  the  red-roan  steed  anear  him 

Which  shall  seem  to  understand  — 

Till  I  answer,  "  Rise,  and  go  I 
For  the  world  must  love  and  fear  him 

Whom  I  gift  with  heart  and  hand." 

'  Tlien  he  will  arise  so  pale, 

I  shall  feel  my  own  lips  tremble 

With  a  yes  I  must  not  say — 
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Nathless,  maiden -brave,  "  Farewell," 
I  will  utter  and  dissemble  — 

"Light  to-morrow,  with  to-daj." 

^  Then  he  will  ride  through  the  hilliu 
To  the  wide  world  past  the  river. 

There  to  put  away  all  wrong ! 

To  make  straight  distorted  wills, 
And  to  empty  the  broad  quiver 

Which  the  wicked  bear  along. 

^  Three  times  shall  a  young  foot-page 
Swim  the  stream,  and  climb  the  mountain, 

And  kneel  down  beside  my  feet  — 

"  Lo !  my  master  sends  this  gage. 
Lady,  for  thy  pity's  counting ! 

What  wilt  thou  exchange  for  it  ?" 

^  And  the  first  time,  I  will  send 
A  white  rose-bud  for  a  guerdon, — 

And  the  second  time,  a  glove ! 

But  the  third  time — I  may  bend 
From  my  pride,  and  answer  —  "  Pardon  — 

If  he  comes  to  take  my  love.'' 

*Then  the  young  foot-page  will  run  — 
Then  my  lover  will  ride  faster. 

Till  he  kiieeleth  at  my  knee! 

"  I  am  a  duke's  eldest  son ! 
Thousand  serfs  do  call  me  master, — 

But,  O  Lore,  I  love  but  thee  ."' 

^He  will  kiss  roe  on  the  mouth 
Then ;   and  lead  me  as  a  lover, 

Through  the  crowds  that  praise  his  deeds! 

And,  when  soul-tied  by  one  troth, 
Unto  him  I  will  discover 

That  swan's  nest  among  the  reeds.' 
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Little  Fllie,  with  her  smile 
Not  yet  ended,  roae  up  gKylji — 

Tied  the  bonnet,  donned  the  shoe — 

And  went  homeward,  round  a  mile, 
Just  to  see,  as  she  did  daily. 

What  more  eggs  were  with  the  two. 

Pushing  through  the  elm-tree  copse 
Winding  by   the  stream,  light-hearted. 

Where  the  osier  pathway  leads  — 

Past  the  boughs  she  stoops-^ and  stopa! 
Lo !  the  wild  swan  had  deserted  — 

And  a  rat  had  gnawed  the  reeds. 

Ellie  went  home  sad  and  slow ! 
If  she  found  the  lover  ever, 

With  his  red-roan  steed  of  steeds, 

Sooth  I  know  not !  but  I  know 
She  could  show  him  never  —  never. 

That  swanks  nest  among  the  reeds! 


cowper'  s    grave. 

I  will  invite  thee,  from  thy  envious  herse 

To  rise,  and  'bout  the  world  thy  beams  to  spread, 

That  we  may  see  there  's  brightnesse  in  the  dead. 

Habihoton. 

It  is  a  place  where  poets  crowned 

May  feel  the  heart's  decaying! 
It  is  a  place  where  happy  saints 

May  weep  amid  their  praying — 
Tet  let  the  grief  and  humbleness 

As  low  as  silence  languish ; 
Earth  surely  now  may  give  her  calm 

To  whom  she  gave  her  anguish. 


r.LlZABETH    1 


O  pocu  I    rroni  a  niaiiiac's  tongue 

Wasi  poured  llie  deaihlcus  singing! 
O  CliriBiians !   al  your  cross  of  hope 

A  hopeless  hand  was  clinging! 
O  men,  ihia  man  in  brolherhood, 

Tour  weary  puUtB  beguiling. 
Groaned  inly  wliile  he  laught  you  peace, 

And  died  while  ye  were  smiling! 

And  now,  wh&l  time  ye  all  tn&y  read 
Through  dimming  tears  his  story 

How  discord  on  the  music  fell, 
And  darkness  on  the  glory — 

And  how,  when,  one  by  one,  sweei  sou 
And  wandering  lighis  deparieil, 

He  wore  no  lesa  a  loving  face, 
»  broken-hearted. 


He  shall  be  strong  to  sanetifr 

The  poet's  high  vocation. 
And  bow  the  meekest  Chriatian  down 

In  meeker  adoration : 
Nor  ever  shall  he  be  in  praise 

By  wise  or  good  foreakt^n : 
Named  soIUy,  as  the  household  luune 

or  one  whom  God  hatli  taken ! 


With  sadness  that  is  calm,  not  gloom, 

I  leant  to  think  upon  him; 
With  nieekneas  thai  is  gniiefiilnesa. 

On  God,  whose  heaven  hnth  won  him— 
Who  Hul&red  one*  tJie  madness-eloud 

Towarda  hia  love  to  blind  liim ; 
But  gently  led  the  blind  along. 

Where  breaUi  and  bird  could  find  him; 
3p 
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And  wrought  within  his  shattered  brain 

Such  quick  poetic  senses, 
As  hills  have  language  for,  and  stars 

Harmonious  influences ! 
The  pulse  of  dew  upon  the  grass 

His  own  did  calmly  number*, 
And  silent  shadow  from  the  trees 

Fell  o'er  him  like  a  slumber. 

The  very  world,  by  God's  constraint, 

From  falsehood's  chill  removing. 
Its  women  and  its  men  became 

Beside  him  true  and  loving! — 
And  timid  hares  were  drawn  from  woods 

To  share  his  home  caresses, 
Uplooking  to  his  human  eyes. 

With  Sylvan  tendernesses. 

But  while  in  blindness  he  remained, 

Unconscious  of  the  guiding, 
And  things  provided  came  without 

The  sweet  sense  of  providing, 
He  testified  this  solemn  truth. 

Though  frenzy  desolated, — 
^or  man  nor  nature  satisfy 

Whom  only  God  created  / 

Like  a  sick  child,  that  knoweth  not 

His  mother  while  she  blesses. 
And  droppeth  on  his  burning  brow 

The  coolness  of  her  kisses ; 
That  turns  his  fevered  eyes  around  — 

'^My  mother!    where 's  my  mother?" — 
As  if  such  tender  words  and  looks 

Could  come  from  any  other! — 
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The  fever  gone,  with  leaps  of  heart 

He  sees  her  bending  o^er  him; 
Her  face  all  pale 'from  watchful  love, 

Th'  un weary  love  she  bore  him  — 
Thus,  woke  the  poet  from  the  dream 

His  life's  long  fever  gave  him, 
Beneath  those  deep  pathetic  eyes 

Which  closed  in  death  to  save  him! 

Thus !   oh,  not  thus !   no  type  of  earth 

Could  image  that  awaking. 
Wherein  he  scarcely  heard  the  chant 

Of  Seraphs  round  him  breaking-^ 
Or  felt  the  new  immortal  throb 

Of  soul  from  body  parted ; 
But  felt  those  eyes  alxme^  and  knew 

^  My  Saviour  f  not  deserted  !" 

Deserted  f  who  hath  dreamt  that  when 

The  cross  in  darkness  rested, 
Upon  the  Victim's  hidden  face 

No  love  was  manifested  ? 
What  frantic  hands  outstretched  have  e'er 

Th'  atoning  drops  averted  — 
What  tears  have  washed  them  from  the  soul  - 

That  one  should  be  deserted? 

Deserted!  God  could  separate 

From  His  own  essence  rather: 
And  Adam's  sins  have  swept  between 

The  righteous  Son  and  Father  — 
Tea!  once  Immanuel's  orphaned  cry 

His  universe  hath  shaken  — 
It  went  up  single,  echoless, 

^  My  God,  1  am  forsaken  !^ 
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It  went  up  from  the  Holy's  lips 

Amid  his  lost  creation, 
That  of  the  lost,  no  son  should  use 

Those  words  of  desolation ; 
That  earth's  worst  frenzies,  marring  hope, 

Should  mar  not  hope's  fruition: 
And  I,  on  Cowper's  grave,  should  see 

His  rapture',  in  a  vision ! 


THE     SLfiBP. 

**  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." — Psalm  cxxvii.  2l 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Borne  inward  unto  souls  afar. 

Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep  — 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is, 
For  gift  or  grace  surpassing  this  — 

''  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep  ?" 

What  would  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
The  hero's  heart,  to  be  unmoved  — 

The  poet's  star-tuned  harp,  to  sweep  — 
The  senate's  shout  to  patriot  vows  — 
The  monarch's  crown,  to  light  the  brows  ?— 

'^  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 

What  do  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
A  little  faitli,  all  undisproved  — 

A  little  dust,  to  overwcep  — 
And  bitter  memories,  to  make 
The  whole  earth  blasted  for  our  sake! 

'^  He  giveth  PI  is  beloved  sleep." 

"  Sleep  soft,  beloved !"  we  sometimes  say 
But  have  no  tune  to  charm  away 

Sad  dreams  that  through  the  eyelids  creep: 
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But  never  doleful  dream  again 
Shall  break  the  happy  slumber,  when 
"He  giveih  His  beloved  sleep." 

O  eartli,  su  full  of  dreary  noises  ! 
0  men,  with  wailing  in  your  voices! 
O  delved  gold,  the  wallers  heap! 

0  strife,  O  curse,  llial  o'er  il  faU ! 
God  miikcs  a  silrnce  tlimugh  you  aH, 

Anil  "  giveih  His  beloveil  sleep. 
His  dew  drops  mutely  on  the  hill ; 
His  rloud  above  il  saileih  stilly 

Though  on  iu  slope  men  loil  and  re«p! 
Hure  softly  than  the  dew  i»  shed, 
Or  cloud  is  floated  overhead, 

**  He  gtveth  His  beloved  sleep." 

Ha!  men  may  wonder  while  they  scan 
A  living,  thinking,  feeling  man. 

In  Bucli  a  real  his  heart  tu  keep ; 
But  angels  say — and  ihrouu^h  the  word 

1  ween  their  bfeased  smUe  is  heard  — 

"He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep!" 

For  me,  nty  lieari,  tliat  em  did  go. 
Most  like  a  tired  child  al  a  show. 

Thai  set^s  through  lears  the  jugigler'a  leap, — 
Would  now  its  wearied  vision  close. 
Would  childlike  on  Hit  love  repose, 

Who  "giveth  His  beloved  sleep."' 

And  friends!  —  clear  friends!  —  when  il  shiU  be 
That  ihiM  low  breath  is  gone  frum  me. 

And  round  my  bier  ye  cotiie  to  weep  — 
Let  me,  inoft  loving  of  you  all, 
Bay,  not  a  lear  must  o'er  her  fall  — 

''He  eivelh  His  beloved  sleepT' 
41  • 
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SONNE  T. TEARS. 

Thank  God,  bless  God,  all  ye  who  suffer  not 

More  grief  than  ye  can  weep  for.     That  is  well  ^ 

That  is  light  grieving!  lighter,  none  befel, 

Since  Adam  forfeited  the  primal  lot. 

Tears  !  what  are  tears  ?    The  babe  weeps  in  its  cot, 

The  mother  singing:  at  her  marriage-bell, 

The  bride  weeps :  and  before  the  oracle 

Of  high-faned  hills  the  poet  hath  forgot 

That  moisture  on  his  cheeks.     Commend  the  grace, 

Mourners,  who  weep !     Albeit,  as  some  have  done, 

Ye  grope  tear-blinded,  in  a  desert  place. 

And  touch  but  tombs, — look  up!     Those  tears  will  run 

Soon,  in  long  rivers,  down  the  lifted  face, 

And  leave  the  vision  clear  for  stars  and  sun. 


SONNET. COMFORT. 

Speak  low  to  me,  my  Saviour,  low  and  sweet 
From  out  the  hallelujahs,  sweet  and  low. 
Lest  I  should  fear  and  fall  and  miss  thee  so 
Who  art  not  missed  by  any  that  entreat. 
Speak  to  me  as  to  Mary  at  thy  feet  — 
And  if  no  precious  gums  my  hands  bestow, 
Let  my  tears  drop  like  amber,  while  1  go 
In  reach  of  thy  divinest  voice  complete 
In  humanest  alfection  —  thus,  in  soolh. 
To  lose  the  sense  of  losinsj !     As  a  child, 
Whose  song-bird  seeks  the  wood  for  evermore. 
Is  sung  to  in  its  stead  by  mother's  mouth ; 
Till,  sinkinir  on  her  breast,  love  reconciled. 
He  sleeps  the  faster  that  he  wept  before. 
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We  overstate  the  ilia  of  life,  and  lake 
Imagi nation,  given  us  to  bring  down 
The  choirs  of  singing  angeU  overshone 
By  God's  clear  glory,  —  down  our  earth  to  reks 
The  dismal  anowa  instead  ;  flake  following  flake, 
To  rover  all  the  com.     We  walk  upon 
The  shadow  of  hills  across  a  level  thrown, 
And  pani  like  climbers.     Near  the  alderbrake 
We  fligli  so  loud,  the  nightingale  within 
Kefuses  to  sing  louil,  as  else  she  would 
O  brothers !  let  us  leave  the  shame  and  sin 
Of  laking  vainly  in  a  plaintive  mood. 
The  holy  nume  of  Grief.'  —  holy  herein, 
Th&t  by  the  grief  of  O.f  s,  came  all  our  good. 
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la  the  latest  female  poet  claiming  our  atlenlion,  her  first  rola 
The  WotIiTm  Camplainl  and  otKer  Forms,  having'  just  appeared, 
fives  good  prnmiie,  her  verses  exiiibtting  >  gmcefiil  *bdit]>  and 

CRllrnt  mural  tone,  as  creditable  to  her  heart  as  her  mint 


We  speak  and  vit  read  of  the  hero's  deeds, 

And  envy  perehance  liia  fame ; 
Wc  would  Ir^ad,  like  him,  some  path  tlui  leads 

To  gaining  a  dralhlrss  name; 
And  wc  aigh  as  our  time  is  vainly  spent, 
«  Oh.  t  was  not  for  lUa  that  1  was  maul  )*' 
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We  feel,  with  a  touch  of  deep  regret, 
What  nothings,  alas  !  we  've  been ; 

How  like  a  stagnant  pool,  as  yet, 
Has  been  to  us  Lifers  stream. 

There  seemed  to  our  souls  a  warning  sent, — 

"  Mortal !  for  tliis  thou  wert  not  meant." 

Yet  we  sit  and  dream  of  a  better  day, 

And  idly  its  coming  wait. 
When,  like  the  hero  of  poet's  lay. 

We  too  may  be  something  great ; 
And  still  through  the  mist  our  spirits  grope, 
For  the  distant  gleam  of  this  better  hope. 

For  alas !  while  we  dream  these  airy  dreams, 

And  sigh  for  the  better  afar, 
We  are  dwelling  on  thai  which  only  seems, 

While  we  slight  the  truths  tliat  are. 
We  are  looking  for  flowers  more  fair  and  sweet, 
While  we  trample  the  fairest  'neath  our  feet. 

The  wearisome,  lone,  and  monotonous  lot, 
Where  To-day 's  as  the  day  that  is  gone ; 

Where  To-morrow  brings  nothing  To-day  has  not. 
Nor  evening  the  hopes  of  the  morn ; 

Oh !  even  here,  in  the  loneliest  hours. 

Are  there  lying  some  fair  but  neglected  flowers. 

Some  being  we  gaze  on  from  day  to  day. 

And  tend  with  a  holy  care, 
Lightening  the  woes  in  each  other's  way. 

Each  hreathing  a  mutual  prayer. 
Oh !  here,  in  the  homeliest  act  or  speech, 
May  we  to  the  fame  of  a  hero  reach. 

For  when  selfish  thoughts  are  for  others  subdued, 
And  smiles  conquer  the  rising  frown, 

When  we  love  our  own  in  another's  good, 
Oh !  we  weave  us  a  deathless  crown, 
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That  many  a  hero's  present  or  past, 
With  all  its  glory,  has  never  surpassed. 

Oh !  did  we  but  see  how  in  smallest  things 

Are  beginnings  of  all  that's  great, 
Life's  soil  would  be  watered  by  countless  springs, 

That  now  'ne^th  the  surface  wait. 
We  should  feel  that  when  earthward  kindly  sent. 
For  heroes  and  heroines  all  were  meant. 

THE     POOR    man's     FLOWS  R. 

Wandering  along  his  weary  way, 

In  dirty  tatters  meanly  dressed, 
A  beggar-man  one  summer-day. 

Seemed  hastening  to  some  place  of  rest 
No  smile  was  on  his  withered  face. 

It  nought  but  anxious  care  exprest; 
Grim  Poverty  had  left  its  trace, 

And  inly  rankled  at  his  breast; 
Yet  in  his  coat  that  weary  hour 
The  poor  man  nursed  a  cherished  flower. 

'T  was  no  choice  plant  in  hothouse  bred, 

And  guarded  with  a  tender  care; 
No  hand  had  propped  its  drooping  head. 

Or  shielded  it  from  midnight  air; 
Yet  choicest  flowers  might  fail  to  bring 

To  their  rich  owners  thoughts  as  fiur. 
As  did  that  simple^  lowly  thing. 

To  that  unhappy  man  of  care. 
Who  from  the  hedge-side,  free  to  all, 
Had  plucked  himself  that  blossom  smalL 

No  flow'ret  in  a  lady's  dress, 

Where  all  beside  is  meet  and  bright, 

And  she,  in  her  own  loveliness, 
Seems  but  another  flower  of  lights 
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Ufa  aught  so  sacred  or  so  dear, 
So  touching  to  the  gazer's  sight, 
'  As  that  bright  spot  amongst  the  drear, 

That  star  amidst  the  gloom  of  night  ;-- 
The  flow'ret  plucked  by  fingers  rude, 
To  cheer  the  beggar's  solitude. 


The  simple  plucking  of  that  flower 

Betrayed  a  tenderness  of  thought, 
Ready  to  find  in  every  hour 

The  kindred  sweetness  that  it  sought : 
A  sense  of  beauty  seldom  found 

Where  all  within  is  darkly  fraught. 
But  often  trampled  to  the  ground, 

And  mercilessly  set  at  nought, 
By  those  who  in  their  selfish  power 
Treat  as  th**  weed  what  is  the  flower. 

Yet  brighter  days  begin  to  dawn  ; 

The  weeds  of  prejudice  and  pride, 
Though  slowly,  yet  are  surely  drawn, 

From  bosoms  where  thev  used  to  hide: 
And,  thou,  poor  scorned  and  withered  flower, 

With  wealth  and  grandeur  unallied, 
Shalt  see,  ere  long,  the  happy  hour. 

When  men,  from  falseness  purified. 
Shall  learn  to  estimate  the  worth 
Of  all  tlie  toiling  sons  of  earth 


THB     END. 


